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ANNA  KARENINA 

PART  I 

CHAPTER  I 

Happy  families  are  all  alike;  every  unhappy  family  is  un- 
happy in  its  own  way. 

Everything  was  in  confusion  in  the  Oblonskys'  house.  The 
wife  had  discovered  that  the  husband  was  carrying  on  an 
intrigue  with  a  French  girl,  who  had  been  a  governess  In  their 
family,  and  she  had  announced  to  her  husband  that  she  could 

not  go  on  living  in  the  same  house  with  him.  This  position 
of  affairs  had  now  lasted  three  days,  and  not  only  the  husband 
and  wife  themselves,  but  all  the  members  of  their  family  and 
household,  were  painfully  conscious  of  it.  Every  person  in 
the  house  felt  that  there  was  no  sense  in  their  living  together, 
and  that  the  stray  people  brought  together  by  chance  in  any 
inn  had  more  in  common  with  one  another  than  they,  the 
members  of  the  family  and  household  of  the  Oblonskys.  The 
wife  did  not  leave  her  own  room,  the  husband  had  not  been 
at  home  for  three  days.  The  children  ran  wild  all  over  the 
house ;  the  English  governess  quarreled  with  the  housekeeper, 
and  wrote  to  a  friend  asking  her  to  look  out  for  a  new  situa- 

tion for  her;  the  man-cook  had  walked  off  the  day  before  just 
at  dinner-time ;  the  kitchen-maid,  and  the  coachman  had  given 
warning. 

Three  days  after  the  quarrel,  Prince  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 

Oblonsky — Stiva,  as  he  was  called  in  the  fashionable  world — 
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woke  up  at  his  usual  hour,  that  is,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morn- 

ing, not  in  his  wife's  bedroom,  but  on  the  leather-covered  sofa 

in  his  study.  He  turned  over  his  stout,  well-cared-for  person 

on  the  springy  sofa,  as  though  he  would  sink  into  a  long  sleep 

again ;  he  vigorously  embraced  the  pillow  on  the  other  side  and 

buried  his  face  in  it ;  but  all  at  once  he  jumped  up,  sat  up  on 
the  sofa,  and  opened  his  eyes. 

"Yes,  yes,  how  was  it  now?"  he  thought,  going  over  his 
dream.  ' '  Now,  how  was  it  ?  To  be  sure !  Alabin  was  giving 
a  dinner  at  Darmstadt;  no,  not  Darmstadt,  but  something 

American.  Yes,  but  then,  Darmstadt  was  in  America.  Yes, 

Alabin  was  giving  a  dinner  on  glass  tables,  and  the  tables  sang, 
II  mio  tesoro— not  11  mio  tesoro  though,  but  something  better, 

and  there  were  some  sort  of  little  decanters  on  the  table,  and 

they  were  women,  too, ' '  he  remembered. 

Stepan  Arkady  evitch 's  eyes  twinkled  gaily,  and  he  pondered 
with  a  smile.  "Yes,  it  was  nice,  very  nice.  There  was  a  great 

deal  more  that  was  delightful,  only  there's  no  putting  it  into 

words,  or  even  expressing  it  in  one's  thoughts  awake."  And 
noticing  a  gleam  of  light  peeping  in  beside  one  of  the  serge 

curtains,  he  cheerfully  dropped  his  feet  over  the  edge  of  the 

sofa,  and  felt  about  with  them  for  his  slippers,  a  present  on 

his  last  birthday,  worked  for  him  by  his  wife  on  gold-colored 

morocco.  And,  as  he  had  done  every  day  for  the  last  nine 

years,  he  stretched  out  his  hand,  without  getting  up,  towards 

the  place  where  his  dressing-gown  always  hung  in  his  bedroom. 

And  thereupon  he  suddenly  remembered  that  he  was  not  sleep- 

ing in  his  wife's  room,  but  in  his  study,  and  why:  the  smile 
vanished  from  his  face,  he  knitted  his  brows. 

"Ah,  ah,  ah!  Oo!  .  .  ."he  muttered,  recalling  every- 

thing that  had  happened.  And  again  every  detail  of  his 

quarrel  with  his  wife  was  present  to  his  imagination,  all  the 

hopelessness  of  his  position,  and  worst  of  all,  his  own  fault. 

"Yes,  she  won't  forgive  me,  and  she  can't  forgive  me.  And 

the  most  awful  thing  about  it  is  that  it's  all  my  fault— all  my 

fault,  though  I'm  not  to  blame.  That's  the  point  of  the  whole 

situation,"  he  reflected.    "Oh,  oh,  oh!"  he  kept  repeating  in 
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despair,  as  he  remembered  the  acutely  painful  scnsatious 
caused  him  by  this  quarrel. 

Most  unpleasant  of  all  was  the  first  minute  when,  on  coming, 

happy  and  good-humored,  from  the  theatre,  with  a  huge  pear 
in  his  hand  for  his  wife,  he  had  not  found  his  wife  in  the 

drawing-room,  to  his  surprise  had  not  found  her  in  the  study 
either,  and  saw  her  at  last  in  her  bedroom  with  the  unlucky 
letter  that  revealed  everything  in  her  hand. 

She,  his  Dolly,  forever  fussing  and  worrying  over  household 
details,  and  limited  in  her  ideas,  as  he  considered,  was  sitting 
perfectly  still  with  the  letter  in  her  hand,  looking  at  him  with 
an  expression  of  horror,  despair,  and  indignation. 

"What's  this?  this?"  she  asked,  pointing  to  the  letter. 
And  at  this  recollection,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  as  is  so 

often  the  case,  was  not  so  much  annoyed  at  the  fact  itself  as  at 

the  way  in  which  he  had  met  his  wife's  words. 
There  happened  to  him  at  that  instant  what  does  happen  to 

people  when  they  are  unexpectedly  caught  in  something  very 
disgraceful.  He  did  not  succeed  in  adapting  his  face  to  the 
position  in  which  he  was  placed  towards  his  wife  by  the  dis- 

covery of  his  fault.  Instead  of  being  hurt,  denying,  defend- 
ing himself,  begging  forgiveness,  instead  of  remaining  in- 

different even — anything  would  have  been  better  than  what 
he  did  do — his  face  utterly  involuntarily  (reflex  spinal  action, 
reflected  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who  was  fond  of  physi- 

ology)— utterly  involuntarily  assumed  its  habitual,  good- 
humored,  and  therefore  idiotic  smile. 

This  idiotic  smile  he  could  not  forgive  himself.  Catching 
sight  of  that  smile,  Dolly  shuddered  as  though  at  physical 
pain,  broke  out  with  her  characteristic  heat  into  a  flood  of 
cruel  words,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room.  Since  then  she  had 

refused  to  see  her  husband*. 
"It's  that  idiotic  smile  that's  to  blame  for  it  all,"  thought 

S4:pan  Arkadyevifch. 
"But  what's  to  be  done?  What's  to  be  done?"  he  said  to 

himself  in  despaiiL  and  found  no  answer. 



8  ANNA  KARENINA 

CHAPTER  II , 

Step  an  Arkadyevitch  was  a  truthful  man  in  his  relations 

with  himself.  He  was  incapable  of  deceiving  himself  and  per- 

suading himself  that  he  repented  of  his  conduct.  He  could 

not  at  this  date  repent  of  the  fact  that  he,  a  handsome,  suscep- 

tible' man  of  thirty-four,  was  not  in  love  with  his  wife,  the 
mother  of  five  living  and  two  dead  children,  and  only  a  year 

younger  than  himself.  All  he  repented  of  was  that  he  had  not 

succeeded  better  in  hiding  it  from  his  wife.  But  he  felt  all  the 

difficulty  of  his  position  and  was  sorry  for  his  wife,  his  chil- 

dren, and  himself.  Possibly  he  might  have  managed  to  con- 
ceal his  sins  better  from  his  wife  if  he  had  anticipated  that  the 

knowledge  of  them  would  have  had  such  an  effect  on  her.  He 

had  never  clearly  thought  out  the  subject,  but  he  had  vaguely 
conceived  that  his  wife  must  long  ago  have  suspected  him  of 

being  unfaithful  to  her,  and  shut  her  eyes  to  the  fact.  He  had 

even  supposed  that  she,  a  worn-out  woman  no  longer  young  or 

good-looking,  and  in  no  way  remarkable  or  interesting,  merely 

a  good  mother,  ought  from  a  sense  of  fairness  to  take  an  in- 
dulgent view.     It  had  turned  out  quite  the  other  way. 

' '  Oh,  it 's  awful  t  oh  dear,  oh  dear !  awful ! ' '  Stepan  Arkadye- 
vitch kept  repeating  to  himself,  and  he  could  think  of  nothing 

to  be  done.  "And  how  well  things  were  going  up  till  now! 

how  well  we  got  on!  She  was  contented  and  happy  in  her 

children;  I  never  interfered  with  her  in  anything;  I  let  her 

manage  the  children  and  the  house  just  as  she  liked.  It's  true 

it's  bad  her  having  been  a  governess  in  our  house.  That's 
bad!  There's  something  common,  vulgar,  in  flirting  with 

one 's  governess.  But  what  a  govertfess ! "  (He  vividly  recalled 

the  roguish  black  eyes  of  Mile.  Roland  and  her  smile.)  "But 
after  all,  while  she  was  in  the  house,  I  kept  myself  in  hand. 

And  the  worst  of  it  all  is  that  she's  already  .  •  .  .  it  seems 

as  if  ill-luck  would  have  it  so!  Oh,  oh!  jjjft  what,  what  is 

to  be  done?" 
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There  was  no  solution,  but  that  universal  solution  which  life 
gives  to  all  questions,  even  the  most  complex  and  insoluble. 

That  answer  is:  one  must  live  in  the  needs  of  the  day — that  is, 
forget  oneself.  To  forget  himself  in  sleep  was  impossible  now, 
at  least  till  night-time;  he  could  not  go  back  now  to  the  music 
sung  by  the  decanter-women ;  so  he  must  forget  himself  in  the 
dream  of  daily  life. 

"Then  we  shall  see,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  to  himself, 
and  getting  up  he  put  on  a  gray  dressing-gown  lined  with  blue 
silk,  tied  the  tassels  in  a  knot,  and,  drawing  a  deep  breath  of 
air  into  his  broad,  bare  chest,  he  walked  to  the  window  with 
his  usual  confident  step,  turning  out  his  feet  that  carried  his 
full  frame  so  easily.  He  pulled  up  the  blind  and  rang  the  bell 
loudly.  It  was  at  once  answered  by  the  appearance  of  an  old 
friend,  his  valet  Matvey,  carrying  his  clothes,  his  boots,  and  a 
telegram.  Matvey  was  followed  by  the  barber  with  all  the 
necessaries  for  shaving. 

"Are  there  any  papers  from  the  office ?"  asked  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch,  taking  the  telegram  and  seating  himself  at  the 
looking-glass. 

"On  the  table,' '  replied  Matvey,  glancing  with  inquiring 
sympathy  at  his  master;  and,  after  a  short  pause,  he  added 

with  a  sly  smile,  "They've  sent  from  the  carriage-job- 
bers.'' 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  made  no  reply,  he  merely  glanced  at 
Matvey  in  the  looking-glass.  In  the  glance,  in  which  their 
eyes  met  in  the  looking-glass,  it  was  clear  that  they  understood 
one  another.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  eyes  asked:  "Why  do 
you  tell  me  that?  don't  you  know?" 

Matvey  put  his  hands  in  his  jacket  pockets,  thrust  out  one 
leg,  and  gazed  silently,  good-humoredly,  with  a  faint  smile,  at 
his  master. 

"I  told  them  to  come  on  Sunday,  and  till  then  not  to  trouble 
.you  or  themselves  for  nothing,"  he  said.  He  had  obviously 
prepared  the  sentence  beforehand. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  saw  Matvey  wanted  to  make  a  joke 
and  attract  attention  to  himself.     Tearing  open  the  telegram, 
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he  read  it  through,  guessing  at  the  words,  misspelt  as  they 

always  are  in  telegrams,  and  his  face  brightened. 

"Matvey,  my  sister  Anna  Arkadyevna  will  be  here  to- 
morrow, ' '  he  said,  checking  for  a  minute  the  sleek,  plump  hand 

of  the  barber,  cutting  a  pink  path  through  his  long,  curly 
whiskers. 

" Thank  God!"  said  Matvey,  showing  by  this  response  that 

he,  like  his  master,  realized  the  significance  of  this  arrival— 
that  is,  that  Anna  Arkadyevna,  the  sister  he  was  so  fond  of, 

might  bring  about  a  reconciliation  between  husband  and  wife. 

" Alone,  or  with  her  husband?"  inquired  Matvey. 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  could  not  answer,  as  the  barber  was 

at  work  on  his  upper  lip,  and  he  raised  one  finger.  Matvey 

nodded  at  the  looking-glass. 

1 '  Alone.     Is  the  room  to  be  got  ready  up-stairs  ? ' ' 

"Inform  Darya  Alexandrovna :  where  she  orders." 

"Darya  Alexandrovna?"  Matvey  repeated,  as  though  in 
doubt. 

' '  Yes,  inform  her.    Here,  take  the  telegram ;  give  it  to  her, 

and  then  do  what  she  tells  you. ' ' 
"You  want  to  try  it  on,"  Matvey  understood,  but  he  only 

said,  "Yes,  sir." 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  already  washed  and  combed  and 

ready  to  be  dressed,  when  Matvey,  stepping  deliberately  in 

his  creaky  boots,  came  back  into  the  room  with  the  telegram 
in  his  hand.     The  barber  had  gone. 

"Darya  Alexandrovna  told  me  to  inform  you  that  she  is 

going  away.  Let  him  do — that  is  you — as  he  likes,"  he 
said,  laughing  only  with  his  eyes,  and  putting  his  hands  in  his 

pockets,  he  watched  his  master  with  his  head  on  one  side. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  silent  a  minute.  Then  a  good- 

humored  and  rather  pitiful  smile  showed  itself  on  his  hand- 
some face. 

* '  Eh,  Matvey  ?  "  he  said,  shaking  his  head. 

"It's  all  right,  sir;  she  will  come  round,"  said  Matvey. 
"Come  round?" 
"Yes,  sir." 

.1, 
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•  •  I )o  you  think  so I     Who 's  there ? ' '  asked  Stepan  Arkady* 
vitch,  hearing  the  rustle  of  a  woman's  dress  at  the  door. 

"It's  I,"  said  a  firm,  pleasant  woman's  voice,  ana  the  si$rn, 
pockmarked  face  of  Matrona  Philimonovna,  the  nurse,  was 
thrust  in  at  the  doorway. 

"Well,  what  is  it,  Matrona?"  queried  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, going  up  to  her  at  the  door. 

Although  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  completely  in  the  wrong 
as  regards  his  wife,  and  was  conscious  of  this  himself,  almost 

every  one  in  the  house  (even  the  .vurse,  Darya  Alexandrovna's 
chief  ally)  was  on  his  side 

"Well,  what  now  V  he  asked  disconsolately. 
"Go  to  her,  sir  •  own  your  fault  again.     Maybe  God  will  aid 

you.     She  is  sui'ering  so,  it's  sad  to  see  her;  and  besides, 
I  everything  in  me  house  is  topsy-turvy.     You  must  have  pity, 

sir,  on  the  elildren.     Beg  her  forgiveness,  sir.     There's  no 
help  for  it !    One  must  take  the  consequences.     .     .     ." 

"  I>ut  she  won't  see  me." 

"You  (Jo  your  part.  God  is  merciful;  pray  to  God,  sir, 
pray  to  God." 

"Come,  that  '11  do,  you  can  go,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, 
bluslmu.  suddenly.  ' '  Well  now,  do  dress  me. "  He  turned  to 
Matve;*  and  threw  off  his  dressing-gown  decisively. 

Matvcy  was  already  holding  up  the  shirt  like  a  horse's  collar, 
and,  Mowing  off  some  invisible  speck,  he  slipped  it  with  obvious 
pleasure  over  the  well-groomed  body  of  his  master. 

CHAPTER  III 

WfiEN  he  was  dressed,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  sprinkled  some 
seevt  on  himself,  pulled  down  his  shirt-cuffs,  distributed  into 
his  pockets  his  cigarettes,  pocketbook,  matches,  and  watch 
win  its  double  chain  and  seals,  and  shaking  out  his  handker- 

chief, feeling  himself  clean,  fragrant,  healthy,  and  physically 
81  case,  in  spite  of  his  unhappincss,  he  walked  with  a  slight 
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swing  on  each  leg  into  the  dining-room,  where  coffee  was  al- 
ready waiting  for  him,  and  beside  the  coffee,  letters  and  papers 

from  the  office. 

He  read  the  letters.  One  was  very  unpleasant,  from  a  mer- 

chant who  was  baying  a  forest  on  his  wife 's  property.  To  sell 
this  forest  was  absolutely  essential;  but  at  present,  until  he 
was  reconciled  with  his  wife,  the  subject  could  not  be  discussed. 

The  most  unpleasant  thing  of  all  was  that  his  pecuniary  in- 
terests should  in  this  way  enter  into  the  question  of  his  recon- 

ciliation with  his  wife.  And  the  idea  that  he  might  be  led 

on  by  his  interests,  that  he  might  see1^  u.  reconciliation  with  his 
wife  on  account  of  the  sale  of  the  forest — that  idea  hurt  him. 
When  he  had  finished  his  letters,  Stepin  Arkadyevitch 

moved  the  office-papers  close  to  him,  rapidly  looked  through 
two  pieces  of  business,  made  a  few  notes  with  a  ̂ig  pencil,  and 
pushing  away  the  papers,  turned  to  his  coffee.  As  he  sipped 
his  coffee,  he  opened  a  still  damp  morning  pape:,  and  began 
reading  it. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  took  in  and  read  a  liberal>paper,  not 
an  extreme  one,  but  one  advocating  the  views  he  d  by  the 
majority.  And  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  science,  art,  and 
politics  had  no  special  interest  for  him,  he  firmly  hexl  those 
views  on  all  these  subjects  which  were  held  by  the  mijority 
and  by  his  paper,  and  he  only  changed  them  when  the 
majority  changed  them — or,  more  strictly  speaking,  he  dd  noi, 
change  them,  but  they  imperceptibly  changed  of  themselves 
within  him. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  not  chosen  his  political  opinio\s 
or  his  views;  these  political  opinions  and  views  had  conu  to 
him  of  themselves,  just  as  he  did  not  choose  the  shapes  ol  his 
hat  and  coat,  but  simply  took  those  that  were  being  vorn. 
And  for  him,  living  in  a  certain  society — owing  to  the  ieed, 
ordinarily  developed  at  years  of  discretion,  for  some  decree 
of  mental  activity — to  have  views  was  just  as  indispensable 
as  to  have  a  hat.  If  there  was  a  reason  for  his  preferring 
liberal  to  conservative  views,  which  were  held  also  by  rmny 
of  his  circle,  it  arose  not  from  his  considering  liberalism  mo*e 
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rational,  but  from  its  being  in  closer  accordance  with  his 
manner  of  life.     The  liberal  party  said  that  in  Russia  every- 

thing is  wrong,  and  certainly  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  many 
debts  and  was  decidedly  short  of  money.     The  liberal  party 
said  that  marriage  is  an  institution  quite  out  of  date,  and  that 
it   needs  reconstruction;  and  family  life  certainly  afforded 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  little  gratification,  and  forced  him  into 
lying  andjiypocrisy,  which  was  so  repulsive  to  his  nature. 
The  liberal  party  said,  or  rather  allowed  it  to  be  understood, 
that  religion  is  only  a  curb  to  keep  in  check  the  barbarous 
classes  of  the  people ;  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  could  not  get 
through  even  a  short  service  without  his  legs  aching  from 

standing  up,  and  could  never  make  out'  what  was  the  object  of 
all  the  terrible  and  high-flown  language  about  another  world 
when  life  might  be  so  very  amusing  in  this  world.     And  with 
all  this,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who  liked  a  joke,  was  fond  of 
puzzling  a  plain  man  by  saying  that  if  he  prided  himself  on 
his  origin,  he  ought  not  to  stop  at  Rurik  and  disown  the  first 
founder  of  his  family — the  monkey.     And  so  liberalism  had 

become  a  habit  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's,  and  he  liked  his 
newspaper,  as  he  did  his  cigar  after  dinner,  for  the  slight  fog 
it  diffused  in  his  brain.     He  read  the  leading  article,  in  which 
it  was  maintained  that  it  was  quite  senseless  in  our  day  to 
raise  an  outcry  that  radicalism  was  threatening  to  swallow  up 
till  conservative  elements,  and  that,  the  government  ought  to 
take  measures  to  crush  the  revolutionary  hydra ;  that,  on  the 

contrary,  "in  our  opinion  the  danger  lies  not  in  that  fantastic 
revolutionary  hydra,  but  in  the  obstinacy  of  traditionalism 

clogging  progress,"  etc.,  etc.     He  read  another  article,  too,  a 
financial  one,  which  alluded  to  Bentham  and  Mill,  and  dropped 
some  innuendoes  reflecting  on  the  ministry.     With  his  char- 

acteristic quick-wittedness  he  caught  the  drift   of  each  in- 
nuendo, divined  whence  it  came,  at  whom  and  on  what  ground 

it  was  aimed,  and  that  afforded  him,  as  it  always  did,  a  certain 
satisfaction.     But  to-day  that  satisfaction  was  embittered  by 
Matrona  Philimonovna's  advice  and  the  unsatisfactory  state 
of  the  household.     He  read,  too,  that  Count  Beist  was  rumored 
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to  have  left  for  Wiesbaden,  and  that  one  need  have  no  more 

gray  hair,  and  of  the  sale  of  a  light  carriage,  and  of  a  young 

person  seeking  a  situation ;  but  these  items  of  information  did 

not  give  him,  as  usual,  a  quiet,  ironical  gratification.  Having 

finished  the  paper,  a  second  cup  of  coffee  and  a  roll  and  butter, 

he  got  up,  shaking  the  crumbs  of  the  roll  off  his  waistcoat ;  and, 

squaring  his  broad  chest,  he  smiled  joyously :  not  because  there 

was  anything  particularly  agreeable  in  his  mind— the  joyous 
smile  was  evoked  by  a  good  digestion. 

But  this  joyous  smile  at  once  recalled  everything  to  him, 
and  he  grew  thoughtful. 

Two  childish  voices  (Stepan  Arkadyevitch  recognized  the 

voices  of  Grisha,  his  youngest  boy,  and  Tanya,  his  eldest  girl) 

were  heard  outside  the  door.  They  were  carrying  some- 
thing, and  dropped  it. 

"I  told  you  not  to  sit  passengers  on  the  roof,"  said  the  little 

girl  in  English  ;• "  there,  pick  them  up ! " 
"Everything's   in   confusion,"   thought   Stepan   Arkadye- 

vitch; "there  are  the  children  running  about  by  themselves.' 
And  going  to  the  door,  he  called  them.     They  threw  down  the 

box,  that  represented  a  train,  and  came  in  to  their  father. 

The  little  girl,  her  father's  favorite,  ran  up  boldly,  em- 
braced him,  and  hung  laughingly  on  his  neck,  enjoying  as  she 

always  did  the  smell  of  scent  that  came  from  his  whiskers. 

At  last  the  little  girl  kissed  his  face,  which  was  flushed  from 

his  stooping  posture  and  beaming  with  tenderness,  loosed  her 

hands,  and  was  about  to  run  away  again ;  but  her  father  held 
her  back. 

"How  is  mamma?"  he  asked,  passing  his  hand  over  his 

daughter 9s  smooth,  soft  little  neck.  *  t  Good-morning, ' '  he  said, 
smiling  to  the  boy,  who  had  come  up  to  greet  him.  He  was 
conscious  that  he  loved  the  boy  less,  and  always  tried  to  be 

fair ;  but  the  boy  felt  it,  and  did  not  respond  with  a  smile  to 

his  father's  chilly  smile. 
"Mamma?     She  is  up,"  answered  the  girl. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  sighed.     "That  means  that  she's  not 
slept  again  all  night,"  he  thought. 
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1 '  Well,  is  she  cheerful!" 
The  little  girl  knew  that  there  was  a  quarrel  between  her 

father  and  mother,  and  that  her  mother  could  not  be  cheerful, 
and  that  her  father  must  be  aware  of  this,  and  that  he  was  pre- 

tending when  he  asked  about  it  so  lightly.  And  she  blushed 
for  her  father.     He  at  once  perceived  it,  and  blushed  too. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said.  "She  did  not  say  we  must  do our  lessons,  but  she  said  we  were  to  go  for  a  walk  with  Miss 
Hoolc  to  grandmamma 's." 

Well,  go,  Tanya,  my  darling.    Oh,  wait  a  minute,  though, " 
he  said,  still  holding  her  and  stroking  her  soft  little  hand. 

He  took  off  the  mantelpiece,  where  he  had  put  it  yesterday, 
a  little  box  of  sweets,  and  gave  her  two,  picking  out  her 
favorites,  a  chocolate  and  a  fondant. 

| For  Grisha?"  said  the  little  girl,  pointing  to  the  chocolate, 
Yes,  yes. ' '    And  still  stroking  her  little  shoulder,  he  kissed 

her  on  the  roots  of  her  hair  and  neck,  and  let  her  go. 
"The  carriage  is  ready,"  said  Matvey;  "but  there's  some 

one  to  see  you  with  a  petition." 

uBeen  here  long?"  asked  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. "Half  an  hour." 

'How  many  times  have  I  told  you  to  tell  me  at  once?" 
"One  must  let  you  drink  your  coffee  in  peace,  at  least, "  said Matvey,  in  the  affectionately  gruff  tone  with  which  it  was impossible  to  be  angry. 

"Well,  show  the  person  up  at  once,"  said  Oblonsky,  frown- ing with  vexation. 

The  petitioner,  the  widow  of  a  staff  captain  Kalinin,  came 
with  a  request  impossible  and  unreasonable;  but  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch,  as  he  generally  did,  made  her  sit  down,  heard 
her  to  the  end  attentively  without  interrupting  her,  and  gave 
her  detailed  advice  as  to  how  and  to  whom  to  apply,  and 
even  wrote  her,  in  his  large,  sprawling,  good  and  legible  hand, 
a  confident  and  fluent  little  note  to  a  personage  who  might  be 
of  use  to  her.  Having  got  rid  of  the  staff  captain's  widow, b.epan  Arkadyevitch  took  his  hat  and  stopped  to  recollect 
whether  he  had  forgotten   anything.     It   apP#ared   that   he 
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had  forgotten  nothing  except  what  he  wanted  to  forget— his wife. 

"Ah,  yes!"  He  bowed  his  head,  and  his  handsome  face 

assumed  a  harassed  expression.  "To  go,  or  not  to  go  J"  he 
said  to  himself ;  and  an  inner  voice  told  him  he  must  not  go, 

that  nothing  could  come  of  it  but  falsity ;  that  to  amend,  to 

set  right  their  relations  was  impossible,  because  it  was  im- 

possible to  make  her  attractive  again  and  able  to  inspire  love, 

or  to  make  him  an  old  man,  not  susceptible  to  love.  Except 

deceit  and  lying  nothing  could  come  of  it  now ;  and  deceit  and 

lying  were  opposed  to  his  nature. 

"It  must  be  some  time,  though :  it  can't  go  on  like  this,"  he 
said,  trying  to  give  himself  courage.  He  squared  his  chest, 

took  out  a  cigarette,  took  two  whiffs  at  it,  flung  it  into  a 

mother-of-pearl  ash-tray,  and  with  rapid  steps  walked  through 

the  drawing-room,  and  opened  the  other  door  into  his  wife's bedroom. 

CHAPTER  IV 

Darya  Alexandrovna,  in  a  dressing-jacket,  and  with  her 

now  scanty,  once  luxuriant  and  beautiful  hair  fastened  up  with 

hairpins  on  the  nape  of  her  neck,  with  a  sunken,  thin  face  and 

large,  startled  eyes,  which  looked  prominent  from  the  thinness 

of  her  face,  was  standing  among  a  litter  of  all  sorts  of  things 

scattered  all  over  the  room,  before  an  open  bureau,  from  which 

she  was  taking  something.  Hearing  her  husband's  steps,  she 
stopped,  looking  towards  the  door,  and  trying  assiduously  to 

give  her  features  a  severe  and  contemptuous  expression.  She 

felt  she  was  afraid  of  him,  and  afraid  of  the  coming  interview. 

She  was  just  attempting  to  do  what  she  had  attempted  to  do 

ten  times  already  in  these  last  three  days— to  sort  out  ihe 

children's  things  and  her  own,  so  as  to  take  them  to  her 

mother's— and  again  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  do  this; 

but  now  again,  as  each  time  before,  she  kept  saying  to  herself, 

m 
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"that  things  cannot  go  on  like  this,  that  she  must  take  some 
step"  to  punish  him,  put  him  to  shame,  avenge  on  him  some 
little  part  at  least  of  the  suffering  he  had  caused  her.  She 
still  continued  to  tell  herself  that  she  should  leave  him,  but  she 
was  conscious  that  this  was  impossible;  it  was  impossible  be- 

cause she  could  iioj_get  out  of  the  habit  of  regarding  him  as 
her  husband  and  loving  him.  Besides  this,  she  realized  that  if 
even  here  in  her  own  house  she  could  hardly  manage  to  look 

after  her  five  children  property,  they  would  be  still  worse~off 
where  she  wflsjgmng  with  tliemjill.'1  As  it  was,  even  in  the 
course  of  these  three  clays,  the  youngest  was  unwell  from  being 
given  unwholesome  soup,  and  the  others  had  almost  gone 
without  their  dinner  the  day  before.  She  was  conscious  that 
it  was  impossible  to  go  away ;  but,  cheating  herself,  she  went 
on  all  the  same  sorting  out  her  things  and  pretending  she 
was  going. 

Seeing  her  husband,  she  dropped  her  hands  into  the  drawer 
of  the  bureau  as  though  looking  for  something,  and  only  looked 
round  at  him  when  he  had  come  quite  up  to  her.  But  her 
face,  to  which  she  tried  to  give  a  severe  and  resolute  expres- 

sion, betrayed  bewilderment  and  suffering. 

"Dolly!"  he  said  in  a  subdued  and  timid  voice.  He  bent 
his  head  towards  his  shoulder  and  tried  to  look  pitiful  and 
humble,  but  for  all  that  he  was  radiant  with  freshness  and 
health.  In  a  rapid  glance  she  scanned  his  figure  that  beamed 
with  health  and  freshness.  "Yes,  he  is  happy  and  content!" 
she  thought ;  "while  I  .  .  .  And  that  disgusting  good  na- 

ture, which  eveiy  one  likes  him  for  and  praises— I  hate  that 

good  nature  of  his,"  she  thought.  Her  mouth  stiffened,  the 
muscles  of  the  cheek  contracted  on  the  right  side  of  her  pale, 
nervous  face. 

'What  do  you  want?"  she  said  in  a  rapid,  deep,  unnatural voice. 

'.'Dolly!"  he  repeated,  with  a  quiver  in  his  voice.  "Anna  is 
coming  to-day." 

''Well,  what  is  that  to  me?     I  can't  see  her!"  she  cried. 
"But  you  must,  really,  Dolly.     .     .     ." 
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' '  Go  away,  go  away,  go  away ! ' '  she  shrieked,  not  looking  at 
him,  as  though  this  shriek  were  called  up  by  physical  pain. 

Stepan  Arkady evitch  could  be  calm  when  he  thought  of  his 
wife,  he  could  hope  that  she  would  come  round,  as  Matvey 
expressed  it,  and  could  quietly  go  on  reading  his  paper  and 
drinking  his  coffee;  but  when  he  saw  her  tortured,  suffering 
face,  heard  the  tone  of  her  voice,  submissive  to  fate  and  full  of 
despair,  there  was  a  catch  in  his  breath  and  a  lump  in  his 
throat,  and  his  eyes  began  to  shine  with  tears. 

4 'My  God!  what  have  I  done?  Dolly!  For  God 's  sake !  .  .  . 
You  know  .  .  . ' •  He  could  not  go  on ;  there  was  a  sob  in 
his  throat. 

She  shut  the  bureau  with  a  slam,  and  glanced  at  him. 

" Dolly,  what  can  I  say?  .  .  .  One  thing :  forgive  .  .  . 
Remember,  cannot  nine  years  of  my  life  atone  for  an  in- 

stant   .    .    ." 
She  dropped  her  eyes  and  listened,  expecting  what  he  would 

say,  as  it  were  beseeching  him  in  some  way  or  other  to  make 
her  believe  differently. 

" — instant  of  passion?"  ...  he  said,  and  would  have 
gone  on,  but  at  that  word,  as  at  a  pang  of  physical  pain,  her 
lips  stiffened  again,  and  again  the  muscles  of  her  right  cheek 
worked. 

"Go  away,  go  out  of  the  room!"  she  shrieked  still  more 
shrilly,  ' '  and  don 't  talk  to  me  of  your  passion  and  your  loath- 

someness. ' ' 
She  tried  to  go  out,  but  tottered,  and  clung  to  the  back  of  a 

chair  to  support  herself.  His  face  relaxed,  his  lips  swelled, 
his  eyes  were  swimming  with  tears. 

"Dolly!"  he  said,  sobbing  now;  "for  mercy's  sake,  think 
of  the  children ;  they  are  not  to  blame !  I  am  to  blame,  and 
punish  me,  make  me  expiate  my  fault.  Anything  I  can  do,  I 

am  ready  to  do  anything!  I  am  to  blame,  no  words  can  ex- 

press how  much  I  am  to  blame!    But,  Dolly,  forgive  me!" 
She  sat  down.  He  listened  to  her  hard,  heavy  breathing, 

and  he  was  unutterably  sorry  for  her.  She  tried  several  times 
to  begin  to  speak,  but  could  not.     He  waited. 

- 
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"You  remember  the  children,  Stiva,  to  play  with  them;  but 
I  remember  them,  and  know  that  this  means  their  ruin,"  she 
said — obviously  one  of  the  phrases  she  had  more  than  once 
repeated  to  herself  in  the  course  of  the  last  three  days. 

She  had  called  him  "Stiva,"  and  he  glanced  at  her  with 
gratitude,  and  moved  to  take  her  hand,  but  she  drew  back 
from  him  with  aversion. 

"I  think  of  the  children,  and  for  that  reason  I  would  do  any- 
thing in  the  world  to  save  them;  but  I  don't  myself  know  how 

to  save  them.  By  taking  them  away  from  their  father,  or  by 
leaving  them  with  a  vicious  father — yes,  a  vicious  father.  .  .  ; 
Tell  me,  after  what  .  .  .  has  happened,  can  we  live  to- 

gether? Is  that  possible?  Tell  me,  eh,  is  it  possible ?"  she 
repeated,  raising  her  voice,  "after  my  husband,  the  father  of 
my  children,  enters  into  a  love-affair  with  his  own  children's 
governess  V9 

"But  what  could  I  do?  what  could  I  do?"  he  kept  saying  in a  pitiful  voice,  not  knowing  what  he  was  saying,  as  his  head 
sank  lower  and  lower. 

'You  are  loathsome  to  me,  repulsive!"  she  shrieked,  getting 
more  and  more  heated.  "Your  tears  mean  nothing!  You 
have  never  loved  me;  you  have  neither  heart  nor  honorable 
feeling!  You  are  hateful  to  me,  disgusting,  a  stranger — yes,  a 
complete  stranger!"  With  pain  and  wrath  she  uttered  the 
word  so  terrible  to  herself — stranger. 

He  looked  at  her,  and  the  fury  expressed  in  her  face  alarmed 
and  amazed  him.  He  did  not  understand  how  his  pity  for  her 
exasperated  her.  She  saw  in  him  sympathy  for  her,  but  not 
love.  "No,  she  hates  me.  She  will  not  forgive  me,"  he thought. 

"It  is  awful!  awful!"  he  said. 
At  that  moment  in  the  next  room  a  child  began  to  cry; 

probably  it  had  fallen  down.  Darya  Alexandrovna  listened, 
and  her  face  suddenly  softened. 

She  seemed  pulling  herself  together  for  a  few  seconds,  as 
though  she  did  not  know  where  she  was,  and  what  she  was 
doing,  and  getting  up  rapidly,  she  moved  towards  the  door. 
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"Well,  she  loves  my  child/'  he  thought,  noticing  the  change 

of  her  face  at  the   child's  cry,   "my  child:   how   can  she 

hate  me?" 

"Dolly,  one  word  more,"  he  said,  following  her. 

"If  you  come  near  me,  I  will  call  in  the  servants,  the  chil- 

dren !  They  may  all  know  you  are  a  scoundrel !  I  am  going 

away  at  once,  and  you  may  live  here  with  your  mistress!" 
And  she  went  out,  slamming  the  door. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  sighed,  wiped  his  face,  and  with  a 

subdued  tread  walked  out  of  the  room.  ' '  Matvey  says  she  will 

come  round;  but  how?  I  don't  see  the  least  chance  of  it. 

Ah,  oh,  how  horrible  it  is!  And  how  vulgarly  she  shouted," 
he  said  to  himself,  remembering  her  shriek  and  the  words— 

"scoundrel"  and  "mistress."  "And  very  likely  the  maids 

were  listening !  Horribly  vulgar !  horrible ! ' '  Stepan  Arkad- 

yevitch stood  a  few  seconds  alone,  wiped  his  face,  squared  his 

chest,  and  walked  out  of  the  room. 

It  was  Friday,  and  in  the  dining-room  the  German  watch- 

maker was  winding  up  the  clock.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  re- 

membered his  joke  about  this  punctual,  bald  watchmaker, 

"that  the  German  was  wound  up  for  a  whole  lifetime  himself, 

to  wind  up  watches,"  and  he  smiled.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 

was  fond  of  a  joke.  "And  maybe  she  will  come  round! 

That's  a  good  expression,  'come  round/"  he  thought.     "I 

must  repeat  that." 
< '  Matvey ! "  he  shouted.  ' '  Arrange  everything  with  Marya 

in  the  sitting-room  for  Anna  Arkadyevna,"  he  said  to  Matvey when  he  came  in. 

"Yes,  sir." 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  put  on  his  fur  coat  and  went  out  onto the  steps. 

"You  won't  dine  at  home?"  said  Matvey,  seeing  him  off. 

"That's  as  it  happens.  But  here's  for  the  housekeeping," 

he  said,  taking  ten  roubles  from  his  pocketbook.     "That
'll  be 

enough." 
"Enough  or  not  enough,  we  must  make  it  do,  said  Matvey, 

slamming  the  carriage  door  and  stepping  back  onto  the  step
s. 
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Darya  Alexandrovna  meanwhile  having  pacified  the  child, 
and  knowing  from  the  sound  of  the  carriage  that  he  had  gone 
off,  went  back  again  to  her  bedroom.  It  was  her  solitary 
refuge  from  the  household  cares  which  crowded  upon  her 
directly  she  went  out  from  it.  Even  now,  in  the  short  time 
she  had  been  in  the  nursery,  the  English  governess  and 
Matrona  Philimonovna  had  succeeded  in  putting  several  ques- 

tions to  her,  which  did  not  admit  of  delay,  and  which  only  she 
could  answer:  ''What  were  the  children  to  put  on  for  their 
walk?  Should  they  have  any  milk?  Should  not  a  new  cook 
be  sent  for?" 

Ah,  let  me  alone,  let  me  alone ! ' '  she  said,  and  going  back 
to  her  bedroom  she  sat  down  in  the  same  place  as  she  had  sat 
when  talking  to  her  husband,  clasping  tightly  her  thin  hands 
with  the  rings  that  slipped  down  on  her  bony  fingers,  and  fell 
to  going  over  in  her  memory  all  the  conversation.  "He  has 
gone!  But  has  he  broken  it  off  with  her?"  she  thought. 
"Can  it  be  he  sees  her?  Why  didn't  I  ask  him!  No,  no, reconciliation  is  impossible.  Even  if  we  remain  in  the  same 

house,  we  are  strangers — strangers  forever !"  She  repeated 
again  with  special  significance  the  word  so  dreadful  to  her. 
And_how  I  loved  him !  mv  ftnd.  how  T  lovpdjmn  t  .  .  . 

How  I  loved  him !  And  now  don 't  I  love  him ?_  Don't  I  love 
him  more  than  before?  The  most  horrible  thing  is,"  she  be- 

gan, but  did  not  finish  her  thought,  because  Matrona  Phili- 
monovna put  her  head  in  at  the  door. 

"Let  us  send  for  my  brother."  she  said;  "he  can  get  a 
dinner  anyway,  or  we  shall  have  the  children  getting  nothing 
to  eat  till  six  again,  like  yesterday. " 

"Very  well,  I  will  come  directly  and  see  about  it.  But  did 
you  send  for  some  new  milk  ? ' ' 
And  Darya  Alexandrovna  plunged  into  the  duties  of  the 

day,  and  drowned  her  grief  in  them  for  a  time. 
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CHAPTER  V 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  learned  easily  at  school,  thanks 

to  his  excellent  abilities,  but  he  had  been  idle  and  mischievous, 

and  therefore  was  one  of  the  lowest  in  his  class.  But  in  spite 

of  his  habitually  dissipated  mode  of  life,  his  inferior  grade 

in  the  service,  and  his  comparative  youth,  he  occupied  the 

honorable  and  lucrative  position  of  president  of  one  of  the 

government  boards  at  Moscow.  This  post  he  had  received 

through  his  sister  Anna's  husband,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 

Karenina,  who  held  one  of  the  most  important  positions  in 

the  ministry  to  whose  department  the  Moscow  office  belonged. 

But  if  Karenina  had  not  got  his  brother-in-law  this  berth,  then 

through  a  hundred  other  personages— brothers,  sisters,  cousins, 

uncles,  and  aunts— Stiva  Oblonsky  would  have  received  this 

post,  or  some  other  similar  one,  together  with  the  salary  of  six 

thousand  absolutely  needful  for  him,  as  his  affairs,  in  spite  of 

his  wife's  considerable  property,  were  in  an  embarrassed  con- 
dition. 

Half  Moscow  and  Petersburg  were  friends  and  relations  of 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch.     He  was  born  in  the  midst  of  those  who 

had  been  and  are  the  powerful  ones  of  this  world.     One-third 

of  the  men  in  the  government,  the  older  men,  had  been  friends 

of  his  father's,  and  had  known  him  in  petticoats;  another 

third   were*  his   intimate   chums,    and   the   remainder   were 

friendly    acquaintances.     Consequently    the    distributors    of 

earthly  blessings  in  the  shape  of  places,  rents,  shares,  and  such, 

were  all  his  friends,  and  could  not  overlook  one  of  their  own 

set ;  and  Oblonsky  had  no  need  to  make  any  special  exertion  to 

get  a  lucrative  post.     He  had  only  not  to  refuse  things,  not  to 

show  jealousy,  not  to  be  quarrelsome  or  take  offense,  all  of 

which  from  his  characteristic  good  nature  he  never  did.     It 

would  have  struck  him  as  absurd  if  he  had  been  told  that  he 

would  not  get  a  position  with  the  salary  he  required,  especially 

as  he  expected  nothing  out  of  the  way ;  he  only  wanted  what 

the  men  of  his  own  age  and  standing  did  get,  and  he  was  no 

/ 
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worse  qualified  for  performing  duties  of  the  kind  than  any 
other  man. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  not  merely  liked  by  all  who  knew 

him  for  his  good-humor,  but  for  his  bright  disposition,  and  his 
unquestionable  honesty.  In  him,  in  his  handsome,  radiant 
figure,  his  sparkling  eyes,  black  hair  and  eyebrows,  and  the 
white  and  red  of  his  face,  there  was  something  which  produced 

a  physical  effect  of  kindliness  and  good-humor  on  the  people 

who  met  him.  '  *  Aha !  Stiva !  Oblonsky !  Here  he  is ! ' '  was 
almost  always  said  with  a  smile  of  delight  on  meeting  him. 
I] ven  though  it  happened  at  times  that  after  a  conversation 
with  him  it  seemed  that  nothing  particularly  delightful  had 
happened,  the  next  day,  and  the  next,  every  one  was  just  as  de- 

lighted at  meeting  him  again. 
After  filling  for  three  years  the  post  of  president  of  one  of 

the  government  boards  at  Moscow,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had 
won  the  respect,  as  well  as  the  liking,  of  his  fellow-officials, 
subordinates,  and  superiors,  and  all  who  had  had  business  with 
him.  The  principal  qualities  in  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  which 
had  gained  him  this  universal  respect  in  the  service  consisted, 
in  the  first  place,  of  his  extreme  indulgence  for  others,  founded 
on  a  consciousness  of  his  own  shortcomings;  secondly,  of  his 
perfect  liberalism— not  the  liberalism  he  read  of  in  the  papers, 
but  the  liberalism  that  was  in  his  blood,  in  virtue  of  which  he 
treated  all  men  perfectly  equally  and  exactly  the  same,  what- 

ever their  fortune  or  calling  might  be;  and  thirdly— the  most 
important  point— his  complete  indifference  to  the  business  in 
which  he  was  engaged,  in  consequence  of  which  he  was  never 
carried  away,  and  never  made  mistakes. 

On  reaching  the  offices  of  the  board,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, 
escorted  by  a  deferential  porter  with  a  portfolio,  went  into 
his  little  private  room,  put  on  his  uniform,  and  went  into  the 
board-room.  The  clerks  and  copyists  all  rose,  greeting  him 
with  good-humored  deference.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  moved 
quickly,  as  ever,  to  his  place,  shook  hands  with  his  colleagues, 
and  sat  down.  He  made  a  joke  or  two,  and  talked  just  as 
buch  as  was  consistent  with  due  decorum,  and  began  work. 
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No  one  knew  better  than  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  how  to  hit  on 
the  exact  line  between  freedom,  simplicity,  and  official  stiff- 

ness necessary  for  the  agreeable  conduct  of  business.  A  secre- 
tary, with  the  good-humored  deference  common  to  every  one 

in  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  office,  came  up  with  papers,  and 
began  to  speak  in  the  familiar  and  easy  tone  which  had  been 
introduced  by  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

' '  We  have  succeeded  in  getting  the  information  from  the  gov- 
ernment department  of  Penza.    Here,  would  you  care  ?    .    .    ." 

' '  You  've  got  them  at  last  ? ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  lay- 
ing his  finger  on  the  paper.     "Now,  gentlemen.    .     .    ." 

And  the  sitting  of  the  board  began. 

i  i  If  they  knew, ' '  he  thought,  bending  his  head  with  a  signifi- 
cant air  as  he  listened  to  the  report,  * '  what  a  guilty  little  boy 

their  president  was  half  an  hour  ago."  And  his  eyes  were 
laughing  during  the  reading  of  the  report.  Till  two  o'clock 
the  sitting  went  on  without  a  break,  and  at  two  o'clock  there 
would  be  an  interval  and  luncheon. 

It  was  not  yet  two,  when  the  large  glass  doors  of  the  board- 
room suddenly  opened  and  some  one  came  in. 

All  the  officials  sitting  on  the  further  side  under  the  portrait 
of  the  Tsar  and  the  eagle,  delighted  at  any  distraction,  looked 
round  at  the  door ;  but  the  doorkeeper  standing  at  the  door  at 
once  drove  out  the  intruder,  and  closed  the  glass  door  after 
him. 

When  the  case  had  been  read  through,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
got  up  and  stretched,  and  by  way  of  tribute  to  the  liberalism 
of  the  times  took  out  a  cigarette  in  the  board-room  and  went 
into  his  private  room.  Two  of  the  members  of  the  board,  the 

old  veteran  in  the  service,  Nikitin,  and  the  kammer-yunker 
Grinevitch,  went  in  with  him. 

"We  shall  have  time  to  finish  after  lunch,"  said  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch. 

"  To  be  sure  we  shall ! ' '  said  Nikitin. 

"A  pretty  sharp  fellow  this  Fomin  must  be,"  said  Grine- 
vitch of  one  of  the  persons  taking  part  in  the  case  they  were 

examining. 
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Stepan  Arkadyevitch  frowned  at  Grinevitch's  words,  giving 
him  thereby  to  understand  that  it  was  improper  to  pass  judg- 

ment prematurely,  and  made  him  no  reply. 

"Who  was  that  came  in?"  he  asked  the  doorkeeper. 
"Some  one,  your  excellency,  crept  in  without  permission directly  my  back  was  turned.  He  was  asking  for  you.  1  told 

him :  when  the  members  come  out,  then.     .     .     ." 
"Where  is  he?" 

"Maybe  he's  gone  into  the  passage,  but  here  he  comes  any- 
way. That  is  he, "  said  the  doorkeeper,  pointing  to  a  strongly built,  broad-shouldered  man  with  a  curly  beard,  who,  without 

taking  off  his  sheepskin  cap,  was  running  lightly  and  rapidly 
up  the  worn  steps  of  the  stone  staircase.  One  of  the  members 
going  down— a  lean  official  with  a  portfolio— stood  out  of  his 
way  and  looked  disapprovingly  at  the  legs  of  the  stranger, 
then  glanced  inquiringly  at  Oblonsky. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  standing  at  the  top  of  the  stairs. 
His  good-naturedly  beaming  face  above  the  embroidered  collar 
of  his  uniform  beamed  more  than  ever  when  he  recognized  the man  coming  up. 

"Why,  it's  actually  you,  Levin,  at  last!"  he  said  with  a 
friendly  mocking  smile,  scanning  Levin  as  he  approached. 
"How  is  it  you  have  deigned  to  look  me  up  in  this  den?"  said Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  and  not  content  with  shaking  hands,  he 
kissed  his  friend.     "Have  you  been  here  long?" 

"I  have  just  come,  and  very  much  wanted  to  see  you,"  said Levin,  looking  shyly  and  at  the  same  time  angrily  and  uneasily around. 

"Well,  let's  go  into  my  room,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, 
who  knew  his  friend's  sensitive  and  irritable  shyness,  and, 
taking  his  arm,  he  drew  him  along,  as  though  guiding  him through  dangers. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  on  familiar  terms  with  almost  all 
lis  acquaintances,  and  called  almost  all  of  them  by  their 
Christian  names:  old  men  of  sixty,  boys  of  twenty,  actors, 
ninisters,  merchants,  and  adjutant-generals,  so  that  many  of 
his  intimate  chums  were  to  be  found  at  the  extreme  ends  of 
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the  social  ladder,  and  would  have  been  very  much  surprised  to 

learn  that  they  had,  through  the  medium  of  Oblonsky,  some- 

thing in  common.  He  was  the  familiar  friend  of  every  one 

with  whom  he  took  a  glass  of  champagne,  and  he  took  a  glass 

of  champagne  with  every  one,  and  when  in  consequence  he 

met  any  of  his  disreputable  chums,  as  he  used  in  joke  to  call 

many  of  his  friends,  in  the  presence  of  his  subordinates,  he 

well  knew  how,  with  his  characteristic  tact,  to  diminish  the 

disagreeable  impression  made  on  them.  Levin  was  not  a  dis- 

reputable chum,  but  Oblonsky,  with  his  ready  tact,  felt  that 

Levin  fancied  he  might  not  care  to  show  his  intimacy  with 

him  before  his  subordinates,  and  so  he  made  haste  to  take  him 
off  into  his  room. 

Levin  was  almost  of  the  same  age  as  Oblonsky;  their  in- 

timacy did  not  rest  merely  on  champagne.     Levin  had  been 

the  friend  and  companion  of  his  early  youth.     They  were  fond 

of  one  another  in  spite  of  the  difference  of  their  characters 

and  tastes,  as  friends  are  fond  of  one  another  who  have  been 

together  in  early  youth.     But  in  spite  of  this,  each  of  them— 

as  is  often  the  way  with  men  who  have  selected  careers  of 

different  kinds— though  in  discussion  he  would  even  justify 

the  other's  career,  in  his  heart  despised  it.     It  seemed  to  each 

of  them  that  the  life  he  led  himself  was  the  only  real  life,  and 

the  life  led  by  his  friend  was  a  mere  phantasm.     Oblonsky 

could  not  restrain  a  slight  mocking  smile  at  the  sight  of- Levin. 

How  often  heliad  seen  him  come  up  to  Moscow  from  the 

country  where  he  was  doing  something,  but  what  precisely 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  could  never  quite  make  out,  and  indeed 

he  took  no  interest  in  the  matter.     Levin  arrived  in  Moscow 

always  excited  and  in  a  hurry,  rather  ill  at  ease  and  irritat
ed 

by  his  own  want  of  ease,  and  for  the  most  part  with  a  per- 

fectly new,  unexpected  view  of  things.     Stepan  Arkadyevitch 

laughed  at  this,  and  liked  it.     In  the  same  way  Levin  in  hi
s 

heart  despised  the  town  mode  of  life  of  his  friend,  and  hi
s 

official  duties,  which  he  laughed  at,  and  regarded  as  triflin
g. 

But  the  difference  was  that  Oblonsky,  as  he  was  doing  the  same 

as  every  one  did,  laughed  complacently  and  good-humore
dly, 
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while    Levin   laughed    without   complacency   and   sometimes 1  angrily. 

•  We  have  long  been  expecting  you,"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- vitch,  going  into  his  room  and  letting  Levin's  hand  go  as 
though  to  show  that  here  all  danger  was  over.     "I  am  very 
very  glad  to  see  you, ' '  he  went  on.     '  <  Well,  how  are  you  ?     Eh  ? When  did  you  come?" 

Levin  was  silent,  looking  at  the  unknown  faces  of  Oblonsky  's 
two  companions,  and  especially  at  the  hand  of  the  elegant 
(inueviteh,  which  had  such  long  white  fingers,  such  long yellow  filbert-shaped  nails,  and  such  huge  shining  studs  on 
the  shirt-cuff,  that  apparently  they  absorbed  all  his  attention 
and  allowed  him  no  freedom  of  thought.  Oblonsky  noticed this  at  once,  and  smiled. 

'Ah,  to  be  sure,  let  me  introduce  you,"  he  said.  "My  col- leagues: Philip  Ivanitch  Nikitin,  Mihail  Stanislavitch  Grine- 
vitch"— and  turning  to  Levin— "  a  district  councilor,  a  mod- ern district  council  man,  a  gymnast  who  lifts  thirteen  stone 
with  one  hand,  a  cattle-breeder  and  sportsman,  and  my  friend Konstantin  Dmitrievitch  Levin,  the  brother  of  Sergey  Ivano- vitch  Kozniskev." 

" Delighted,"  said  the  veteran. 

''I  have  the  honor  of  knowing  your  brother,  Sergey  Ivano- ntch,"  said  Grinevitch,  holding  out  his  slender  hand  with  its long  nails. 

Levin  frowned,  shook  hands  coldly,  and  at  once  turned  to 
Jblonsky.     Though  he  had  a  great  respect  for  his  half-brother 
in   mthor  well  known  to  all  Russia,  he  could  not  endure  it 
riien  people  treated  him  not  as  Konstantin  Levin,  but  as  the 
n-olhcr  of  the  celebrated  Koznishev. 

"No,  I  am  no  longer  a  district  councilor.  I  have  quarreled vi th  them  all,  and  don't  go  to  the  meetings  any  more,"  he aid,  turning  to  Oblonsky. 

"You've  been  quick  about  it!"  said  Oblonsky  with  a  smile 'But  how.  why?" 

'It's  a  long  story.     I  will  tell  you  some  time,"  said  Levin 
rat  he  began  telling  him  at  once.     "Well,  to  put  it  shortly,' 
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I  was  convinced  that  nothing  was  really  done  by  the  dis

trict 

councils,  or  ever  could  be,"  he  began,  as  though  some  on
e  had 

iust  insulted  him.     "On  one  side  it's  a  plaything;  they  play 

at  being  a  parliament,  and  I'm  neither  young  enough
  nor 

old  enough  to  find  amusement  in  playthings;  and  on  the  othe
r 

side"  (he  stammered)  "it's  a  means  for  the  coterie  of  the  dis- 

trict to  make  money.     Formerly  they  had  wardships,  courts 

of  justice,  now  they  have  the  district  council— not  in  th
e  form 

of  bribes,  but  in  the  form  of  unearned  salary, ' '  he  said,  as  hotly 

as  though  some  one  of  those  present  had  opposed  his  opinio
n. 

"Aha!     You're  in  a  new  phase  again,  I  see— a  conserva- 

tive," said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.     "However,  we  can  go  into 

that  later."  . 

"Yes,  later.     But  I  wanted  to  see  you,"  said  Levm,  looking 

with  hatred  at  Grinevitch's  hand. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  gave  a  scarcely  perceptible  smile. 

"How  was  it  you  used  to  say  you  would  never  wear 

European  dress  again?"  he  said,  scanning  his  new  suit, 
 ob- 

viously cut  by  a  French  tailor.     "  Ah !     I  see :  a  new  phase. ' 
Levin  suddenly  blushed,  not  as  grown  men  blush,  slightly, 

without  being  themselves  aware  of  it,  but  as  boys  blush,
  feel- 

ing that  they  are  ridiculous  through  their  shyness,  and  c
on- 

sequently ashamed  of  it  and  blushing  still  more,  almost  to  the 

point  of  tears.  And  it  was  so  strange  to  see  this  sensibl
y 

manly  face  in  such  a  childish  plight,  that  Oblonsky  le
ft  off 

looking  at  him. 

' '  Oh,  where  shall  we  meet  1    You  know  I  want  very  muc'i  to 

talk  to  you,"  said  Levin. 
Oblonsky  seemed  to  ponder. 

"I'll  tell  you  what:  let's  go  to  Gurin's  to  lunch,  and  there 

we  can  talk.     I  am  free  till  three." 

"No,"  answered  Levin,  after  an  instant's  thought,     I  have 

got  to  go  on  somewhere  else." 

~*  "All  right,  then,  let's  dine  together."  J 
"Dine  together?  But  I  have  nothing  very  particular,  only  s 

a  few  words  to  say,  and  a  question  I  want  to  ask  you,  and  wef
* 

can  have  a  talk  afterwards." 
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Well,  say  the  few  words,  then,  at  once,  and  we'll  gossip 
alter  dinner.' ' 

Well,  it's  this,"  said  Levin;  "but  it's  of  no  importance, 
though." 

His  face  all  at  once  took  an  expression  of  anger  from  the 
■effort  he  was  making  to  surmount  his  shyness. 

"What  are  the  Shtcherbatskys  doing?  Everything  as  it used  to  be?"  he  said. 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who  had  long  known  that  Levin  was 

in  love  with  his  sister-in-law,  Kitty,  gave  a  hardly  perceptible smile,  and  his  eyes  sparkled  merrily. 

'You  said  a  few  words,  but  I  can't  answer  in  a  few  words, cause     .     .     .     Excuse  me  a  minute.     .     .     ." 
A  secretary  came  in,  with  respectful  familiarity  and  the 
odest   consciousness,    characteristic   of   every   secretary,    of 

uperiority  to  his  chief  in  the  knowledge  of  their  business';  he vent  up  to  Oblonsky  with  some  papers,  and  began,  under  pre- 
cise of  asking  a  question,  to  explain  some  objection.     Stepan 

Arkadyevitch,  without  hearing  him  out,  laid  his  hand  genially 
on  the  secretary's  sleeve. 

No,  you  do  as  I  told  you,"  he  said,  softening  his  words 
with  a  smile,  and  with  a  brief  explanation  of  his  view  of  the 
matter  he  turned  away  from  the  papers,  and  said:  "So  do  it 
n  that  way,  if  you  please,  Zahar  Nikititch." 
The  secretary  retired  in  confusion.  During  the  consulta- 

nt! with  the  secretary  Levin  had  completelv  recovered  from 
ns  embarrassment.  He  was  standing  with  his  elbows  on  the 
)ack  of  a  chair,  and  on  his  face  was  a  look  of  ironical  atten- ion. 

I  don't  understand  it,  I  don't  understand  it,"  he  said. 
What* don't  you  understand?"  said  Oblonsky,  smiling  as >nghtly  as  ever,  and  picking  up  a  cigarette.     He  expected ome  queer  outburst  from  Levin. 

I  don't  understand  what  you  are  doing,"  said  Levin, Imping  his  shoulders.     "How  can  vou  do  it  seriouslv?" "Why  not?" 

"Why,  because  there's  nothing  in  it." 

< « 
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• ( You  think  so,  but  we  're  overwhelmed  with  work. 

1 '  On  paper.     But,  there,  you've  a  gift  for  it, ' '  added  Levin. 

4 'That's  to  say,  you  think  there's  a  lack  of  something m  me 

'Perhaps  so,"  said  Levin.  "But  all  the  same  I  admire 

your  grandeur,  and  am  proud  that  I've  a  friend  such  a  grea
t 

person.  You've  not  answered  my  question,  though,"  he  went 

on,  with  a  desperate  effort  looking  Oblonsky  straight  in  the face. 

"Oh,  that's  all  very  well.  You  wait  a  bit,  and  you  11  come 

to  this  yourself.  It's  very  nice  for  you  to  have  over  six 

thousand  acres  in  the  Karazinsky  district,  and  such  muscles
, 

and  the  freshness  of  a  girl  of  twelve;  still  you'll  be  one  of 
 us 

one  day.  Yes,  as  to  your  question,  there  is  no  change,  but  i
t  s 

a  pity  you've  been  away  so  long." 
"Oh,  why  so?"  Levin  queried,  panic-stricken. 

'  <  Oh,  nothing, ' '  responded  Oblonsky.  ' '  We  '11  talk  it  over. 

But  what's  brought  you  up  to  town?" 

"Oh,  we'll  talk  about  that,  too,  later  on,"  said  Levin, 
reddening  again  up  to  his  ears. 

1 '  All  right.  I  see, ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  " '  I  should 

ask  you  to  come  to  us,  you  know,  but  my  wife's  not  quit
e  the 

thing.  But  I  tell  you  what :  if  you  want  to  see  them,  they  re 

sure  now  to  be  at  the  Zoological  Gardens  from  four  to  fi
ve. 

Kitty  skates.  You  drive  along  there,  and  I'll  come  and  f
etcn 

you,  and  we'll  go  and  dine  somewhere  together." 

1  'Capital.     So  good-bye  till  then. ' ' 
"Now  mind,  you'll  forget,  I  know  you,  or  rush  off  home  to 

the  country!"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  called  out,  laughing. 

"No,  truly!" 

And' Levin  went  out  of  the  room,  only  when  he  was  in  the 

doorway  remembering  that  he  had  forgotten  to  take  
leave  of 

Oblonsky 's  colleagues.  ^      .J 

"That  gentleman  must  be  a  man  of  great  energy,  said 

Grinevitch,  when  Levin  had  gone  away. 

"Yes,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  nodding  h
is 

head,  "he's  a  lucky  fellow!     Over  six  thousand  acres  in  th 
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Karazinsky  district;  everything  before  him;  and  what  youth 
and  vigor!     Not  like  some  of  us." 

1  You  have  a  great  deal  to  complain  of,  haven't  you,  Stepan Arkadyevitch?" 

"Ah,  yes,  I'm  in  a  poor  way,  a  bad  way,"  said  Stepan Arkadyevitch  with  a  heavy  sigh. 

CHAPTER  VI 

When  Oblonsky  asked  Levin  what  had  brought  him  to  town, 
Levin  blushed,  and  was  furious  with  himself  for  blushing] 
because  he  could  not  answer,  "I  have  come  to  make  your 
sister-in-law  an  offer,"  though  that  was  precisely  what  he  had come  for. 

The  families  of  the  Levins  and  the  Shtcherbatskys  were  old, noble  Moscow  families,  and  had  always  been  on  intimate  and 
friendly  terms.     This  intimacy  had  grown  still  closer  during 
Levin's  student-days.     He  had  both  prepared  for  the  univer- sity with  the  young  Prince   Shtcherbatsky,   the  brother  of 
Kitty  and  Dolly,  and  had  entered  at  the  same  time  with  him 
In  those  days  Levin  used  often  to  be  in  the  Shtcherbatskvs ' 
house,  and  he  was  in  love  with  the  Shtcherbatsky  household 
btrange  as  it  may  appear,  it  was  with  the  household,  the  fam- 

ily that  Konstantin  Levin  was  in  love,  especially  with  the feminine  half  of  the  household.     Levin  did  not  remember  his 
own  mother,  and  his  only  sister  was  older  than  he  was,  so  that 
it  was  in  the  Shtcherbatskys'  house  that  he  saw  for  the  first 
time  that  inner  life  of  an  old,  noble,  cultivated,  and  honorable family  of  which  he  had  been  deprived  by  the  death  of  his 
father  and  mother.     All  the  members  of  that  family,  especially the  feminine  half,  were  pictured  by  him,  as  it  were,  wrapped 
about  with  a  mysterious  poetical  veil,  and  he  not  only  per- 

ceived no  defects  whatever  in  them,  but  under  the  poetical veil  that  shrouded  them  he  assumed  the  existence  of  the  loftiest 
sentiments  and  every  possible  perfection.     Why  it  was  the 
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three  young  ladies  had  one  day  to  speak  French,  and  the  next 

English ;  why  it  was  that  at  certain  hours  they  played  by  turns 

on  the  piano,   the  sounds  of  which  were   audible  in  their 

brother's  room  above,  where  the  students  used  to  work;  why 

they  were  visited  by  those  professors  of  French  literature,  of 

music,  of  drawing,  of  dancing;  why  at  certain  hours  all  the 

three  young  ladies,  with  Mademoiselle  Linon,  drove  in  the 

coach  to  the  Tversky  boulevard,  dressed  in  their  satin  cloaks, 

Dolly  in  a  long  one,  Natalia  in  a  half-long  one,  and  Kitty  in 

one  so  short  that  her  shapely  legs  in  tightly-drawn  red  stock- 

ings were  visible  to  all  beholders ;  why  it  was  they  had  to  walk 

about  the  Tversky  boulevard  escorted  by  a  footman  with  a  gold 

cockade  in  his  hat— all  this  and  much  more  that  was  done  in 

their  mysterious  world  he  did  not  understand,  but  he  was  sure 

that  everything  that  was  done  there  was  very  good,  and  he 

was  in  love  precisely  with  the  mystery  of  the  proceedings. 

In  his  student-days  he  had  all  but  been  in  love  with  the 

eldest,  Dolly,  but  she  was  soon  married  to  Oblonsky.  Then 

he  began  being  in  love  with  the  second.  He  felt,  as  it  were, 

that  he  had  to  be  in  love  with  one  of  the  sisters,  only  he  could 

not  quite  make  out  which.  But  Natalia,  too,  had  hardly  made 

her  appearance  in  the  world  when  she  married  the  diplom
at 

Lvov.  Kitty  was  still  a  child  when  Levin  left  the  university
. 

Young  Shtcherbatsky  went  into  the  navy,  was  drowned  in  th
e 

Baltic,  and  Levin's  relations  with  the  Shtcherbatskys,  in  spite 

of  his'  friendship  with  Oblonsky,  became  less  intimate.  But 
when  early  in  the  winter  of  this  year  Levin  came  to  Moscow, 

after  a  year  in  the  country,  and  saw  the  Shtcherbatskys,  he 

realized  which  of  the  three  sisters  he  was  indeed  destined 
to  love. 

One  would  have  thought  that  nothing  could  be  simpler  than 

for  him,  a  man  of  good  family,  rather  rich  than  poor,  and 

thirty-two  years  old,  to  make  the  young  Princess  Shtcher- 

batsky an  offer  of  marriage ;  in  all  likelihood  he  would  at  once 

have  been  looked  upon  as  a  good  match.  But  Levin  was  in 

love,  and  so  it  seemed  to  him  that  Kitty  was  so  perfect  in 

every  respect  that  she  was  a  creature  far  above  everything 
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earthly ;  and  that  he  was  a  creature  so  low  and  so  earthly  thai 
it  could  not  even  be  conceived  that  other  people  and  she  herself could  regard  him  as  worthy  of  her. 

After  spending  two  months  in  Moscow  in  a  state  of  enchant- 
ment, seeing  Kitty  almost  every  day  in  society,  into  which  he 

went  so  as  to  meet  her,  he  abruptly  decided  that  it  could  not be,  and  went  back  to  the  country. 

Levin's  conviction  that  it  could  not  be  was  founded  on  the idea  that  in  the  eyes  of  her  family  he  was  a  disadvantageous 
and  worthless  match  for  the  charming  Kitty,  and  that  Kitty herself  could  not  love  him.     In  her  family's  eyes  he  had  no 
ordinary,  definite  career  and  position  in  society,  while  his 
contemporaries  by  this  time,  when  he  was  thirty-two,  were 
already,    one   a   colonel,    and   another   a   professor,    another 
director  of  a  bank  and  railways,  or  president  of  a  board  like 
Oblonsky.     But  he  (he  knew  very  well  how  he  must  appear 
to  others)    was  a  country  gentleman,   occupied  in  breeding 
cattle,  shooting  game,  and  building  barns;  in  other  words,  a fellow  of  no  ability,  who  had  not  turned  out  well,  and  who  was 
doing  just  what,  according  to  the  ideas  of  the  world,  is  done by  people  fit  for  nothing  else. 
The  mysterious,  enchanting  Kitty  herself  could  not  love 

sucli  an  ugly  person  as  he  conceived  himself  to  be,  and,  above 
all,  such  an  ordinary,  in  no  way  striking  person.  Moreover 
his  attitude  to  Kitty  in  the  past— the  attitude  of  a  grown-up person  to  a  child,  arising  from  his  friendship  with  her  brother- 
seemed  to  him  yet  another  obstacle  to  love.  An  ugly,  good- 
natured  man,  as  he  considered  himself,  might,  he  supposed,  be liked  as  a  friend ;  but  to  be  loved  with  such  a  love  as  that  with 
which  he  loved  Kitty,  one  would  need  to  be  a  handsome  and, still  more,  a  distinguished  man. 
He  had  heard  that  women  often  did  care  for  ugly  and 

Drdinary  men,  but  he  did  not  believe  it,  for  he  judged  by  him- 
self, and  he  could  not  himself  have  loved  any  but  beautiful, nysterious,  and  exceptional  women. 

But  after  spending  two  months  alone  in  the  country,  he  was 
convinced  that  this  was  not  one  of  those  passions  of  which  he 
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nad  had  experience  in  his  early  youth;  that  this  feeling  gave 

him  not  an  instant's  rest;  that  he  could  not  live  without 

deciding  the  question,  would  she  or  would  she  not  be  his  wife, 

and  that  his  despair  had  arisen  only  from  his  own  imaginings, 

that  he  had  no  sort  of  proof  that  he  would  be  rejected.  And 

he  had  now  come  to  Moscow  with  a  firm  determination  to 

make  an  offer,  and  get  married  if  he  were  accepted.  Or  .  .  . 

he  could  not  conceive  what  would  become  of  him  if  he  were 

rejected. 

CHAPTER  VII 

On  arriving  in  Moscow  by  a  morning  train,  Levin  had  put 

up  at  the  house  of  his  elder  half-brother,  Koznishev.     After 

changing  his  clothes  he  went  down  to  his  brother's  study,  in- 
tending to  talk  to  him  at  once  about  the  object  of  his  visit, 

and  to  ask  his  advice ;  but  his  brother  was  not  alone.     "With 
him  there  was  a  well-known  professor  of  philosophy,  who  had 

come  from  Harkov  expressly  to  clear  up  a  difference  that  had 

arisen  between  them  on  a  very  important  philosophical  ques- 

tion     The  professor  was  carrying  on  a  hot  crusade  against 

materialists.     Sergey    Koznishev    had    been    following    this 

crusade  with  interest,  and  after  reading  the  professor's  
last 

article,  he  had  written  him  a  letter  stating  his  objections.     He 

accused  the  professor  of  making  too  great  concessions  
to  the 

materialists.     And  the  professor  had  promptly  appeared  
to, 

argue  the  matter  out.     The  point  in  discussion  was  
the  ques- 

tion then  in  vogue:  Is  there  a  line  to  be  drawn  between 

psychological  and  physiological  phenomena  in  man?  an
d  if  so, 

where  ? 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  met  his  brother  with  the  smile  of  c
hilly 

friendliness  he  always  had  for  every  one,  and  introducing  h
im 

to  the  professor,  went  on  with  the  conversation. 

A  little  man  in  spectacles,  with  a  narrow  forehead,  tore 

himself  from  the  discussion  for  an  instant  to  greet  Levin,  and 
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then  went  on  talking  without  paying  any  farther  attention  to 
nm.     Levin  sat  down  to  wait  till  the  professor  should  go but  he  soon  began  to  get  interested  in  the  subject  under  dis- cussion. 

Levin  had  come  across  the  magazine  articles  about  which 
they  were  disputing,  and  had  read  them,  interested  in  them 
as  a  development  of  the  first  principles  of  science,  familiar  to 
him  as  a  natural  science  student  at  the  university  But  he had  never  connected  these  scientific  deductions  as  to  the 
origin  of  man  as  an  animal,  as  to  reflex  action,  biology  and sociology,  with  those  questions  as  to  the  meaning  of  life  and death  to  mmself,  which  had  of  late  been  more  and  more  often in  ins  mind. 

As  he  listened  to  his  brother's  argument  with  the  professor he  noticed  that  they  connected  these  scientific  questions  with hose  spiritual  problems,  that  at  times  they  almost  touched  on he  latter;  but  every  time  they  were  close  upon  what  seemed 
to  him  the  ch.ef  po.nt,  they  promptly  beat  a  hasty  retreat,  and plunged  again  into  a  sea  of  subtle  distinctions,  reservations quotations,  allusions,  and  appeals  to  authorities,  and  it  was 

about  he  Underst00d  what  they  were  talking 

"I  cannot  admit  it,"  said   Sergey  Ivanovitch,   with  his habitual  clearness,  precision  of  expression,  and  elegance  of 
phrase.     "I  cannot  in  any  case  agree  with  Keiss  that  my  whole inception  of  the  external  world  has  been  derived  from  pcr- 
'eptions     The  most  fundamental  idea,  the  idea  of  existence Has  not  been  received  by  me  through  sensation ;  indeed,  there s  no  special  sense-organ  for  the  transmission  of  sucli  an  idea  " 

les,  but  they— Wurt,  and  Knaust,  and  Pripasov-would 
inswerthat  your  consciousness  of  existence  is  derived  from he  conjunction  of  all  your  sensations,  that  that  consciousness 
>f  existence  is  the  result  of  your  sensations.    Wurt    indeed ays  plainly  that   assuming  there  are  no  sensations,  it  follows nat  there  is  no  idea  of  existence." 

"I: maintain  the  contrary,"  began  Sergey  Ivanovitch. But  here  it  seemed  to  Levin  that  just  as  they  wore  close 
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upon  the  real  point  oi  the  matter,  they  were 
 again  retreating, 

and  he  made  up  his  mind  to  put  a  question  t
o  the  professor 

"According  to  that,  if  my  senses  are  annihilated,  i
f  my  body 

is  dead,  I  can  have  no  existence  of  any  sor
t?"  he  queried 

The  professor,  in  annoyance,  and,  as  it  w
ere,  mental  suffer- 

ing at  the  interruption,  looked  round  at  the  st
range  inquirer, 

more  like  a  bargeman  than  a  philosopher,  an
d  turned  his  eyes 

upon  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  as  though  to  ask:
  What's  one  to  say 

to  him'    But  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who  had  b
een  talking  with 

far  less  heat  and  one-sidedness  than  the  pr
ofessor,  and  who 

had  sufficient  breadth  of  mind  to  answer  the
  professor  and  at 

the  same  time  to  comprehend  the  simple  and
  natural  point  ot 

view  from  which  the  question  was  put,  smi
led  and  said: 

"That  question  we  have  no  right  to  answer  as 
 yet. 

"We  have  not  the  requisite  data,"  chimed  i
n  the  professor,, 

and  he  went  back  to  his  argument.     "  No, "
  he  said ;  "  I  would 

point  out  the  fact  that  if,  as  Pripasov  direc
tly  asserts,  percep- 

tion is  based  on  sensation,  then  we  arebound  
to  distinguish 

sharply  between  these  two  conceptions
." 

Levin  listened  no  more,  and  simply  waited  for 
 the  profess. 

to  go. 

CHAPTER  VIII 

When  the  professor  had  gone,  Sergey  Ivanov
itch  turned  to 

his  brother.  .        .  -rr^w'o 

< < Delighted  that  you've  come.    For  some  time,  is  it  I    Mow  s 

vour  farming  getting  on?" 

Levin  knew  that  his  elder  brother  took  
little  interest  in 

farming,  and  only  put  the  question  in  de
ference  to  him,  and 

so  he  only  told  him  about  the  sale  of  his
  wheat  and  money 

""Levin  had  meant  to  tell  his  brother  of  his  determination
  to 

get  married,  and  to  ask  his  advice;  he  
had  indeed  firmly  re- 
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solved  to  do  so.  But  after  seeing  his  brother,  listening  to  his 
conversation  with  the  professor,  hearing  afterwards  the  un- 

consciously patronizing  tone  in  which  his  brother  questioned 
him  about  agricultural  matters  (their  mother's  property  had 
not  been  divided,  and  Levin  took  charge  of  both  their  shares), 
Levin  felt  that  he  could  not  for  some  reason  begin  to  talk  to 
him  of  his  intention  of  marrying.  He  felt  that  his  brother 
would  not  look  at  it  as  he  would  have  wished  him  to. 

'Well,  how  is  your  district  council  doing ?"  asked  Sergey Ivanovitch,  who  was  greatly  interested  in  these  local  boards 
and  attached  great  importance  to  them. 

"I  really  don't  know." 

'  What !     Why,  surely  you  're  a  member  of  the  board  ? ' ' 
"No,  I'm  not  a  member  now;  I've  resigned,"  answered 

Levin,  "and  I  no  longer  attend  the  meetings." 
"What  a  pity!"  commented  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  frowning. Levin  in  self-defense  began  to  describe  what  took  place  in the  meetings  in  his  district. 

w" That's  how  it  always  is!"  Sergey  Ivanovitch  interrupted 
Em.  'We  Russians  are  always  like  that.  Perhaps  it's  our strong  point,  really,  the  faculty  of  seeing  our  own  short- 

comings; but  we  overdo  it,  we  comfort  ourselves  with  irony 
which  we  always  have  on  the  tip  of  our  tongues.  All  I  say  is 
give  such  rights  as  our  local  self-government  to  any  other 
European  people— why,  the  Germans  or  the  English  would 
have  worked  their  way  to  freedom  from  them,  while  we  simply turn  them  into  ridicule." 

"But  how  can  it  be  helped?"  said  Levin  penitently     "It was  my  last  effort.     And  I  did  try  with  all  my  soul.     I  can't I  m  no  good  at  it." 

^    "It's  not  that  you're  no  good  at  it,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch, it  is  that  you  don't  look  at  it  as  you  should." 
"Perhaps  not,"  Levin  answered  dejectedly. 
"Oh!  do  you  know  brother  Nikolay's  turned  up  again 9" This  brother  Nikolay  was  the  elder  brother  of  Konstantin 

Levin  and  half-brother  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch ;  a  man  utterly ruined,  who  had  dissipated  the  greater  part  of  his  fortune 
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was  living  in  the  strangest  and  lowest  company,  and  had 

quarreled  with  his  brothers. 

"What  did  you  say?"  Levin  cried  with  horror.     "How  do 

you  know  ?  " 
"  Prokof y  saw  him  in  the  street. 

<  '  Here  in  Moscow  ?  Where  is  he  f  Do  you  know  t ' '  Levin 

got  up  from  his  chair,  as  though  on  the  point  of  starting  
off 

"I  am  sorry  I  told  you,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  shaking 

his  head  at  his  younger  brother's  excitement.  "I  sent  to  fi
nd 

out  where  he  is  living,  and  sent  him  his  I  O^IJ  to  Trubin, 

which  I  paid.     This  is  the  answer  he  sent  me." 

And  Sergey  Ivanovitch  took  a  note  from  under  a  paper- 

weight and  handed  it  to  his  brother. 

Levin  read  in  the  queer,  familiar  handwriting:  "I  humbl
y 

beg  you  to  leave  me  in  peace.  That's  the  only  favor 
 I  ask 

of  my  gracious  brothers.— Nikolay  Levin." 
Levin  read  it,  and  without  raising  his  head  stood  with  the 

note  in  his  hands  opposite  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

There  was  a  struggle  in  his  heart  between  the  desire  to  fo
r- 

get his  unhappy  brother  for  the  time,  and  the  consciousne
ss 

that  it  would  be  base  to  do  so. 

"He  obviously  wants  to  offend  me,"  pursued  Sergey  Ivano- 

vitch; "but  he  cannot  offend  me,  and  I  should  have  wished 

with  all  my  heart  to  assist  him,  but  I  know  it's  impossible
  to 

do  that." 

1 '  Yes,  yes, ' '  repeated  Levin.  ' '  I  understand  and  appreciate 

your  attitude  to  him;  but  I  shall  go  and  see  him." 

"If  you  want  to,  do ;  but  I  shouldn 't  advise  it, ' '  said  Sergey 

Ivanovitch.  "As  regards  myself,  I  have  no  fear  of  your
 

doing  so ;  he  will  not  make  you  quarrel  with  me ;  but  for  your 

own  sake,  I  should  say  you  would  do  better  not  to  go.
  You 

can 't  do  him  any  good ;  still,  do  as  you  please. " 

"Very  likely  I  can't  do  any  good,  but  I  feel— especially  
at 

such  a  moment— but  that's  another  thing— I  feel  I  co
uld  not 

be  at  peace."  u''--  J  .  ', 

"Well,  that  I  don't  understand,"  said  Sergey  Iv
anovitch. 
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"One  thing  I  do  understand,"  he  added,  "it's  a  lesson  in 
humility.  I  have  come  to  look  very  differently  and  more 
charitably  on  what  is  called  infamous  since  brother  Nikolay 

lias  become  what  he  is    .    .    .    you  know  what  he  did.    .    .    ." 
"Oh,  it's  awful,  awful!"  repeated  Levin. 

After  obtaining  his  brother's  address  from  Sergey  Ivano- 
vitch's  footman,  Levin  was  on  the  point  of  setting  off  at  once 
to  see  him,  but  on  second  thoughts  he  decided  to  put  off  his 
visit  till  the  evening.  The  first  thing  to  do  to  set  his  heart 
at  rest  was  to  accomplish  what  he  had  come  to  Moscow  for. 

From  his  brother's  Levin  went  to  Oblonsky's  office,  and  on 
getting  news  of  the  Shtcherbatskys  from  him,  he  drove  to  the 
place  where  he  had  been  told  he  might  find  Kitty. 

CHAPTER  IX 

At  four  o'clock,  conscious  of  his  throbbing  heart,  Levin 
stepped  out  of  a  hired  sledge  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and 
turned  along  the  path  to  the  frozen  mounds  and  the  skating- 
ground,  knowing  that  he  would  certainly  find  her  there,  as  he 

had  seen  the  Shtcherbatskys'  carriage  at  the  entrance. 
It  was  a  bright,  frosty  day.  Rows  of  carriages,  sledges, 

drivers,  and  policemen  were  standing  in  the  approach. 

Crowds  of  well-dressed  people,  with  hats  bright  in  the  sun, 
swarmed  about  th«  entrance  and  along  the  well-swept  little 
paths  between  the  little  houses  adorned  with  carving  in  the 
Russian  style.  The  old  curly  birches  of  the  gardens,  all  their 
twigs  laden  with  snow,  looked  as  though  freshly  decked  in 
sacred  vestments. 

He  walked  along  the  path  towards  the  skating-ground,  and 

kept  saying  to  himself — "You  mustn't  be  excited,  you  must 
becalm.  What's  the  matter  with  you?  What  do  you  want  ? 
Be  quiet,  stupid,"  he  conjured  his  heart.  And  the  more  he 
tried  to  compose  himself,  the  more  breathless  he  found  him- 

self.    An  acquaintance  met  him  and  called  him  by  his  name, 

I 



40  ANNA   KAKENINA 

but  Levin  did  not  even  recognize  him.  He  went  towards  the 
mounds,  whence  came  the  clank  of  the  chains  of  sledges  as  they 
slipped  down  or  were  dragged  up,  the  rumble  of  the  sliding 
sledges,  and  the  sounds  of  merry  voices.  He  walked  on  a  few 

steps,  and  the  skating-ground  lay  open  before  his  eyes,  and 
at  once,  amidst  all  the  skaters,  he  knew  her. 

He  knew  she  was  there  by  the  rapture  and  the  terror  that 
seized  on  his  heart.  She  was  standing  talking  to  a  lady  at 

the  opposite  end  of  the  ground.  There  was  apparently  noth- 
ing striking  either  in  her  dress  or  her  attitude.  But  for  Levin 

she  was  as  easy  to  find  in  that  crowd,  as  a  rose  among  nettles. 
Everything  was  made  bright  by  her.  She  was  the  smile  that 

shed  light  on  all  around  her.  "Is  it  possible  I  can  go  over 
there  on  the  ice,  go  up  to  her  ? ' '  he  thought.  The  place  where 
she  stood  seemed  to  him  a  holy  shrine,  unapproachable,  and 

there  was  one  moment  when  he  was  almost  retreating,  so  over- 
whelmed was  he  with  terror.  He  had  to  make  an  effort  to 

master  himself,  and  to  remind  himself  that  people  of  all  sorts 
were  moving  about  her,  and  that  he  too  might  come  there  to 
skate.  He  walked  down,  for  a  long  while  avoiding  looking  at 
her  as  at  the  sun,  but  seeing  her,  as  one  does  the  sun,  without 
looking. 

On  that  day  of  the  week  and  at  that  time  of  day  people  of 
one  set,  all  acquainted  with  one  another,  used  to  meet  on  the 
ice.  There  were  crack  skaters  there,  showing  off  their  skill, 

and  learners  clinging  to  chairs  with  timid,  awkward  move- 
ments, boys,  and  elderly  people  skating  with  hygienic  motives. 

They  seemed  to  Levin  an  elect  band  of  blissful  beings  because 
they  were  here,  near  her.  All  the  skaters,  it  seemed,  with 

perfect  self-possession,  skated  towards  her,  skated  by  her,  even 
spoke  to  her,  and  were  happy,  quite  apart  from  her,  enjoying 
the  capital  ice  and  the  fine  weather. 

Nikolay  Shtcherbatsky,  Kitty's  cousin,  in  a  short  jacket 
and  tight  trousers,  was  sitting  on  a  garden  seat  with  his  skates 
on.     Seeing  Levin,  he  shouted  to  him : 

"Ah,  the  first  skater  in  Russia!  Been  here  long?  First- 
rate  ice — do  put  your  skates  on." 
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"I  haven't  got  my  skates,"  Levin  answered,  marveling  at 
this  boldness  and  case  in  her  presence,  and  not  for  one  second 
losing  sight  of  her,  though  he  did  not  look  at  her.  He  felt  as 
though  the  sun  were  coming  near  him.  She  was  in  a  corner, 
and  turning  out  her  slender  feet  in  their  high  boots  with 
obvious  timidity,  she  skated  towards  him.  A  boy  in  Russian 
dress,  desperately  waving  his  arms  and  bowed  down  to  the 
ground,  overtook  her.  She  skated  a  little  uncertainly ;  taking 
her  hands  out  of  the  little  muff,  that  hung  on  a  cord,  she  held 
them  ready  for  emergency,  and  looking  towards  Levin,  whom 
she  had  recognized,  she  smiled  at  him  and  at  her  own  fears. 

AY* hen  she  had  got  round  the  turn,  she  gave  herself  a  push 
off  with  one  foot,  and  skated  straight  up  to  Shtcherbatsky. 
Clutching  at  his  arm,  she  nodded  smiling  to  Levin.  She  was 
more  splendid  than  he  had  imagined  her. 

When  he  thought  of  her,  he  could  call  up  a  vivid  picture  of 
her  to  himself,  especially  the  charm  of  that  little  fair  head, 
so  freely  set  on  the  shapely  girlish  shoulders,  and  so  full  of 

childish  brightness  and  good-humor.  The  childishness  of  her 
expression,  together  with  the  delicate  beauty  of  her  figure, 
made  up  her  special  charm,  and  that  he  fully  realized.  But 
what  always  struck  him  in  her  as  something  unlooked  for,  was 
the  expression  of  her  eyes,  soft,  serene,  and  truthful,  and 
above  all,  her  smile,  which  always  transported  Levin  to  an 
enchanted  world,  where  he  felt  himself  softened  and  tender, 

as  he  remembered  himself  in  some  days  of  his  early  child- 
hood. 

"Have  you  been  here  long?"  she  said,  giving  him  her  hand. 
"Thank  you,"  she  added,  as  he  picked  up  the  handkerchief 
that  had  fallen  out  of  her  muff. 

"I?  I've  not  long  .  .  .  yesterday  .  .  .  I  mean  to- 
day ...  I  arrived,"  answered  Levin,  in  his  emotion  not 

at  once  understanding  her  question.  "I  was  meaning  to  come 
and  see  you,"  he  said;  and  then,  recollecting  with  what  in- 

tention he  was  trying  to  see  her,  he  was  promptly  overcome 
with  confusion  and  blushed. 

I  didn't  know  you  could  skate,  and  skate  so  well." 
a 
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She  looked  at  him  earnestly,  as  though  wishing  to  make  out 
the  cause  of  his  confusion. 

"Your  praise  is  worth  having.  The  tradition  is  kept  up 

here  that  you  are  the  best  of  skaters, ' '  she  said,  with  her  little 
black-gloved  hand  brushing  a  grain  of  hoarfrost  off  her  muff. 

"Yes,  I  used  once  to  skate  with  passion;  I  wanted  to  reach 

perfection. ' ' 
"  You  do  everything  with  passion,  I  think,"  she  said,  smil- 

ing. ' '  I  should  so  like  to  see  how  you  skate.  Put  on  skates, 

and  let  us  skate  together. ' ' 

"Skate  together!  Can  that  be  possible?"  thought  Levin, 
gazing  at  her. 

"I'll  put  them  on  directly,"  he  said. 
And  he  went  off  to  get  skates. 

"It's  a  long  while  since  we've  seen  you  here,  sir,"  said  the 
attendant,  supporting  his  foot,  and  screwing  on  the  heel  of  the 

skate.  "Except  you,  there's  none  of  the  gentlemen  first-rate 

skaters.     Will  that  be  all  right?"  said  he,   tightening  the 
strap. 

"Oh,  yes,  yes;  make  haste,  please,"  answered  Levin,  with 

difficulty  restraining  the  smile  of  rapture  which  would  over- 

spread his  face.  "Yes,"  he  thought,  "this  now  is  life,  this  is 
happiness!  Together,  she  said;  let  us  skate  together!  Speak 

to  her  now?  But  that's  just  why  I'm  afraid  to  speak— 

because  I'm  happy  now,  happy  in  hope,  anyway.  .  .  . 
And  then?  .  .  .  But  I  must!  I  must!  I  must!  Away 

with  weakness ! ' ' 
Levin  rose  to  his  feet,  took  off  his  overcoat,  and  scurrying 

over  the  rough  ice  round  the  hut,  came  out  on  the  smooth  ice 

and  skated  without  effort,  as  it  were  by  simple  exercise  of  will 

increasing  and  slackening  speed  and  turning  his  course.  He 

approached  with  timidity,  but  again  her  smile  reassured  him. 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  they  set  off  side  by  side,  going 

faster  and  faster,  and  the  more  rapidly  they  moved  the  more 

tightly  she  grasped  his  hand. 

"With  you  I  should  soon  learn;  I  somehow  feel  confidence 

in  you, ' '  she  said  to  him. 
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"And  I  have  confidence  in  myself  when  you  are  leaning  on 
me,"  he  said,  but  was  at  once  panic-stricken  at  what  he  had 
said,  and  blushed.  And  indeed,  no  sooner  had  he  uttered  these 
words,  when  all  at  once,  like  the  sun  going  behind  a  cloud,  her 
face  lost  all  its  friendliness,  and  Levin  detected  the  familiar 
change  in  her  expression  that  denoted  the  working  of  thought.; 
a  crease  showed  on  her  smooth  brow. 

"Is  there  anything  troubling  you?— though  I've  no  right 
to  ask  such  a  question, ' '  he  said  hurriedly. 

1 '  Oh,  why  so  ?  .  .  .  No,  I  have  nothing  to  trouble  me, ' ' 
she  responded  coldly;  and  she  added  immediately:  "You 
haven't  seen  Mile.  Linon,  have  you?" 

"Not  yet." 

"Go  and  speak  to  her,  she  likes  you  so  much." 
"  What's  wrong?  I  have  offended  her.  Lord  help  me!" rhought  Levin,  and  he  flew  towards  the  old  Frenchwoman  with 

the  gray  ringlets,  who  was  sitting  on  a  bench.  Smiling  and 
showing  her  false  teeth,  she  greeted  him  as  an  old  friend. 

"Yes,  you  see  we're  growing  up,"  she  said  to  him,  glancing 
towards  Kitty,  "and  growing  old.  Tiny  bear  has  grown  big 
now!"  pursued  the  Frenchwoman,  laughing,  and  she  reminded him  of  his  joke  about  the  three  young  ladies  whom  he  had 
compared  to  the  three  bears  in  the  English  nursery-tale.  "Do 
you  remember  that's  what  you  used  to  call  thorn?" 

He  remembered  absolutely  nothing,  but  she  had  been  laugh- 
ing at  the  joke  for  ten  years  now,  and  was  fond  of  it. 

"Now,  go  and  skate,  go  and  skate.  Our  Kitty  has  learned to  skate  nicely,  hasn't  she?" 
When  Levin  darted  up  to  Kitty  her  face  was  no  longer 

stern;  her  eyes  looked  at  him  with  the  same  sincerity  and friendliness,  but  Levin  fancied  lliat  in  her  friendliness  there 
was  a  certain  note  of  deliberate  composure.  And  he  felt  de- 

pressed. After  t  Iking  a  little  of  her  old  governess  and  her 
peculiarities,  she  questioned  him  about  his  life. 

"Surely  you  must  be  dull  in  the  countrv  in  the  winter aren't  you?"  she  said. 

"No,  I'm  not  dull,  I  am  very  busy,"  he  said,  feeling  that 
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she  was  holding  him  in  check  by  her  composed  tone,  which  he 

would  not  have  the  force  to  break  through,  just  as  it  had  been 

at  the  beginning  of  the  winter. 

"Are  you  going  to  stay  in  town  long?"  Kitty  questioned him. 

.  "I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  not  thinking  of  what  he  was 

saying.  The  thought  that  if  he  were  held  in  check  by  her  tone 

of  quiet  friendliness  he  would  end  by  going  back  again  with- 
out deciding  anything  came  into  his  mind,  and  he  resolved 

to  make  a  struggle  against  it. 

"How  is  it  you  don't  know?" 

"I  don't  know.  It  depends  upon  you,"  he  said,  and  was 
immediately  horror-stricken  at  his  own  words. 

Whether  it  was  that  she  had  heard  his  words,  or  that  she  did 

not  want  to  hear  them,  she  made  a  sort  of  stumble,  twice  struck 

out,  and  hurriedly  skated  away  from  him.  She  skated  up  to 

Mile.  Linon,  said  something  to  her,  and  went  towards  the 

pavilion  where  the  ladies  took  off  their  skates. 

"My  God!  what  have  I  done!  Mercifiul  God!  help  me, 

guide  me,"  said  Levin,  praying  inwardly,  and  at  the  same 

time,  feeling  a  need  of  violent  exercise,  he  skated  about, 

describing  inner  and  outer  circles. 

At  that  moment  one  of  the  young  men,  the  best  of  the 

skaters  of  the  day,  came  out  of  the  coffee-house  in  his  skates, 

with  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth.  Taking  a  run,  he  dashed  down 

the  steps  in  his  skates,  crashing  and  bounding  up  and  down. 

He  flew  down,  and  without  even  changing  the  position  of  his 
hands,  skated  away  over  the  ice. 

"Ah!  that's  a  new  trick!"  said  Levin,  and  he  promptly  ran 
up  to  the  top  to  do  this  new  trick. 

"Don't  break  your  neck!  it  needs  practice!"  Nikolay 
Shtcherbatsky  shouted  after  him. 

Levin  went  to  the  steps,  took  a  run  from  above  as  best  he 

could,  and  dashed  down,  preserving  his  balance  in  this  un- 
wonted movement  with  his  hands.  On  the  last  step  he 

stumbled,  but  barely  touching  the  ice  with  his  hand,  with  a 
violent  effort  recovered  himself,  and  skated  off  laughing. 
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"How  splendid,  how  nice  he  is!"  Kitty  was  thinking  at  that time,  as  she  came  out  of  the  pavilion  with  Mile.  Linon,  and 
looked  towards  him  with  a  smile  of  quiet  affection,  as  though 
he  were  a  favorite  brother.  "And  can  it  be  my  fault,  can&I have  done  anything  wrong?  They  talk  of  flirtation.  I  know 
it's  not  he  that  I  love;  but  still  I  am  happy  with  him,  and 
he 's  so  jolly.  Only,  why  did  he  say  that  ?  .  .  . ' >  she  mused. Catching  sight  of  Kitty  going  away,  and  her  mother  meeting 
her  at  the  steps,  Levin,  flushed  from  his  rapid  exercise,  stood 
still  and  pondered  a  minute.  He  took  off  his  skates,  and  over- 

took the  mother  and  daughter  at  the  entrance  of  the  gardens. 
Delighted  to  sec  you, ' '  said  Princess  Shtchcrbatsky.     ■ '  On 

Thursdays  we  are  at  home,  as  always. ' ' 
"To-day,  then?" 

"We  shall  be  pleased  to  see  you,"  the  princess  said  stiffly. This  stiffness  hurt  Kitty,  and  she  could  not  resist  the  desire 
to  smooth  over  her  mother's  coldness.     She  turned  her  head, and  with  a  smile  said : 

"Good-bye  till  this  evening." 
At  that  moment  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  his  hat  cocked  on 

one  side,  with  beaming  face  and  eyes,  strode  into  the  garden 
like  a  conquering  hero.  But  as  he  approached  his  mother-in- 
law,  he  responded  in  a  mournful  and  crestfallen  tone  to  her 
inquiries  about  Dolly's  health.  After  a  little  subdued  and dejected  conversation  with  his  mother-in-law,  he  threw  out  his 
chest  again,  and  put  his  arm  in  Levin's. 

"Well,  shall  we  set  off?"  he  asked.  "I've  been  thinking 
about  you  all  this  time,  and  I'm  very,  very  glad  you've  come," he  said,  looking  him  in  the  face  with  a  significant  air. 

"Yes,  come  along,"  answered  Levin  in  ecstasy,  hearing  un- ceasingly the  sound  of  that  voice  saying  "Good-bye  till  this 
evening,"  and  seeing  the  smile  with  which  it  was  said. 

"To  the  England  or  the  Hermitage?" 
"I  don't  mind  which." 

"All  risht,  then,  the  England,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, selecting  that  restaurant  because  he  owed  more  there  than  at 
the  Hermitage,  and  consequently  considered  it  mean  to  avoid 
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it,  ' '  Have  you  got  a  sledge  f  That 's  first-rate,  for  I  sent  my 

carriage  home. ' ' 

The. friends  hardly  spoke  all  the  way.  Levin  was  wonder- 

ing what  that  change  in  Kitty's  expression  had  meant,  and 

alternately  assuring  himself  that  there  was  hope,  and  falling 

into  despair,  seeing  clearly  that  his  hopes  were  insane,  and 

yet  all  the  while  he  felt  himself  quite  another  man,  utterly 

unlike  what  he  had  been  before  her  smile  and  those  words, 

"Good-bye  till  this  evening." 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  absorbed  during  the  drive  in  com- 
posing the  menu  of  the  dinner. 

"You  like  turbot,  don't  you?"  he  said  to  Levin  as  they 
were  arriving. 

"Eh?"   responded  Levin.    "Turbot?    Yes,   I'm  awfully 

fond  of  turbot." 

CHAPTER  X 

When  Levin  went  into  the  restaurant  with  Oblonsky,  he 

could  not  help  noticing  a  certain  peculiarity  of  expression,  as 

it  were  a  restrained  radiance,  about  the  face  and  whole  figure 

of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  Oblonsky  took  off  his  overcoat,  a
nd 

with  his  hat  over  one  ear  walked  into  the  dining-room,  giving 

directions  to  the  Tatar  waiters,  who  were  clustered  about  h
im 

in  evening  coats,  bearing  napkins.  Bowing  to  right  and  le
ft 

to  the  people  he  met,  and  here  as  everywhere  joyously  greeti
ng 

acquaintances,  he  went  up  to  the  sideboard  for  a  preli
minary 

appetizer  of  fish  and  vodka,  and  said  to  the  painted
  French- 

woman decked  in  ribbons,  lace,  and  ringlets,  behind  the 

counter,  something  so  amusing  that  even  that  Fr
enchwoman 

was  moved  to  genuine  laughter.  Levin  for  his  part
  refrained 

from  taking  any  vodka  simply  because  he  felt  such  
a  loathing 

of  that  Frenchwoman,  all  made  up,  it  seemed,  of  f
alse  hair, 

poudre  de  viz,  and  vinaigre  de  toilette.    He  mad
e  haste  to 
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move  away  from  her,  as  from  a  dirty  place.  His  whole  soul 
was  filled  with  memories  of  Kitty,  and  there  was  a  smile  of triumph  and  happiness  shining  in  his  eyes. 

1  This  way,  your  excellency,  please.  Your  excellency  won 't be  disturbed  here,"  said  a  particularly  pertinacious,  white- headed  old  Tatar  with  immense  hips  and  coat-tails  gaping 
widely  behind.  -Walk  in,  your  excellency,-  he  said  to  Levin by  way  of  showing  his  respect  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  bein- 
attentive  to  his  guest  as  well.  ° 

Instantly  flinging  a  fresh  cloth  over  the  round  table  under 
the  bronze  chandelier,  though  it  already  had  a  table-cloth  on 
it,  he  pushed  up  velvet  chairs,  and  came  to  a  standstill  before 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  with  a  napkin  and  a  bill  of  fare  in  his hands,  awaiting  his  commands. 

"If  you  prefer  it,  your  excellency,  a  private  room  will  be free  directly ;  Prince  Golitsin  with  a  lady.  Fresh  oysters  have come  in." 

"Ah!  oysters." 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  became  thoughtful. 

'How  if  we  were  to  change  our  program,  Levin?"  he  said keeping  his  finger  on  the  bill  of  fare.     And  his  face  expressed serious  hesitation.     "Are  the  oysters  good?     Mind  now  " 
( t  They  're  Flensburg,  your  excellency.     We  've  no  Ostend. ' ' .blensburg  will  do,  but  are  they  fresh  ?" 
"Only  arrived  yesterday." 

oh"7e]ll  theJ\how  if  we  were  to  begin  with  oysters,  and  so cnange  the  whole  program?     Eh?" 

"It's  all  the  same  to  me.     I  should  like  cabbage  soup  and 
ES  E5! than  anything;  but  of  course  the-'s  ■**»• 

ZP°ZidgJ  d!a  RuSSe'  your  honor  would  ]ike?"  said  the Tatar,  bending  down  to  Levin,  like  a  nurse  speaking  to  a  child. 
l\A  ,*  apart>  whatever  you  choose  is  sure  to  be  good. 
I  ve  been  skating,  and  I'm  hungry.  And  don't  imagine,"  he added  detecting  a  look  of  dissatisfaction  on  Oblonsky's  face, 

thing   ,, Shan  *  aPPrcciatc  your  choice.     I  am  fond  of  good 
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"I  should  hope  so!  After  all,  it's  one  of  the  pleasures  of 

life  "  said  Stepan  Arkady evitch.  "Well,  then,  my  friend, 

you  give  us  two— or  better  say  three— dozen  oysters,  clea
r  soup 

with  vegetables.     .     .     ." 

<  <  Printaniere, ' '  prompted  the  Tatar.  But  Stepan  Arkadye- 

vitch  apparently  did  not  care  to  allow  him  the  satisfac
tion  of 

giving  the  French  names  of  the  dishes. 

*  "With  vegetables  in  it,  you  know.  Then  turbot  with  thick 

sauce,  then  .  .  .  roast  beef;  and  mind  it's  good. 
 Yes, 

and  capons,  perhaps,  and  then  sweets." 
The  Tatar,  recollecting  that  it  was  Stepan  Arkadyevit

ch  s 

way  not  to  call  the  dishes  by  the  names  in  the  French
  bill  of 

fare,  did  not  repeat  them  after  him,  but  could  
not  resist 

rehearsing  the  whole  menu  to  himself  according  to  th
e  bill  :— 

"Soupe  printaniere,  turbot,  sauce  Beaumarchais,  poular
d  a 

Vestragon,  macedoine  de  fruits  .  .  .  etc.,"  an
d  then  in- 

stantly, as  though  worked  by  springs,  laying  down  one  bound 

bill  of  fare,  he  took  up  another,  the  list  of  wines,  a
nd  sub- 

mitted it  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"What  shall  we  drink ?  "  ■       .  i 

"What  you  like,  only  not  too  much.     Champagne,      said 

Levin.  '  I 

"What!  to  start  with?    You're  right  though,  I  dare  say. 

Do  you  like  the  white  seal?" 
' '  Cachet  blanc, ' '  prompted  the  Tatar. 

"Very  well,  then,  give  us  that  brand  with  the  oysters,
  and 

then  we'll  see." 

"Yes,  sir.     And  what  table  wine?"  ^ 
' '  You  can  give  us  Nuits.    Oh,  no,  better  the  classic  Chabhs. 

' '  Yes,  sir.     And  your  cheese,  your  excellency  ? " 

1 '  Oh,  yes,  Parmesan.     Or  would  you  like  another  ? 
' ' 

"No,  it's  all  the  same  to  me,"  said  Levin,  unable  to  suppress^ a  smile.  .     „ 

And  the  Tatar  ran  off  with  flying  coat-tails,  and  in  n
vq 

minutes  darted  in  with  a  dish  of  opened  oysters  on  mother-
of  j 

pearl  shells,  and  a  bottle  between  his  fingers.  J 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  crushed  the  starchy  napkin,  tu
cked  lfl 
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into  his  waistcoat,  and  settling  his  arms  comfortably,~stai-ted on  the  oysters. 

"Not  bad,"  he  said,  stripping  the  oysters  from  the  pearly shell  with  a  silver  fork,  and  swallowing  them  one  after  an- 
other. "Not  bad,"  he  repeated,  turning  his  dewy,  brilliant eyes  from  Levin  to  the  Tatar. 

Levin  ate  the  oysters  indeed,  though  white  bread  and  cheese 
would  have  pleased  him  better.  But  he  was  admiring  Ob- 
lonsky.  Even  the  Tatar,  uncorking  the  bottle  and  pourhi" 
the  sparkling  wine  into  the  delicate  glasses,  glanced  at  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch,  and  settled  his  white  cravat  with  a  perceptible smile  of  satisfaction. 

"You  don't  care  much  for  oysters,  do  you?-  said  Stepan Arkadyevitch,  emptying  his  wine-glass,  "or  you're  worried about  something.     Eh?" 
He  wanted  Levin  to  be  in  good  spirits.  But  it  was  not  that 

Levin  was  not  in  good  spirits;  he  was  ill  at  ease.  With  what 
he  had  in  his  soul,  he  felt  sore  and  uncomfortable  in  the 
restaurant,  in  the  midst  of  private  rooms  where  men  were 
dining  with  ladies,  in  all  this  fuss  and  bustle;  the  surround- 

ings of  bronzes,  looking-glasses,  gas,  and  waiters— all  of  it  was 
offensive  to  him.  He  was  afraid  of  sullying  what  his  soul  was brimful  of. 

"11    Yes,  I  am;  but  besides,  all  this  bothers  me,"  he  said iou  can't  conceive  how  queer  it  all  seems  to  a  country person  like  me,  as  queer  as  that  gentleman's  nails  I  saw  at your  place.    ..." 

"Yes,  I  saw  how  much  interested  you  were  in  poor  Grine- vitch  s  nails,     said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  laughing 
It  s  too  much  for  me,"  responded  Levin.    "Do  try  now 

and  put  yourself  in  my  place,  take  the  point  of  view  of  a 
country  person.     We  in  the  country  try  to  bring  our  hands 
rito  such  a  state  as  will  be  most  convenient  for  working  with 50  we  cut  our  nails;  sometimes  we  turn  up  our  sleeves.    And 
iere  people  purposely  let  their  nails  grow  as  long  as  they  will ind I  link  on  small  saucers  by  way  of  studs,  so  that  they  can lot  hing  with  their  hands. ' ' 
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Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled  gaily. 

44 Oh,  yes,  that's  just  a  sign  that  he  has  no  need  to  do  c
oarse 

work     His  work  is  with  the  mind.     .     .     ." 

"Maybe      But  still  it's  queer  to  me,  just  as  at  this  mom
ent 

it  seems  queer  to  me  that  we  country  folks  try  to  ge
t  our  meals 

over  as  soon  as  we  can,  so  as  to  be  ready  for  our
  work,  while 

here  are  we  trying  to  drag  out  our  meal  asjong  
as  possible,  ' 

and  with*  that  object  eating  oysters.     .     .     ."■ 

"Why,  of  course,"  objected  Stepan  Arkadyevitc
h.  *  But 

that's  just  the  aim  of  civilization— to  make  everything
  a  source 

of  enjoyment."  fj 
4 'Well,  if  that's  its  aim,  I'd  rather  be  a  savage. 

<  '  And  so  you  are  a  savage.     All  you  Levins  are  savages. 

Levin  sighed.     He  remembered  his  brother  Nikolay,  
and  felt 

ashamed  and  sore,  and  he  scowled;  but  Oblonsky  
began  speak- 

ing of  a  subject  which  at  once  drew  his  attention. 

"Oh,  I  say,  are  you  going  to-night  to  our  pe
ople,  the 

Shtcherbatskys',  I  mean?"  he  said,  his  eyes  sp
arkling  signih- 

cantly  as  he  pushed  away  the  empty  rough  shell
s,  and  drew  the 

cheese  towards  him.  _  - 

-Yes,  I  shall  certainly  go,"  replied  Levm;  th
ough  1 

fancied  the  princess  was  not  very  warm  in  he
r  invitation. 

"What  nonsense!  That 's  her  manner.  .  .  .  Come,  boy 

the  soup'  .     That's  her  manner— grande  dame,     said 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "I'm  coming,  too,  but
  I  have  to  go  to 

the  Countess  Benin's  rehearsal.  Come, 
 isn't  it  true  that 

you're  a  savage?  How  do  you  explain  the 
 sudden  way  m 

which  you  vanished  from  Moscow  i  The 
 Shtcherbatskys  were 

continually  asking  me  about  you,  as  though
  I  ought  to  know 

The  only  thing  I  know  is  that  you  always  
do  what  no  one  else 

°"Yes  "  said  Levin,  slowly  and  with  emotion,  "you're 
 right. 

I  am  a' savage.  Only,  my  savageness  is  not  
in  having  gone 

awav,  but  in  coming  now.     Now  I  have  come     .     .     • 

"Oh,  what  a  lucky  fellow  you  are!"  brok
e  in  Stepan  Arkad- 

itch,  looking  into  Levin's  eyes. 

Why?" 
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"'I  know  a  gallant  steed  by  tokens  sure, 
And  by  his  eyes  I  know  a  youth  in  love,'  " 

declaimed  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.    "Everything  is  before  you." Why,  is  it  over  for  you  already  ?  " 

"No;  not  over  exactly,  but  the  future  is  yours,  and  the present  is  mine,  and  the  present— well,  it's  not  all  that  it 
might  be." 
"How  so?" 

"Oh,  things  go  wrong.     But  I  don't  want  to  talk  of  myself, and  besides  I  can't  explain  it  all,"  said  Stepan  Arkadycvitch! 
'Well,  why  have  you  come  to  Moscow,  then?     ...     Hi! take  away!"  he  called  to  the  Tatar. 

"  You  guess?"  responded  Levin,  his  eyes  like  deep  wells  of light  fixed  on  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"I  guess,  but  I  can't  be  the  first  to  talk  about  it.  You  can 
see  by  that  whether  I  guess  right  or  wrong,"  said  Stepan Arkadyevitch,  gazing  at  Levin  with  a  subtle  smile. 

'Well,  and  what  have  you  to  say  to  me?"  said  Levin  in  a quivering  voice,  feeling  that  all  the  muscles  of  his  face  were 
quivering  too.     "How  do  you  look  at  the  question?" 

StepMn  Arkadyevitch  slowly  emptied  his  glass  of  Chablis, never  taking  his  eyes  off  Levin. 

'I?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  "there's  nothing  I  desire so  much  as  that— nothing!  It  would  be  the  best  thing  that could  be." 

' '  Hut  you  're  not  making  a  mistake  ?     You  know  what  we  're 
■peaking  of?"  said  Levin,  piercing  him  with  his  eyes.     "You think  it's  possible?" 

'I  think  it's  possible.     Why  not  possible?" 
"No!  do  you  really  think  it's  possible?     No,  tell  me  all  you think!    Oh,  but  if    .    .    .    if  refusal's  in  store  for  me ! 

Fndeed  I  feel  sure     .     .     ." 

"Why  should  you  think  that?"  said  Stepan  Arkadvcvitch, smiling  at  his  excitement. 

'It  seems  so  to  me  sometimes.     That  will  be  awful  for  me and  for  her  too." 
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"Oh,  well,  anyway  there's  nothing  awful  in  it  for  a  girl. 

Every  girl's  proud  of  an  offer." 

"Yes,  every  girl,  but  not  she." 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled.  He  so  well  knew  that  feeli
ng 

of  Levin's,  that  for  him  all  the  girls  in  the  world  were  divid
ed 

into  two  classes:  one  class— all  the  girls  in  the  world  excep
t 

her,  and  those  girls  with  all  sorts  of  human  weaknesses,
  and 

very  ordinary  girls;  the  other  class— she  alone,  havin
g  no 

weaknesses  of  any  sort  and  higher  than  all  humanity. 

"Stay,  take  some  sauce,"  he  said,  holding  back  Levin's  han
d 

as  it  pushed  away  the  sauce. 

Levin  obediently  helped  himself  to  sauce,  but  would  not  let 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  go  on  with  his  dinner. 

"No,  stop  a  minute,  stop  a  minute,"  he  said.     "You  must 

understand  that  it's  a  question  of  life  and  death  for  me.     I 

have  never  spoken  to  any  one  of  this.     And  there's  no 
 one  I 

could  speak  of  it  to,  except  you.     You  know  we'r
e  utterly 

unlike  each  other,  different  tastes  and  views  and  everyth
ing; 

but  I  know  you're  fond  of  me  and  understand  me,  a
nd  that's 

why  I  like  you  awfully.     But,  for  God's  sake,  be  quite 
 straight- 

forward with  me. "  ,'      .    ,         -i 

"I  tell  you  what  I  think,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  s
mil- 

ing   "But  I '11  say  more:  my  wife  is  a  wonderful  woman  ..." 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  sighed,  remembering  his  
position  with 

his  wife,  and,  after  a  moment's  silence,  resumed—
 "She  has  a 

gift  of  foreseeing  things.     She  sees  right  through  p
eople ;  but 

that's  not  all;  she  knows  what  will  come  to  pass,  esp
ecially 

in  the  way  of  marriages.     She  foretold,  for  inst
ance,  that 

Princess     Shahovskoy     would     marry     Brenteln.    No     o
ne 

would  believe  it,  but  it  came  to  pass.    And  she'
s  on  your 

side." 1  ■  How  do  you  mean  ? "  ,         I 

"It's  not  only  that  she  likes  you— she  says  that  Kitty  i^ 

certain  to  be  your  wife. "  » 

At  these  words  Levin's  face  suddenly  lighted  up  with 

smile,  a  smile  not  far  from  tears  of  emotion. 

"She  says  that!"  cried  Levin.     "I  always  said  she  was  ex 

is 
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quisite,  your  wife.  There,  that's  enough,  enough  said  about it,     he  said,  getting  up  from  his  seat. 
"All  right,  but  do  sit  down." 
But  Levin  could  not  sit  down.  He  walked  with  his  firm tread  twice  up  and  down  the  little  cage  of  a  room,  blinked  his 

eye  ids  that  his  tears  might  not  fall,  and  only  then  sat  down to  the  table. 

' '  You  must  understand, "  said  he,  "  it  '■  not  love.  I  've  been m  love,  but  it's  not  that.  It's  not  my  feeling,  but  a  sort  of force  outside  me  has  taken  possession  of  me.  I  went  away 
you  sec,  because  I  made  up  my  mind  that  it  could  never  be' you  understand,  as  a  happiness  that  does  not  come  on  earth  • 
but  I  vc  struggled  with  myself,  I  see  there's  no  living  without it.    And  it  must  be  settled." 
"What  did  you  go  away  for?" 
"Ah  stop  a  minute !    Ah,  the  thoughts  that  come  crowding on  one!    The  questions  one  must  ask  oneself!    Listen      You 

can  t  imagine  what  you  've  done  for  me  by  what  you  said.    I  'm fo  happy  that  I  ve  become  positively  hateful;  I've  forgotten everything.    I  heard  to-day  that  my  brother  Nikolay 
you  know,  he's  here    .    .    .    I  had  even  forgotten  him.  '  It ~  tonic  that  hCs  happy  too.     It 's  a  sort  of  madness.    Bu 
me  thing's  awful.    .    .    .    Here,  you've  been  married,  vou mow  the  fecl  it,s  awful  that  ̂ ^J  I Past    .    .    .    not  of  love,  but  of  sins    .    .    .    are  brought  all 
t  once  s?  near  to  a  creature  pure  and  innocent;  it's  loathsome, md  that  s  why  one  can 't  help  feeling  oneself  unworthy  ' ' Oh,  well  you've  not  many  sins  on  your  conscience." 

Alas   all  the  same,"  said  Levin,  "when  with  loathing  I  go »er  my  life,  I  shudder  and  curse  and  bitterly  regret  it.    . 

■Sam&T  have?  The  world's  ma
de  so -"  said 

_"The  one  comfort  is  like  that  prayer,  which  I  always  liked  • 
Tf r^V0*  aC,eorfng  t0  my  u™°"hiness,  but  accord-' 
orgive  ™  " g  ̂     That'S  the  °"Iy  way  she  ™» 
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CHAPTER  XI 

Levin  emptied  his  glass,  and  they  were  sile
nt  for  a  while. 

'  <  There  'a  one  other  thing  I  ought  to  tell  you.  Do  you  know 

Vronsky?"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  asked  L
evm. 

"No,  I  don't.    Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Give  us  another  bottle,"  Stepan  Arkadye
vitch  directed 

the  Tatar,  who  was  filling  up  their  glasses  a
nd  fidgeting  round 

them  iust  when  he  was  not  wanted. 

"Why  you  ought  to  know  Vronsky  is  that 
 he's  one  of  your 

'""Who's  Vronsky?"  said  Levin,  and  his  face  was  suddenly 

transformed  f rom  the  look  of  childlike  ecstasy 
 which  Oblonsky 

had  just  been  admiring  to  an  angry  and  
unpleasant  expression 

"Vronsky  is  one  of  the  sons  of  Count  
Kirill  Ivanov.tch 

Vronsky,  and  one  of  the  finest  specimens  
of  the  gilded  youth 

of  Petersburg.    I  made  his  acquaintance  
in  Tver  when  I  was 

there  on  official  business,  and  he  came  there  
for  the  levy  of 

recruits.    Fearfully  rich,  handsome,   great  
connections,   an 

aide-de-camp,  and  with  all  that  a  very  nice,  ̂ "^J 
fellow     But  he 's  more  than  simply  a  good-na

tured  fellow,  as 

I've  found  out  here-he's  a  cultivated  man.too,  
and  very  in- 

telligent; he's  a  man  who'll  make  his  mark." 
Levin  scowled  and  was  dumb. 

"Well,  he  turned  np  here  soon  after  you'd  
gone,  and  as  1 

can  see,  he's  over  head  and  ears  in  love  w
ith  Kitty,  and  you 

know  that  her  mother    ..."  .      »„,„„;„„! 

"Excuse  me,  but  I  know  nothing,"  
said  Levm  fiwnmg 

rioomilv.  And  immediately  he  recolle
cted  lus  brother  Nikolay 

and  how  hateful  he  was  to  have  been  a
ble  to  forget  him 

"You  wait  a  bit,  wait  a  bit,"  said 
 Stepan  Arkadyevrtch, 

smiling  and  touching  his  hand.     "  I  've  
told  you  what  I  know  | 

S  I  repeat  that  in  this  delicate  and 
 tender  matter  as  far  as 

one  can  conjecture,  I  believe  the  chanc
es  are  m  your  favoi. 

Levin  dropped  back  in  his  chair ;  his 
 face  was  pale. 
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"But  I  would  advise  you  to  settle  the  thing  as  soon  as  may 
he,' '  pursued  Oblonsky,  filling  up  his  glass. 

"No,  thanks,  1  can't  drink  any  more,"  said  Levin,  pushing 
away  his  glass.  "I  shall  be  drunk.  .  .  .  Come,  tell  me 
how  you  are  getting  on?"  he  went  on,  obviously  anxious  to change  the  conversation. 

"One  word  more:  in  any  case  I  advise  you  to  settle  the 
question  soon.  To-night  I  don't  advise  you  to  speak,"  said 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "Go  round  to-morrow  morning,  make 
an  offer  in  due  form,  and  God  bless  you.     .     .     ." 

"Oh,  do  you  still  think  of  coming  to  me  for  some  shooting? 
Come  next  spring,  do,"  said  Levin. 
Now  his  whole  soul  was  full  of  remorse  that  he  had  begun 

this  conversation  with  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  A  feeling  such 
as  his  was  profaned  by  talk  of  the  rivalry  of  some  Petersburg 
officer,  of  the  suppositions  and  the  counsels  of  Stepan  Arkadye- vitch. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled.  He  knew  what  was  passing  in 
Levin's  soul. 

Til  come  some  day,"  he  said.     "But  women,  my  boy, 
hey 're  the  pivot  everything  turns  upon.     Things  are  in  a  bad 
way  with  me,  very  bad.     And  it's  all  through  women.     Tell 
me  frankly  now,"  he  pursued,  picking  up  a  cigar  and  keeping 
one  hand  on  his  glass;  "give  me  your  advice." 
"Why,  what  is  it?" 

"  I'll  tell  you.  Suppose  you  're  married,  you  love  your  wife, 
nit  you're  fascinated  by  another  woman.     .     .     ." 
"Excuse  me,  but  I'm  absolutely  unable  to  comprehend 

low  .  .  .  just  as  I  can't  comprehend  how  I  could  now, 
lfter  my  dinner,  go  straight  to  a  baker's  shop  and  steal  a  roll." 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  eyes  sparkled  more  than  usual. 
'Why  not?  A  roll  will  sometimes  smell  so  good  one  can't resist  it. 

'"  Himmlisch  ist's,  worm  ich  bczwungen Mcine  irdische  Bcgier; 

Abcr  doch  wenn's  nicht  gclungcn 
Hatt'  ich  auch  rccht  hiibsch  Plaisir!'" 
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As  he  said  this,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled  subtly.  Levin, 

too,  could  not  help  smiling. 

"Yes;  but  joking  apart,"  resumed  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, 
"you  must  understand  that  the  woman  is  a  sweet,  gentle, 

loving  creature,  poor  and  lonely,  and  has  sacrificed  every- ' 

thing.  Now,  when  the  thing's  done,  don't  you  see,  can  one 
possibly  cast  her  off?  Even  supposing  one  parts  from  her, 

so  as  not  to  break  up  one's  family  life,  still,  can  one  help  feel- 

ing for  her,  setting  her  on  her  feet,  softening  her  lot?" 
"Well,  you  must  excuse  me  there.  You  know  to  me  all 

women  are  divided  into  two  classes  ...  at  least  no  .  .  . 

truer  to  say:  there •  are  women  and  there  are  .  .  .  I've 
never  seen  exquisite  fallen  beings,  and  I  never  shall  see  them, 

but  such  creatures  as  that  painted  Frenchwoman  at  the  counter 

with  the  ringlets  are  varmin  to  my  mind,  and  all  fallen  women 

are  the  same." 
"But  the  Magdalen?" 
"Ah,  drop  that!  .Christ  would  never  have  said  those  words 

if  He  had  known  how  they  would  be  abused,  ,Of  alL-the 

Gospel  those  words  are  the  only  ones  remembered  However, 

I'm  not  saying  so  much  what  I  think,  as  what  I  feel.  JJiaxe 

a  loathing  for  fallen  women..  You're  afraid  of  spiders,  and  I 

of  these  vermin.  Most  likely  you've  not  made  a  study  of 

spiders  and  don't  know  their  character ;  and  so  it  is  with  me.'r 

"It's  very  well  for  you  to  talk  like  that ;  it's  very  much  like 

that  gentleman  in  Dickens  who  used  to  fling  all  difficult  ques- 
tions over  his  right  shoulder.  But  to  deny  the  facts  is  no 

answer.  What's  to  be  done— you  tell  me  that,  what's  to  be 

done  ?  Your  wife  gets  older,  while  you  're  full  of  life.  Before 

you've  time  to  look  round,  you  feel  that  you  can't  love  your 
wife  with  love,  however  much  you  may  esteem  her.  And  then 

all  at  once  love  turns  up,  and  you're  done  for,  done  for!" 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  with  weary  despair. 

Levin  half  smiled. 

"Yes,  you're  done  for,"  resumed  Oblonsky.  "But  what's 
to  be  done?" 

"Don't  steal  rolls." 
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Stepan  Arkadyevitch  laughed  outright. 

"0  moralist!     But  you  must  understand,  there  are  two 
omen:  one  insists  only  on  her  rights,  and  those  rights  are 

pour  love,  which  you  can't  give  her;  and  the  other  sacrifices 
jverything  for  you  and  asks  for  nothing.  What  are  you  to 

lo  ?     How  are  you  to  act  ?     There 's  a  fearful  tragedy  in  it. ' ' 

11 If  you  care  for  my  profession  of  faith  as  regards  that,  I'll 
ell  you  that  I  don't  believe  there  was  any  tragedy  about  it. 
And  this  is  why.  To  my  mind,  love  .  .  .  both  the  sorts 
)f  love,  which  you  remember  Plato  defines  in  his  Banquet, 
serve  as  the  test  of  men.  Some  men  only  understand  one  sort, 

ind  some  only  the  other.  And  those  who  only  know  the  non- 
)latonic  love  have  no  need  to  talk  of  tragedy.  In  such  love 

here  can  be  no  sort  of  tragedy.  'I'm  much  obliged  for  the 
^ratification,  my  humble  respects' — that's  all  the  tragedy. 
And  in  platonic  love  there  can  be  no  tragedy,  because  in  that 

ove  all  is  clear  and  pure,  because     .     .     ." 
At  that  instant  Levin  recollected  his  own  sins  and  the  inner 

fonflict  he  had  lived  through.     And  he  added  unexpectedly: 

"  But  perhaps  you  are  right.  Very  likely.  .  .  .  I  don't 
snow,  I  don't  know." 
"It's  this,  don't  you  see,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, 

*  you 're  very  much  all  of  a  piece.  That's  your  strong  point 
ind  your  failing.  You  have  a  character  that's  all  of  a  piece, 
ind  you  want  the  whole  of  life  to  be  of  a  piece  too — but  that 's 
lot  how  it  is.  You  despise  public  official  work  because  you 
vant  the  reality  to  be  invariably  corresponding  all  the  while 

kvith  the  aim — and  that's  not  how  it  is.  You  want  a  man's 
,vork,  too,  always  to  have  a  defined  aim,  and  love  and  family 

ife  always  to  be  undivided — and  that's  not  how  it  is.  All  the 
variety,  all  the  charm,  all  the  beauty  of  life  is  made  up  of 

ight  and  shadow." 
Levin  sighed  and  made  no  reply.  He  was  thinking  of  his 

iwn  affairs,  and  did  not  hear  Oblonsky. 
And  suddenly  both  of  them  felt  that  though  they  were 

friends,  though  they  had  been  dining  and  drinking  together, 
•vhich  should  have  drawn  them  closer,  yet  each  was  thinking 
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only  of  his  own  affairs,  and  they  had  nothing  to  do  with  one 

another.  Oblonsky  had  more  than  once  experienced  this  ex- 
treme sense  of  aloofness,  instead  of  intimacy,  coming  on  after 

dinner,  and  he  knew  what  to  do  in  such  cases. 

"Bill!"  he  called,  and  he  went  into  the  next  room,  where 

he  promptly  came  across  an  aide-de-camp  of  his  acquaintance 

and  dropped  into  a  conversation  with  him  about  an  actress 

and  her  protector.  And  at  once  in  the  conversation  with  the 

aide-de-camp  Oblonsky  had  a  sense  of  relaxation  and  relief 

after  the  conversation  with  Levin,  which  always  put  him  to 

too  great  a  mental  and  spiritual  strain. 

When  the  Tatar  appeared  with  a  bill  for  twenty-six  roubles 

and  odd  kopecks,  beside  a  tip  for  himself,  Levin,  who  would 

another  time  have  been  horrified,  like  any  one  from  the  coun- 

try, at  his  share  of  fourteen  roubles,  did  not  notice  it,  paid, 

and  set  off  homewards,  to  dress  and  go  to  the  Shtcherbatskys' there  to  decide  his  fate. 

CHAPTER  XII 

The  young  Princess  Kitty  Shtcherbatsky  was  eighteen.  It 

was  the  first  winter  that  she  had  been  out  in  the  world.  Her 

success  in  society  had  been  greater  than  that  of  either  of  her 

elder  sisters,  and  greater  even  than  her  mother  had  antici- 

pated. To  say  nothing  of  the  young  men  who  danced  at  the 

Moscow  balls  being  almost  all  in  love  with  Kitty,  two  serious 

suitors  had  already  this  first  winter  made  their  appearance : 

Levin  and,  immediately  after  his  departure,  Count  Vjronsky. 

Levin's  appearance  at  the  beginning  of  the  winter,  his  fre- 

quent visits,  and  evident  love  for  Kitty,  had  led  to  the  first 

serious  conversations  between  Kitty's  parents  as  to  her  future, 

and  to  disputes  between  them.  The  prince  was  on 
 Levin's 

side;  he  said  he  wished  for  nothing  better  for  Kitty.  T
he 

princess  for  her  part,  going  round  the  question  in  the  ma
nner 

peculiar  to  women,  maintained  that  Kitty  was  too  young,  that 
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ievin  had  done  nothing  to  prove  that  he  had  serious  inten- 
;ions,  that  Kitty  felt  no  great  attraction  to  him,  and  other  side 
ssues;  but  she  did  not  state  the  principal  point,  which  was 
hat  she  looked  for  a  better  match  for  her  daughter,  and  that 
^evin  was  not  to  her  liking,  and  she  did  not  understand  him 
When  Levin  had  abruptly  departed,  the  princess  was  de- 

lighted, and  said  to  her  husband  triumphantly:  "You  see  I 
vas  right."  When  Vronsky  appeared  on  the  scene,  she  was Kill  more  delighted,  confirmed  in  her  opinion  that  Kitty  was o  make  not  simply  a  good,  but  a  brilliant  match. 
In  the  mother's  eyes  there  could  be  no  comparison  between Vronsky  and  Levin.     She  disliked  in  Levin  his  strange  and 

incompromismg  opinions  and  his  shyness  in  society,  founded 
.s  she  supposed,  on  his  pride  and  his  queer  sort  of  life,  as  she 
onsidered  it,  absorbed  in  cattle  and  peasants.     She  did  not 
ery  much  like  it  that  he,  who  was  in  love  with  her  daughter 
ad  kept  coming  to  the  house  for  six  weeks,  as  though  he  were 
waiting  for  something,  inspecting,  as  though  he  were  afraid  he 
light  be  doing  them  too  great  an  honor  by  making  an  offer, nd  did  not  realize  that  a  man,  who  continually  visits  at  a 
ouse  where  there  is  a  young  unmarried  girl,  is  bound  to  make 
is  intentions  clear.     And  suddenly,  without  doing  so,  he  dis- 
ppeared.     "It's  as  well  he's  not  attractive  enough  for  Kitty >  have  fallen  in  love  with  him, ' '  thought  the  mother 
Vronsky  satisfied  all  the  mother's  desires.     Very  wealthy lever,  of  aristocratic  family,  on  the  highroad  to  a  brilliant ireer  m  the  army  and  at  cq^  ̂   &  fagcinati        man 'otniiig  better  could  be  wished  for. 
Vronsky  openly  flirted  with  Kitty  at  balls,  danced  with  her 
m  came  continually  to  the  house,  consequently  there  could 
8  no  doubt  of  the  seriousness  of  his  intentions.     But  in  spite that   the  mother  had  spent  the  whole  of  that  winter  in  a ate  of  terrible  anxiety  and  agitation. 
Princess  Shtcherbatsky  had  herself  been  married  thirty ars  ago,  her  aunt  arranging  the  match.  Her  husband,  about 10m  everything  was  well  known  beforehand,  had  come,  looked 
his  future  bride,  and  been  looked  at.     The  matchmaking 
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annt  had  ascertained  and  communicated  their 
 mutual  impress- 1 

sion     That  impression  had  been  favorable.    Aft
erwards   on 

a  day  fixed  beforehand,  the  expected  offer  was 
 made  to  herl 

parents,  and  accepted.    All  had  passed  very  simp
ly  and  easily.! 

So  it  seemed,  at  least,  to  the  princess.    But  
over  her  own! 

daughters  she  had  felt  how  far  from  simple  and  easy  is 
 the| 

business,  apparently  so  commonplace,  of  marryi
ng  oil  one  si 

daughters.    The  panics  that  had  been  lived  th
rough,   the, 

thoughts  that  had  been  brooded  over,  the  money  
that  had  beenl 

wasted,  and  the  disputes  with  her  husband  over 
 marrying  the 

two  elder  girls,  Darya  and  Natalia!     Now,  since 
 the  youngest 

had  come  out,  she  was  going  through  the  sam
e  terrors   the. 

same  doubts,  and  still  more  violent  quarrels  with
  her  husbandj 

than  she  had  over  the  elder  girls.    The  old  pri
nce,  like  all, 

fathers  indeed,  was  exceedingly  punctilious  on 
 the  score  of  thd 

honor  and  reputation  of  his  daughters.    He  
was  irrationally! 

iealous  over  his  daughters,  especially  over  Kitty
,  who  was  hi! 

favorite     At  every  turn  he  had  scenes  with  t
he  princess  foi 

compromising  her  daughter.    The  princess  had  g
rown  accuj 

tomed  to  this  already  with  her  other  daughters, 
 but  now  shf 

felt  that  there  was  more  ground  for  the  
prince  s  touchiness 

She  saw  that  of  late  years  much  was  changed 
 in  the  manners  ol 

society,  that  a  mother's  duties  had  becom
e  still  more  difflcull 

She  saw  that  girls  of  Kitty's  age  formed  some
  sort  of  club| 

went  to  some  sort  of  lectures,  mixed  freely
  in  men  s  societj 

drove  about  the  streets  alone,  many  of  th
em  did  not  curtse* 

and,  what  was  the  most  important  thing,  all  th
e  men  were  firmf 

convinced  that  to  choose  their  husband  wa
s  their  own  anaii 

and  not  their  parents'.    "Marriages  aren't  made  n
owadays  J 

they  used  to  be,"  was  thought  and  said  by  all
  these  youij 

girls,  and  even  by  their  elders.    But  how  marriag
es  were  ma| 

now,  the  princess  could  not  learn  from  any  
one.    The  b  renci 

fashion-of  the  parents  arranging  *eir  child
ren  sfuturej 

was  not  accepted;  it  was  condemmed.    
The  English  fashioi 

of  the  complete  independence  of  girls  was  al
so  not  accepte| 

and  not  possible  in  Russian  society.    The  Rus
sian  fashion  J 

matchmaking  by  the  offices  of  intermedi
ate  persons  was  tor 
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some  reason  considered  unseemly;  it  was  ridiculed  by  every 
one,  and  by  the  princess  herself.     But  how  girls  were  to  be 
married,    and   how   parents   were   to  marry   them,    no   one 
knew.     Every  one  with  whom  the  princess  had  chanced  to 
discuss  the  matter  said  the  same  thing:  " Mercy  on  us,  it's 
high  time  in  our  day  to  cast  off  all  that  old-fashioned  business. 
It's  the  young  people  have  to  marry,  and  not  their  parents; and  so  we  ought  to  leave  the  young  people  to  arrange  it  as 
they  choose."     It  was  very  easy  for  any  one  to  say  that  who had  no  daughters,  but  the  princess  realized  that  in  the  process 
of  getting  to  know  each  other,  her  daughter  might  fall  in  love, 
and  fall  in  love  with  some  one  who  did  not  care  to  marry  her 
or  who  was  quite  unfit  to  be  her  husband.     And,  however 
much  it  was  instilled  into  the  princess  that  in  our  times  youno 
people  ought  to  arrange  their  lives  for  themselves,  she  was 
unable  to  believe  it,  just  as  she  would  have  been  unable  to 
believe  that,  at  any  time  whatever,  the  most  suitable  playthings for  children  five  years  old  ought  to  be  loaded  pistols.     And  so 
the  princess  was  more  uneasy  over  Kitty  than  she  had  been Dver  her  elder  sisters. 

Now  she  was  afraid  that  Vronsky  might  confine  himself  to 
simply  flirting  with  her  daughter.     She  saw  that  her  daughter vas  m  love  with  him,  but  tried  to  comfort  herself  with  the 
ihought  that  he  was  an  honorable  man,  and  would  not  do  this 
3ut  at  the  same  time  she  knew  how  easy  it  is,  with  the  freedom 
>t  manners  of  to-day,  to  turn  a  girl's  head,  and  how  lightly ien  generally  regard  such  a  crime.   The  week  before,  Kitty  had 
old  her  mother  of  a  conversation  she  had  had  with  Vronsky luring  a  mazurka.     This  conversation  had  partly  reassured 
he  princess  -  but  perfectly  at  ease  she  could  not  be.     Vronsky *d  told  Kitty  that  both  he  and  his  brother  were  so  used  to 
beymg  their  mother  that  they  never  made  up  their  minds  to 
ny  important  undertaking  without  consulting  her      "And 
-ist  now,  I  am  impatiently  awaiting  my  mother's  arrival  in etersburg,  as  peculiarly  fortunate,"  he  told  her 
Kitty  had  repeated  this  without  attaching  any  significance 
>  the  words.     But  her  mother  saw  them  in  a  different  light 
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She  knew  that  the  old  lady  was  expected  from  day  to  day, 

that  she  would  be  pleased  at  her  son's  choice,  and  she  felt  it 

strange  that  he  should  not  make  his  offer  through  fear  of 

vexing  his  mother.     However,  she  was  so  anxious  for  the  mar-  I 

riage  itself,  and  still  more  for  relief  from  her  fears,  that  she  j 

believed  it  was  so.     Bitter  as  it  was  for  the  princess  to  see  the 

unhappiness  of  her  eldest  daughter,  Dolly,  on  the  point  of 

leaving  her  husband,  her  anxiety  over  the  decision  of  her] 

youngest  daughter's  fate  engrossed  all  her  feelings.     To-day, 

with  Levin's  reappearance,  a  fresh  source  of  anxiety  arose. 

She  was  afraid  that  her  daughter,  who  had  at  one  time,  as  she 

fancied,  a  feeling  for  Levin,  might,  from  extreme  sense  of 

honor,  refuse  Vronsky,  and  that  Levin's  arrival  might  gener- 

ally complicate  and  delay  the  affair  so  near  being  concluded. 

"Why,  has  he  been  here  long?"  the  princess  asked  about 
Levin,  as  they  returned  home. 

' '  He  came  to-day,  mamma. ' ' 

"There's  one  thing  I  want  to  say  .  .  ."  began  the  prin- 

cess, and  from  her  serious  and  alert  face,  Kitty  guessed  what 
it  would  be. 

"Mamma,"  she  said,  flushing  hotly  and  turning  quickly  to 

her,  "please,  please  don't  say  anything  about  that.  I  know, 

I  know  all  about  it. " 
She  wished  for  what  her  mother  wished  for,  but  the  motives 

of  her  mother's  wishes  wounded  her. 

"I  only  want  to  say  that  to  raise  hopes     .     .     . ' ' 

"Mamma,  darling,  for  goodness'  sake,  don't  talk  about  it. 

It's  so  horrible  to  talk  about  it." 

"I  won't,"  said  her  mother,  seeing  the  tears  in  her  daugh- 

ter's eyes;  "but  one  thing,  my  love;  you  promised  me  you 

would  have  no  secrets  from  me.     You  won't?" 

"Never,  mamma,  none,"  answered  Kitty,  flushing  a  little, 

and  looking  her  mother  straight  in  the  face;  "but  there's  nT 
use  in  my  telling  you  anything,  and  I     .     .     .     I     .     •     • 

I  wanted  to,  I  don't  know  what  to  say  or  how.     .     .     . 

don't  know     ..." 

"No,  she  could  not  tell  an  untruth  with  those  eyes,"  thougW 
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the  mother,  smiling  at  her  agitation  and  happiness.  The 
princess  smiled  that  what  was  taking  place  just  now  in  her 
soul  seemed  to  the  poor  child  so  immense  and  so  important. 

CHAPTER  XIII 

After  dinner,  and  till  the  beginning  of  the  evening,  Kitty 
was  feeling  a  sensation  akin  to  the  sensation  of  a  young  man 
before  a  battle.  Her  heart  throbbed  violently,  and  her 
'noughts  Avould  not  rest  on  anything. 
She  felt  that  this  evening,  when  they  would  both  meet  for 

:he  first  time,  would  be  a  turning-point  in  her  life.     And  she 
vas  continually  picturing  them  to  herself,  at  one  moment  each 
ieparately,  and  then  both  together.     When  she  mused  on  the 
Mist,  she  dwelt  with  pleasure,  with  tenderness,  on  the  memories 
)f  her  relations  with  Levin.     The  memories  of  childhood  and 
)f  Levin's  friendship  with  her  dead  brother  gave  a  special )oetic  charm  to  her  relations  with  him.     His  love  for  her,  of 
vhich  she  felt  certain,  was  flattering  and  delightful  to  her; 
md   it   was   pleasant  for   her   to   think   of   Levin.     In   her 
aemories  of  Vronsky  there  always  entered  a  certain  element 
if  awkwardness,  though  he  was  in  the  highest  degree  well-bred 
nd  at  ease,  as  though  there  were  some  false  note— not  in 
fronsky,  he  was  very  simple  and  nice,  but  in  herself,  while 
nth  Levin  she  felt  perfectly  simple  and  clear.     But,  on  the 
ther  hand,  directly  she  thought  of  the  future  with  Vronsky, 
here  arose  before  her  a  perspective  of  brilliant  happiness;' rith  Levin  the  future  seemed  misty. 
When  she  went  up-stairs  to  dress,  and  looked  into  the  look- 

ig-glass,  she  noticed  with  joy  that  it  was  one  of  her  good ays,   and  that  she  was  in  complete  possession  of  all   her 
Drees,— she  needed  this  so  for  what  lay  before  her:  she  was 
Miseious  of  external  composure  and  free  grace  in  her  move- tents. 

At  half-past  seven  she  had  only  just  gone  down  into  the 
rawing-room,   when   the   footman   announced,   "  Konstantin 
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Dmitrievitch  Levin. ' '     The  princess  was  still  in  her  room,  and  | 

the  prince  had  not  come  in.     "So  it  is  to  be,"  thought  Kitty, 
and  all  the  blood  seemed  to  rush  to  her  heart.     She  was  horri- 

fied at  her  paleness,  as  she  glanced  into  the  looking-glass.     At 

that  moment  she  knew  beyond  doubt  that  he  had  come  early 

on  purpose  to  find  her  alone  and  to  make  her  an  offer.     And 

only  then  for  the  first  time  the  whole  thing  presented  itself  in 

a  new,  different  aspect ;  only  then  she  realized  that  the  question  j 

did  not  affect  her  only— with  whom  she  would  be  happy,  and  j 
whom  she  loved— but  that  she  would  have  that  moment  tol 

wound  a  man  whom  she  liked.     And  to  wound  him  cruelly,  j 
What  for?     Because  he,  dear  fellow,  loved  her,  was  in  love  I 

with  her.     But  there  was  no  help  for  it,  so  it  must  be,  so  itl 
would  have  to  be. 

"My  God!  shall  I  myself  really  have  to  say  it  to  him?"  she! 

thought.  "Can  I  tell  him  I  don't  love  him?  That  will  be  a  I 

lie.  What  am  I  to  say  to  him?  That  I  love  some  one  else?! 

No,  that's  impossible.     I'm  going  away,  I'm  going  away." 

She  had  reached  the  door,  when  she  heard  his  step.  "No!| 
it's  not  honest.  What  have  I  to  be  afraid  of?  I  have  done 

nothing  wrong.  What  is  to  be,  will  be!  I'll  tell  the  truth. 

And  with  him  one  can't  be  ill  at  ease.  Here  he  is,"  she  saidj 
to  herself,  seeing  his  powerful,  shy  figure,  with  his  shining  eyed 

fixed  on  her.  She  looked  straight  into  his  face,  as  thoughl 

imploring  him  to  spare  her,  and  gave  her  hand. 

"It's  not  time  yet ;  I  think  I'm  too  early,"  he  said,  glancing 

round  the  empty  drawing-room.  When  he  saw  that'  h
is  ex4 

pectations  were  realized,  that  there  was  nothing  to  prevent 

him  from  speaking,  his  face  became  gloomy. 

"Oh,  no,"  said  Kitty,  and  sat  down  to  the  table.  ^     I 

"But  this  was  just  what  I  wanted,  to  find  you  alone,"  h<j 
began,  not  sitting  down,  and  not  looking  at  her,  so  as  not  t

o 
lose  courage. 

"Mamma   will   be    down   directly.     She   was   very   mucM 

tired     .     .     .     Yesterday     .     .     ."  _ 

She  talked  on,  not  knowing  what  her  lips  were  uttering,  and 

not  taking  her  supplicating  and  caressing  eyes  off  him. 
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He  glanced  at  her ;  she  blushed,  and  ceased  speaking. 

"I  told  you  I  did  not  know  whether  I  should  be  here 
ong    .     .     .     that  it  depended  on  you     .     .     ." 
She  dropped  her  head  lower  and  lower,  not  knowing  herself 

vhat  answer  she  should  make  to  what  was  coming. 

"That  it  depended  on  you,"  he  repeated.  "I  meant  to 
iay  .  .  .  I  meant  to  say  ...  I  came  for  this  .  .  . 

o  be  my  wife!"  he  brought  out,  not  knowing  what  he  was 
aying;  but  feeling  that  the  most  terrible  thing  was  said,  he 

[topped  short  and  looked  at  her.     .     .  -  . 
She  was  breathing  heavily,  not  looking  at  him.  She  was 

feeling  ecstasy.  Her  soul  was  flooded  with  happiness.  She 
Jiad  never  anticipated  that  the  utterance  of  love  would  produce 
uch  a  powerful  effect  on  her.  But  it  lasted  only  an  instant. 
She  remembered  Vronsky.  She  lifted  her  clear,  truthful  eyes, 
md  seeing  his  desperate  face,  she  answered  hastily : 

1 '  That  cannot  be     .     .     .     forgive  me. '  ' 
A  moment  ago,  and  how  close  she  had  been  to  him,  of  what 

mportance  in  his  life !  And  how  aloof  and  remote  from  him 
:he  had  become  now! 

1 '  It  was  bound  to  be  so, ' '  he  said,  not  looking  at  her. 
He  bowed,  and  was  meaning  to  retreat. 

CHAPTER  XIV 

But  at  that  very  moment  the  princess  came  in.  There  was 
look  of  horror  on  her  face  when  she  saw  them  alone,  and 

heir  disturbed  faces.  Levin  bowed  to  her,  and  said  nothing, 

litty  did  not  speak  nor  lift  her  eyes.  "Thank  God,  she  has 
•efused  him,"  thought  the  mother,  and  her  face  lighted  up 
vith  the  habitual  smile  with  which  she  greeted  her  guests  on 
^hursdays.  She  sat  down  and  began  questioning  Levin  about 
liis  life  in  the  country.  He  sat  down  again,  waiting  for  other 
risitors  to  arrive,  in  order  to  retreat  unnoticed. 
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Five  minutes  later  there  came  in  a  friend  of  Kitty's,  mar- 
ried the  preceding  winter,  Countess  Nordston. 

She  was  a  thin,  sallow,  sickly,  and  nervous  woman,  wit 

brilliant  black  eyes.  She  was  fond  of  Kitty,  and  her  affection 

for  her  showed  itself,  as  the  affection  of  married  women  for 

girls  always  does,  in  the  desire  to  make  a  match  for  Kitty  after 

her  own  ideal  of  married  happiness ;  she  wanted  her  to  marry 

Vronsky.  Levin  she  had  often  met  at  the  Shtcherbatskys' 
early  in  the  winter,  and  she  had  always  disliked  him.  Her  in- 

variable and  favorite  pursuit,  when  they  met,  consisted  in 

making  fun  of  him. 

"I  do  like  it  when  he  looks  down  at  me  from  the  height  of 

his  grandeur,  or  breaks  off  his  learned  conversation  with  me 

because  I'm  a  fool,  or  is  condescending  to  me.  I  like  that  so; 

to  see  him  condescending!  I  am  so  glad  he  can't  bear  me," she  used  to  say  of  him. 

She  was  right,  for  Levin  actually  could  not  bear  her,  and 

despised  her  for  what  she  was  proud  of  and  regarded  as  a 

fine  characteristic— her  nervousness,  her  delicate  contempt  and 

indifference  for  everything  coarse  and  earthly. 

The  Countess  Nordston  and  Levin  had  got  into  that  relation 

with  one  another  not  seldom  seen  in  society,  when  two  persons, 

who  remain  externally  on  friendly  terms,  despise  each  other 

to  such  a  degree  that  they  cannot  even  take  each  other  seri- 

ously, and  cannot  even  be  offended  by  each  other. 

The  Countess  Nordston  pounced  upon  Levin  at  once. 

"Ah!  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch !  So  you've  come  back  to| 

our  corrupt  Babylon,"  she  said,  giving  him  her  tiny,  yellow | 

hand,  and  recalling  what  he  had  chanced  to  say  early  in  the! 

winter,  that  Moscow  was  a  Babylon.  "Come,  is  Babylon| 

reformed,  or  have  you  degenerated?"  she  added,  glancing 
with  a  simper  at  Kitty. 

"It's  very  flattering  for  me,  countess,  that  you  remembe 

my  words  so  well,"  responded  Levin,  who  had  succeeded 
 u 

recovering  his  composure,  and  at  once  from  habit  dropped 
 into 

his  tone  of  joking  hostility  to  the  Countess  Nordston.      
'  They 

must  certainly  make  a  great  impression  on  you." 

i 
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"Oh,  I  should  think  so!     I  always  note  it  all  down.     Well, Kitty,  have  you  been  skating  again ?     .     .     ." 
And  she  began  talking  to  Kitty.  Awkward  as  it  was  for 

Levin  to  withdraw  now,  it  would  still  have  been  easier  for  him' 
to  perpetrate  this  awkwardness  than  to  remain  all  the  evening 
and  see  Kitty,  who  glanced  at  him  now  and  then  and  avoided 
his  eyes.  He  was  on  the  point  of  getting  up,  when  the  prin- 

cess, noticing  that  he  was  silent,  addressed  him. 

"Shall  you  be  long  in  Moscow?     You're  busy  with  the  dis- 
trict council,  though,  aren't  you,  and  can't  be  away  for  long?" 

"No,  princess,  I'm  no  longer  a  member  of  the  council,"  he said.     ' '  I  have  come  up  for  a  few  days. ' ' 
"There's  something  the  matter  with  him,"  thought  Countess Nordston,  glancing  at  his  stern,  serious  face.  "He  isn't  in  his 

old  argumentative  mood.  But  I'll  draw  him  out.  I  do  love 
making  a  fool  of  him  before  Kitty,  and  I'll  do  it." 

"Konstantin  Dmitrievitch, "  she  said  to  him,  "do  explain  to me,  please,  what's  the  meaning  of  it.  You  know  all  about 
such  things.  At  home  in  our  village  of  Kaluga  all  the  peasants 
and  all  the  women  have  drunk  up.  all  they  possessed,  and  now 
they  can't  pay  us  any  rent..  What's  the  meaning  of  that? You  always  praise  the  peasants  so." 
At  that  instant  another  lady  came  into  the  room,  and  Levin got  up. 

"Excuse  me,  countess,  but  I  really  know  nothing  about  it, and  can  t  tell  you  anything,"  he  said,  and  looked  round  at  the Dmcer  who  came  in  behind  the  lady. 

"That  must  be  Vronsky,"  thought  Levin,  and,  to  be  sure  of %  glanced  at  Kitty.  She  had  already  had  time  to  look  at 
Vronsky,  and  looked  round  .at  Levin.  And  simply  from  the 
ook  m  her  eyes,  that  grew  unconsciously  brighter,  Levin  knew bat  she  loved  that  man,  knew  it  as  surely  as  if  she  had  told 
nm  so  m  words.  But  what  sort  of  man  was  he?  Now 
vhether  for  good  or  for  ill,  Levin  could  not  choose  but  remain ' ie  must  find  out  what  the  man  was  like  whom  she  loved. 
There  are  people  who,  on  meeting  a  successful  rival,  no 
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everything  good  in  him,  and  to  see  only  what  is  bad.  Ther
e 

are  people,  on  the  other  hand,  who  desire  above  all  to  find  in 

that  lucky  rival  the  qualities  by  which  he  has  outstripped 

them,  and  seek  with  a  throbbing  ache  at  heart  only  what  is 

good.  Levin  belonged  to  the  second  class.  But  he  had  no 

difficulty  in  finding  what  was  good  and  attractive  in  Vronsky. 

It  was  apparent  at  the  first  glance.  Vronsky  was  a  squarely 

built,  dark  man,  not  very  tall,  with  a  good-humored,  hand-
 

some, and  exceedingly  calm  and  resolute  face.  Everything 

about  his  face  and  figure,  from  his  short-cropped  black  hair 

and  freshly  shaven  chin  down  to  his  loosely  fitting,  bran-new 

uniform,  was  simple  and  at  the  same  time  elegant.  Making 

way  for  the  lady  who  had  come  in,  Vronsky  went  up  to  the 

princess  and  then  to  Kitty. 

As  he  approached  her,  his  beautiful  eyes  shone  with  a  I 

specially  tender  light,  and  with  a  faint,  happy,  and  modestly  I 

triumphant  smile  (so  it  seemed  to  Levin),  bowing  carefully 

and  respectfully  over  her,  he  held  out  his  small  broad  hand  to
 

her.  I 

Greeting  and  saying  a  few  words  to  every  one,  he  sat  dow
n 

without  once  glancing  at  Levin,  who  had  never  taken  his  e
yes 

off  him.  .  .    I 

4 'Let  me  introduce  you,"  said  the  princess,  indicating  Levin, 

"Konstantin  Dmitrievitch  Levin,  Count  Alexey  Kinllov
itch 

Vronsky.' '  .  , 

Vronsky  got  up  and,  looking  cordially  at  Levin,  sh
ook  handd 

with  him.  .         ,, 

"I  believe  I  was  to  have  dined  with  you  this  winter,  nej 

said,  smiling  his  simple  and  open  smile;  "but  you  had 
 unexJ 

pectedly  left  for  the  country/ '     .  I 

"  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch  despises  and  hates  town  and  usj 

townspeople/ '  said  Countess  Nordston. 

' 'My  words  must  make  a  deep  impression  on  you,  since  youj 

remember  them  so  well, "'said  Levin,  and,  suddenly  conscioud 
that  he  had  said  just  the  same  thing  before,  he  reddened. 

Vronsky  looked  at  Levin  and  Countess  Nordston,  and smiled. 
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' '  Are  you  always  in  the  country  ? ' '  he  inquired.     * '  I  should 
hink  it  must  be  dull  in  the  winter." 

"It's  not  dull  if  one  has  work  to  do;  besides,  one's  not  dull 
»y  oneself,"  Levin  replied  abruptly. 
"I  am  fond  of  the  country,"  said  Vronsky,  noticing,  and 

jiffecting  not  to  notice,  Levin's  tone. 

"But  I  hope,  count,  you  would  not  consent  to  live  in  the 
ountry  always, ' '  said  Countess  Nordston. 

' '  I  don 't  know ;  I  have  never  tried  for  long.  I  experienced 
rfe  queer  feeling  once,"  he  went  on.  "I  never  longed  so  for  the 
Tjountry,  Russian  country,  with  bast  shoes  and  peasants,  as 
When  I  was  spending  a  winter  with  my  mother  in  Nice.  Nice 
tself  is  dull  enough,  you  know.  And  indeed,  Naples  and 
Sorrento  are  only  pleasant  for  a  short  time.  And  it's  just 
here  that  Russia  comes  back  to  me  most  vividly,  and  especially 
he  country.     It's  as  though     ..." 
He  talked  on,  addressing  both  Kitty  and  Levin,  turning  his 

;erene,  friendly  eyes  from  one  to  the  other,  and  saying  ob- 
•iously  just  what  came  into  his  head. 
Noticing  that  Countess  Nordston  wanted  to  say  something, 

be  stopped  short  without  finishing  what  he  had  begun,  and 
|istened  attentively  to  her. 
The  conversation  did  not  flag  for  an  instant,  so  that 

he  princess,  who  always  kept  in  reserve,  in  case  a  subject 
ihould  be  lacking,  two  heavy  guns— the  relative  ad- 

vantages of  classical  and  of  modern  education,  and 
jnnversal  military  service— had  not  to  move  out  either  of 
hem,  while  Countess  Nordston  had  not  a  chance  of  chaffing evin. 

Levin  wanted  to,  and  could  not,  take  part  in  the  general 
onversation;  saying  to  himself  every  instant,  "Now  go,"  he 
till  did  not  go,  as  though  waiting  for  something. 
^  The  conversation  fell  upon  table-turning  and  spirits,  and 
tountess  Nordston,  who  believed  in  spiritualism,  began  to 'escribe  the  marvels  she  had  seen. 

"Ah,  countess,  you  really  must  take  me,  for  pity's  sake  do ake  me  to  see  them!     I  have  never  seen  anything  extraor- 
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dinary,  though  I  am  always  on  the  lookout  for  it  every  wher
e," 

said  Vronsky,  smiling. 

"Very  well,  next  Saturday,"  answered  Countess  Nordston. 

"But  you,  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch,  do  you  believe  in  it?"  she asked  Levin.  y  y 

"Why  do  you  ask  me?    You  know  what  I  shall  say.' 

"But  I  want  to  hear  your  opinion.' ' 

"My  opinion,"  answered  Levin,  "is  only  that  this  table- 

turning  simply  proves  that  educated  society— so  called— 
is  no 

higher  than  the  peasants.     They  believe  in  the  evil  eye,  and  in 

witchcraft  and  omens,  while  we     .     ,     ." 

"Oh,  then  you  don't  believe  in  it?" 
"I  can't  believe  in  it,  countess." 
' '  But  if  I  've  seen  it  myself  ? " 

"The  peasant  women  too  tell  us  they  have  seen  goblins." 

"Then  you  think  I  tell  a  lie?" 
And  she  laughed  a  mirthless  laugh. 

"Oh,  no,  Masha,  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch  said  he  could  not 

believe  in  it,"  said  Kitty,  blushing  for  Levin,  and  Levin  saw^ 

this,  and,  still  more  exasperated,  would  have  answered,  but 

Vronsky  with  his  bright  frank  smile  rushed  to  the  support  of 

the  conversation,  which  was  threatening  to  become  disagreed 

able.  .  A  I 

"You  do  not  admit  the  conceivability  at  all?"  he  queried  J 

"But  why  not?  We  admit  the  existence  of  electricity,  ofl 

which  we  know  nothing.  Why  should  there  not  be  some  new 

force,  still  unknown  to  us,  which     ..." 

"When  electricity  was  discovered,"  Levin  interrupted 

hurriedly,  "it  was  only  the  phenomenon  that  was  discovered!
 

and  it  was  unknown  from  what  it  proceeded  and  what  were  ltd 

effects,  and  ages  passed  before  its  applications  were  conceivedj 

But  the  spiritualists  have  begun  with  tables  writing  for  thcmJ 

and  spirits  appearing  to  them,  and  have  only  later  started 

saying  that  it  is  an  unknown  force."  I 

Vronsky  listened  attentively  to  Levin,  as  he  always  did 

listen,  obviously  interested  in  his  words. 

"Yes,  but  the  spiritualists  say  we  don't  know  at  present 
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what  this  force  it,  but  there  is  a  force,  and  these  are  the  con- 
ditions in  which  it  acts.  Let  the  scientific  men  find  out  what 

the  force  consists  in.  No,  I  don't  see  why  there  should  not  be 
a  new  force,  if  it     .     .     ." 
"Why,  because  with  electricity, ' '  Levin  interrupted  again, 
every  time  you  rub  tar  against  wool,  a  recognized  phe- 

nomenon is  manifested,  but  in  this  case  it  does  not  happen 

every  time,  and  so  it  follows  it  is  not  a  natural  phenomenon. ' ' 
Feeling  probably  that  the  conversation  was  taking  a  tone 

too  serious  for  a  drawing-room,  Vronsky  made  no  rejoinder, 
but  by  way  of  trying  to  change  the  conversation,  he  smiled 
brightly,  and  turned  to  the  ladies. 

' '  Do  let  us  try  at  once,  countess, ' '  he  said ;  but  Levin  would 
finish  saying  what  he  thought. 

I  think,"  he  went  on,  "that  this  attempt  of  the  spiritual- 
ists to  explain  their  marvels  as  some  sort  of  new  natural  force 

is  most  futile.  They  boldly  talk  of  a  spiritual  force,  and  then 

try  to  subject  it  to  material  experiment. " 
Every  one  was  waiting  for  him  to  finish,  and  he  felt  it. 

"And  I  think  you  would  be  a  first-rate  medium, "  said 
Countess  Nordston;  "there's  something  enthusiastic  in  you." 

Levin   opened   his   mouth,    was   about   to   say   something, 
eddened,  and  said  nothing. 

"Do  let  us  try  table-turning  at  once,  please,"  said  Vronsky. 
Princess,  will  you  allow  it?" 
And  Vronsky  stood  up,  looking  about  for  a  little  table. 
Kitty  got  up  to  fetch  a  table,  and  as  she  passed,  her  eyes 

et  Levin's.     She  felt  for  him  with  her  whole  heart,  the  more 
ecause  she  was  pitying  him  for  suffering  of  which  she  was 

erself  the  cause.     ' '  If  you  can  forgive  me,  forgive  me, ' '  said 
er  eyes,  "I  am  so  happy." 
"I  hate  them  all,  and  you,  and  myself,"  his  eyes  responded, 

nd  he  took  up  his  hat.     But  he  was  not  destined  to  escape. 
Just  as  they  were  arranging  themselves  round  the  table,  and 
evin  was  on  the  point  of  retiring,  the  old  prince  came  in,  and 
fter  greeting  the  ladies,  addressed  Levin. 

Ah!"  he  began  joyously.     "Been  here  long,  my  boy?     I 
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didn't  even  know  you  were  in  the  town.  Very  glad  to  see 

you."  The  old  prince  embraced  Levin,  and  talking  to  him 

did  not  observe  Vronsky,  who  had  risen,  and  was  serenely 

waiting  till  the  prince  should  turn  to  him. 

Kitty  felt  how  distasteful  her  father's  warmth  was  to  Levin 
after  what  had  happened.  She  saw,  too,  how  coldly  her  father 

responded  at  last  to  Vronsky 's  bow,  and  how  Vronsky  looked 
with  amiable  perplexity  at  her  father,  as  though  trying  and 

failing  to  understand  how  and  why  any  one  could  be  hostilely 

disposed  towards  him,  and  she  flushed. 

"Prince,  let  us  have  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch, ' '  said 

Countess  Nordston;  "we  want  to  try  an  experiment. ' ' 

"What  experiment?  Table-turning?  Well,  you  must  ex- 

cuse me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  but  to  my  mind  it  is  better 

fun  to  play  the  ring  game,"  said  the  old  prince,  looking  at 

Vronsky,  and  guessing  that  it  had  been  his  suggestion. 

"There's  some  sense  in  that,  anyway." 

Vronsky  looked  wonderingly  at  the  prince  with  his  resolute 

eyes,  and,  with  a  faint  smile,  began  immediately  talking  to 

Countess  Nordston  of  the  great  ball  that  was  to  come  off 
next  week. 

"I  hope  you  will  be  there?"  he  said  to  Kitty.     As  soon  as! 

the  old  prince  turned  away  from  him,  Levin  went  out  un- 

noticed, and  the  last  impression  he  carried  away  with  him  of 

that  evening  was  the  smiling,  happy  face  of  Kitty  answering 

Vronsky 's  inquiry  about  the  ball. 

CHAPTER  XV 

At  the  end  of  the  evening  Kitty  told  her  mother  of  herj 

conversation  with  Levin,  and  in  spite  of  all  the  pity  she  felt  j 

for  Levin,  she  was  glad  at  the  thought  that  she  had  received! 

an  offer.  She  had  no  doubt  that  she  had  acted  rightly.  Bud 

after  she  had  gone  to  bed,  for  a  long  while  she  could  not  sleep. 

One  impression  pursued  her  relentlessly.     It  was  Levin 's  f aceJ 
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with  his  scowling  brows,  and  his  kind  eyes  looking  out  in  dark 
dejection  below  them,  as  he  stood  listening  to  her  father,  and 
glancing  at  her  and  at  Vronsky.     And  she  felt  so  sorry  for 
him  that  tears  came  into  her  eyes.     But  immediately  she 
thought  of  the  man  for  whom  she  had  given  him  up.     She 
Ivividly  recalled  his  manly,  resolute  face,  his  noble  self-posses- 

sion, and  the  good-nature  conspicuous  in  everything  towards 
every  one.     She  remembered  the  love  for  her  of  the  man  she 
loved,  and  once  more  all  was  gladness  in  her  soul,  and  she  lay 
on  the  pillow,  smiling  with  happiness.     ' '  1 9m  sorry,  I  'm  sorry ; 
but  what  could  I  do  f     It 's  not  my  fault, ' '  she  said  to  herself  \ but  an  inner  voice  told  her  something  else.     Whether  she  felt 

remorse  at  having  won  Levin's  love,  or  at  having  refused  him, she  did  not  know.     But  her  happiness  was  poisoned  by  doubts. 

"Lord,  have  pity  on  us;  Lord,  have  pity  on  us;  Lord,  have 
pity  on  us!"  she  repeated  to  herself,  till  she  fell  asleep. 
'     Meanwhile  there  took  place  below,  in  the  prince's  little ■library,  one  of  the  scenes  so  often  repeated  between  the  parents 
Ion  account  of  their  favorite  daughter. 

"What?  I'll  tell  you  what!"  shouted  the  prince,  waving his  arms,  and  at  once  wrapping  his  squirrel-lined  dressing- 
feown  round  him  again.  "That  you've  no  pride,  no  dignity; 
^hat  you're  disgracing,  ruining  your  daughter  by  this  vulgar, itupid  matchmaking ! " 

'But,  really,  for  mercy's  sake,  prince,  what  have  I  done?" ^aid  the  princess,  almost  crying. 
She,  pleased  and  happy  after  her  conversation  with  her 

■daughter,  had  gone  to  the  prince  to  say  good-night  as  usual, 
land  though  she  had  no  intention  of  telling  him  of  Levin's 
loffer  and  Kitty's  refusal,  still  she  hinted  to  her  husband  that 
Ishe  fancied  things  were  practically  settled  with  Vronsky.  and 
Ithat  he  would  declare  himself  so  soon  as  his  mother  arrived. 
And  thereupon,  at  those  words,  the  prince  had  all  at  once 
flown  into  a  passion,  and  began  to  use  unseemly  language. 
"What  have  you  done?  I'll  tell  you  what.  First  of  all, 

you're  trying  to  catch  an  eligible  gentleman,  and  all  Moscow snll  be  talking  of  it,  and  with  good  reason.     If  you  have  even- 
ts 
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ing  parties,  invite  every  one,  and  don't  pick  out  the  possible 

suitors.  Invite  all  the  young  bucks.  Engage  a  piano-player,  j 

and  let  them  dance,  and  not  as  you  do  things  nowadays,  hunt- 

ing up  good  matches.  It  makes  me  sick,  sick  to  see  it,  and 

you've  gone  on  till  you've  turned  the  poor  wench's  head,  j 
Levin's  a  thousand  times  the  better  man.  As  for  this  little 

Petersburg  swell,  they're  turned  out  by  machinery,  all  on  one 

pattern,  and  all  precious  rubbish.  But  if  he  were  a  prince  of 

the  blood,  my  daughter  need  not  run  after  any  one." 

"But  what  have  I  done?" 

"Why,   you've     .     .     ."     The  prince  was  crying  wrath! 
fully. 

"I  know  if  one  were  to  listen  to  you,"  interrupted  the 

princess,  ' '  we  should  never  marry  our  daughter.  If  it 's  to  be 

so,  we'd  better  go  into  the  country." 
1 '  Well,  and  we  had  better. ' ' 

' '  But  do  wait  a  minute.  Do  I  try  and  catch  them  ?  I  don 't 

try  to  catch  them  in  the  least.  A  young  man,  and  a  very 

nice  one,  has  fallen  in  love  with  her,  and  she,  I  fancy    .     .     . " 
1 '  Oh,  yes,  you  fancy !  And  how  if  she  really  is  in  love,  and 

he's  no  more  thinking  of  marriage  than  I  am!  .  .  .  Oh, 

that  I  should  live  to  see  it  I  .  .  .  Ah !  spiritualism !  Ah ! 

Nice!  Ah!  the  ball!"  And  the  prince,  imagining  that  he 

was  mimicking  his  wife,  made  a  mincing  curtsey  at  each  word. 

"And  this  is  how  we're  preparing  wretchedness  for  Kitty; 

and  she's  really  got  the  notion  into  her  head     .     .     ." 
' '  But  what  makes  you  suppose  so  ?  " 
"I  don't  suppose;  I  know.     We  have  eyes  for  such  things, 

though  women-folk  haven't.     I  see  a  man  who  has  serious  in- 

tentions, that's  Levin;  and  I  see  a  peacock,  like  this  feather-  j 

head,  who's  only  amusing  himself."  P 
1 '  Oh,  well,  when  once  you  get  an  idea  into  your  head !   . 

"Well,  you'll  remember  my  words,  but  too  late,  just  as  with 

Dolly." 
"Well,  well,  we  won't  talk  of  it,"  the  princess  stopped  him, 

recollecting  her  unlucky  Dolly. 

"By  all  means,  and  good-night!" 
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And  signing  each  other  with  the  cross,  the  husband  and 
wife  parted  with  a  kiss,  feeling  that  they  each  remained  of 
their  own  opinion. 

The  princess  had  at  first  been  quite  certain  that  that  even- 
ing had  settled  Kitty's  future,  and  that  there  could  be  no 

doubt  of  Vronsky's  intentions,  but  her  husband's  words  had 
disturbed  her.  And  returning  to  her  own  room,  in  terror 
before  the  unknown  future,  she,  too,  like  Kitty,  repeated  sev- 

eral times  in  her  heart,  "Lord,  have  pity;  Lord,  have  pity; Lord,  have  pity  V 

CHAPTER  XVI 

Vronsky  had  never  had  a  real  home-life.  His  mother  had 
been  in  her  youth  a  brilliant  society  woman,  who  had  had 
during  her  married  life,  and  still  more  afterwards,  many  love- 
affairs  notorious  in  the  whole  fashionable  world.  His  father 
le  scarcely  remembered,  and  he  had  been  educated  in  the 
orps  of  Pages. 

Leaving  the  school  very  young  as  a  brilliant  officer,  he  had 
it  once  got  into  the  circle  of  wealthy  Petersburg  army  men. 
Although  he  did  go  more  or  less  into  Petersburg  society,  his 
love-affairs  had  always  hitherto  been  outside  it. 

In  Moscow  he  had  for  the  first  time  felt,  after  his  luxurious 
nid  coarse  life  at  Petersburg,  all  the  charm  of  intimacy  with  a 
iweet  and  innocent  girl  of  his  own  rank,  who  cared  for  him. 
[t  never  even  entered  his  head  that  there  could  be  any  harm 
n  his  relations  with  Kitty.  At  balls  he  danced  principally 
vith  her.  He  was  a  constant  visitor  at  their  house.  He  talked 
:o  her  as  people  commonly  do  talk  in  society— all  sorts  of 
lonsense,  but  nonsense  to  which  he  could  not  help  attaching  a 
ipecial  meaning  in  her  case.  Although  he  said  nothing  to 
ler  that  he  could  not  have  said  before  everybody,  he  felt  that 
he  was  becoming  more  and  more  dependent  upon  him,  and  the 
nore  he  felt  this,  the  better  he  liked  it,  and  the  tenderer  was 
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his  feeling  for  her.  He  did  not  know  that  his  mode  of  be- 
havior in  relation  to  Kitty  had  a  definite  character,  that  it  is 

courting  young  girls  with  no  intention  of  marriage,  and  that 

such  courting  is  one  of  the  evil  actions  common  among  bril- 
liant young  men  such  as  he  was.  It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was 

the  first  who  had  discovered  this  pleasure,  and  he  was  enjoy- 
ing his  discovery. 

If  he  could  have  heard  what  her  parents  were  saying  that 

evening,  if  he  could  have  put  himself  at  the  point  of  view  of 
the  family  and  have  heard  that  Kitty  would  be  unhappy  if  he 
did  not  marry  her,  he  would  have  been  greatly  astonished,  and 
would  not  have  believed  it.  He  could  not  believe  that  what 

gave  such  great  and  delicate  pleasure  to  him,  and  above  all  to 

her,  could  be  wrong.  Still  less  could  he  have  believed  that  he 
ought  to  marry. 

Marriage  had  never  presented  itself  to  him  as  a  possibility. 

He  not  only  disliked  family  life,  but  a  family,  and  especially 

a  husband  was,  in  accordance  with  the  views  general  in  the 

bachelor  world  in  which  he  lived,  conceived  as  something  alien, 

repellent,  and,  above  all,  ridiculous. 

But  though  Vronsky  had  not  the  least  suspicion  what  the 

parents  were  saying,  he  felt  on  coming  away  from  the  Shtcher- 

batskys'  that  the  secret  spiritual  bond  which  existed  between 
him  and  Kitty  had  grown  so  much  stronger  that  evening  that 

some  step  must  be  taken.  But  what  step  could  and  ought  to 
be  taken  he  could  not  imagine. 

"What  is  so  exquisite,,,  he  thought,  as  he  returned  from  the 

Shtcherbatskys',  carrying  away  with  him,  as  he  always  did,  a 
delicious  feeling  of  purity  and  freshness,  arising  partly  frod 
the  fact  that  he  had  not  been  smoking  for  a  whole  evening,] 

and  with  it  a  new  feeling  of  tenderness  at  her  love  for  him — 
"what  is  so  exquisite  is  that  not  a  word  has  been  said  by  me 
or  by  her,  but  we  understand  each  other  so  well  in  this  unseen 

language  of  looks  and  tones,  that  this  evening  more  clearly 
than  ever  she  told  me  she  loves  me.  And  how  secretly,  simply, 

and  most  of  all,  how  trustfully!  I  feel  myself  better,  purer. 
I  feel  that  I  have  a  heart,  and  that  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
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good  in  me.     Those   sweet, 
'Indeed  I  do     .     .     .' 

-Well  what  then?  Oh,  nothing.  It's  good  for  me,  and good  for  her.  And  he  began  wondering  where  to  finish  the evening. 

He  passed  in  review  the  places  he  might  go  to.  "Club*  a 
game  of  bezique,  champagne  with  Ignatov?  No  I'm  not 
going.  Chateau  des  Fleurs;  there  I  shall  find  Oblonsky 
songs,  the  cancan.  No,  I'm  sick  of  it.  That's  why  I  like  the 
Shtcherbatskys',  that  I'm  growing  better.  I'll  g0  home" He  went  straight  to  his  room  at  Dussots'  Hotel,  ordered 
supper  and  then  undressed,  and  as  soon  as  his  head  touched the  pillow,  fell  into  a  sound  sleep. 

CHAPTER  XVII 

Next  day  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning  Vronsky  drove to  the  station  of  the  Petersburg  railway  to  meet  his  mother, 
and  the  first  person  he  came  across  on  the  great  flight  of  steps was  Oblonsky,  who  was  expecting  his  sister  by  the  same  train. 

*  Ah!  your  excellency!"  cried  Oblonsky,  -whom  are  you neetmg  ? "  
J 

"My  mother,"  Vronsky  responded,  smiling,  as  every  one lid  who  met  Oblonsky.  He  shook  hands  with  him,  and  to- 
other they  ascended  the  steps.  -She  is  to  be  here  from Jetersburg  to-day." 

"I  was  looking  out  for  you  till  two  o'clock  last  night. Where  did  you  go  after  the  Shtcherbatskys '  ?  " 
"'Home,"  answered  Vronsky.  "I  must  own  I  felt  so  well ontent  yesterday  after  the  Shtcherbatskys'  that  I  didn't  care o  go  anywhere." 

"'I  know  a  gallant  steed  by  tokens  sure, And  by  his  eyes  I  know  a  youth  in  love,'  " 
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declaimed  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  just  as  he  had  done  before  t
o 

Levin. 

Vronsky  smiled  with  a  look  that  seemed  to  say  that  he  did 

not  deny  it,  but  he  promptly  changed  the  subject. 

"And  whom  are  you  meeting?"  he  asked. 

"If    I've  come  to  meet  a  pretty  woman, ' '  said  Oblonsky. 

"You  don't  say  so!" 

"Honi  soit  qui  mat  y  pense!  My  sister  Anna." 

"Ah!  that's  Madame  Karenina,"  said  Vronsky. 

* '  You  know  her,  no  doubt  ? ' ' 
"I  think  I  do.     Or  perhaps  not     ...     I  really  am  not 

sure,"  Vronsky  answered  heedlessly,  with  a  vague  recollectio
n 

of  something  stiff  and  tedious  evoked  by  the  name  Kar
enina. 

"But  Alexcy  Alexandrovitch,  my  celebrated  brother-in-
law, 

you  surely  must  know.     All  the  world  knows  him. 

1 '  I  know  him  by  reputation  and  by  sight.     I  know  that  he 's 

clever,  learned,  religious  somewhat     ...     But  you  know
 

that's  not    .    .    .    not  in  my  line,"  said  Vronsky  in  English. 

"Yes,  he's  a  very  remarkable  man;  rather  a  conservative, 

but   a  splendid  man,"   observed   Stepan   Arkadyevitch,    "
a 

splendid  man." 

"Oh,  well,  so  much  the  better  for  him,"  said  Vronsky  smil- 

ing. "Oh,  you've  come,"  he  said,  addressing  a  tall  old  foot- 

man of  his  mother's,  standing  at  the  door;  "come  here." 
Besides  the  charm  Oblonsky  had  in  general  for  every  one, 

Vronsky  had  felt  of  late  specially  drawn  to  him  by  the  fact 

that  in  his  imagination  he  was  associated  with  Kitty. 

"Well,  what  do  you  say?  Shall  we  give  a  supper  on  Sun- 

day for  the  diva?"  he  said  to  him  with  a  smile,  taking  his  arm, 

"Of  course.  I'm  collecting  subscriptions.  Oh,  did  youj 

make  the  acquaintance  of  my  friend  Levin?"  asked  St
epan 

Arkadyevitch. 

*  '  Yes ;  but  he  left  rather  early. "  I 

"He's  a  capital  fellow,"  pursued  Oblonsky.    "Isn't  he? 

~\  don't  know  why  it  is,"  responded  Vronsky,  "m  all  Mosi 

<*>w  people— present  company  of  course  excepted,"  he  put  m| 

jestingly,  "there's  something  uncompromising.     They  are  all 
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on  the  defensive  lose  Huar  temper, .  „ mm  ̂   ̂   ̂ . to  make  one  feel  something.    ..." 

"Yes  that 's  true,  it  is  so, "  saidStepan  Arkadyevitch,  laugh- mg  good-humoredly.  
s 

offlcml111  ̂   traln  S°°n  be  in?"  Vr°nsky  asked  a  railway 

"The  train's  signaled,"  answered  the  man 
The  approach  of  the  train  was  more  and  more  evident  by the  preparatory  bustle  in  the  station,  the  rush  of  porters  the 

movement  of  policemen  and  attendants,  and  people  mee'ting he  tram     Through  the  frosty  vapor  could  be  seen  workmef 
c  rt!™  'heepskr1uS  a"d  S°ft  felt  b00ts  crossing  the  rails  of  the curving  hue.  The  hiss  of  the  boiler  could  be  heard  on  t'.p distant  rails,  and  the  rumble  of  something  heavy 

tior^n'lfv  Ste,par\ATrkadyevit<*,  who  felt  a  great  inclina- 
tion to  tel  Vronsky  of  Levin's  intentions  in  regard  to  Kitty No,  you  ve  not  got  a  true  impression  of  Levin.    He's  a  very nervous  man,  and  is  sometimes  out  of  humor,  it's  true   but 

nTa  heaifT  ZY  T-    He'S  SUCh  a  trU6'  h0nest  -
t- and  a  heart  of  gold.    But  yesterday  there  were  special  rea 

sons  "  pursued  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  with  a  meaning    mTe totally  oblivious  of  the  genuine  sympathy  he  had  Mt  fhe  day 

™+ \  i     ,vrons\y;       Yes>  there  were  reasons  why  he  could 
not  help  being  either  particularly  happy  or  particularly  un- 

.  Vronsky  stood  still  and  asked  directly:  "How  so?  Do  you 
mean  he  made  your  Ulle-smur  an  offer  yesterday  v> '  y 

thin!  of  the'  if  S*teT  Arkadyeviteh-  "I  fancied  some- tnmg  of  the  sort  yesterday.  Yes,  if  he  went  away  early  and was  out  of  humor  too,  it  mnst  mean  it  .  .  .  He's  o^n  so long  m  love,  and  I'm  very  sorry  for  him. " 
.that's  it!    *    *    •    l  should  imagine,  though  she  mhrht reckon  on  a  better  match,"  said  Vronsky,  drawing  nmseTfnn 

course,     he  added.    "Yes,  that  is  a  hateful  position  1    That's 
why  most  fellows  prefer  to  have  to  do  withXl"    If  you 
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3.  but  in  this  case  one's  dignity's  at  s
take.    But  here  s  the 

trThe  engine  had  already  whistled  in  the  distance.  A  fe
w 

instants  later  the  platform  was  quivering,  
and  with  puffs  ot 

steam  hanging  low  in  the  air  from  the  fro
st,  the  engine  rolled 

up  with  the  fever  of  the  middle  wheel  
rhythmically  moving 

up  and  down,  and  the  stooping  figu
re  of  the  engine-driver 

covered  with  frost.  Behind  the  tender,  
setting  the  platform 

more  and  more  slowly  swaying,  came  the  
luggage-van  with  a 

dog  whining  in  it.  At  last  the  passenger  
carriages  rolled  in, 

oscillating  before  coming  to  a  standstill. 

A  smart  guard  jumped  out,  giving  a  whi
stle,  and  after  him 

Lie  by  one  the  impatient  passengers  beg
an  to  get  down:  an 

officer  of  the  guards,  holding  himself
  erect,  and  looking 

severely  about  him;  a  nimble  little  me
rchant  with  a  satchel, 

smiling  gaily ;  a  peasant  with  a  sack  o
ver  his  shoulder. 

V  only,  standing  beside  Oblonsky
,  watched  the  carriages 

and  the  passengers,  totally  oblivious  o
f  his  mother.    What  he 

had  just  heard  about  Kitty  excited  an
d  deligh ted  hum    Un 

consciously  he  arched  his  chest,  and  hi
s  eyes  flashed.    He  felt 

hi"«rCn°sky  is  in  that  compartment,"  said  the  smart 

The'  gTrl'sClToSd  him,  and  forc
ed  him  to  think  of 

his  mother  and  his  approaching  meet
ing  with  her     He  did 

"hi   heart  respect  his  mother,  an
d  without  acknowledg- 

■1   t  to  himself,  he  did  not  love  he
r,  though  in  accordance 

v^h  the  ideas  of  the  set  in  which  he  l
ived  and  witt i  hi    own 

ducation,  he  could  not  have  conceived  
of >mj ^ >r  to 

his  mother  not  in  the  highest  degree
 ,  respeetfj 1  and  obedient, 

and  the  more  externally  obedient  
and  respectful  his  behavior, 

the  less  in  his  heart  he  respected  and
  loved  her. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 

of  Th™Y  f°fU0Wetd]the  ̂ uard  t0  the  ̂rriage,  and  at  the  door of  the  compartment  he  stopped  short  to  make  room  for  a  ladv who  was  getting  out.  y 

With  the  insight  of  a  man  of  the  world,  from  one  glance  at 
ns  lady's  appearance  Vronsky  classified  her  as  belong  uS  to he  best  society     He  begged  pardon,  and  was  getting  info  the carnage,  bnt  felt  he  must  glance  at  her  once  more    no t  tha5 she  was  very  beautiful,  not  on  account  of  the  elegance  and modest  grace  which  were  apparent  in  her  whole  figure    but 

JTtTto  ST*" of  hvharmias  face> as  s"e  £-5 soft  L  ',  f^  WaS  sometl™g  Peculiarly  caressing  and soft.  As  he  looked  round,  she  too  turned  her  head  Her shining  gray  eyes,  that  looked  dark  f  thick  lasheT 

-  SSg  im1  SdT11  tl0n  »  f  faC6>  3S  ̂hetS recognizing  him  and  then  promptly  turned  away  to  the  nass 

played  over  her  f       *"*?».«*  suppressed  eagerness  which 

Vronskv  stonn!!     ?   7/        the  famtly  Perceptible  smile, 

old  ladv  with  hT  J       the  Carriage-    His  mother.  a  dried-up 
scannW  hi  T"  and  ringlets-  serewed  up  her  eyes 

S       L       Til  and  Smil6d  sUghtly  **•  ̂ r  thin  Hp  ' 

^si^:t^::^nd7^ maid  a  bag  she  ̂  
from  her  ha  J^^  £™  *£*  a»d  «*-  his  head 

"Yon  Wmy  t6lTam?    Quitewell?    Thank  God."     • 
beside  hPr^g0°,d  J0Urney?"  said  her  son,  sitting  down 
ride  thl?'  and 'nT0lUntarily  listeninS  to  a  woman's  voice  ou^ 

af  the  dot"  ̂   ̂   !t  WM  thC  Vdce  °f  the  lady  he  had  met 



fe2  ANNA  KARENINA   

-All  the  same  I  don't  agree  with  you,"  
said  the  lady's 

voice. 

"It's  the  Petersburg  view,  madame. 

-Not  Petersburg,  but  simply  feminine, "^  she
  responded. 

"Well  well,  allow  me  to  kiss  your  hand.
" 

"Good-bye,  Ivan  Petrovitch.     And  would  you  see
  if  my 

brother  is  here,  and  send  him  to  met"  said 
 the  lady  in  the 

doorway,  and  stepped  back  again  into  
the  compartment. 

-Well,   have   you   found   your   brother?"    s
aid   Countess 

Vronsky,  addressing  the  lady. 

Vronsky  understood  now  that  this  was  Mad
ame  Karenma. 

-Your  brother  is  here,"  he  said,  standing  up.    
 "Excuse 

me  I  did  not  know  you,  and,  indeed,  our  acqua
intance  was  so 

slight,"  said  Vronsky  bowing,  "that  no  doubt  you
  do  not  re- 

member me. ' ' 

-  Oh  no  "  said  she, ' '  I  should  have  known  you  because  your 

mother  and  I  have  been  talking,  I  think,  of  noth
ing  but  you 

all  the  way."  As  she  spoke  she  let  the  eagerness
  that  would 

insist  on  coming  out  show  itself  in  her  smile.
  "And  still  no 

sign  of  my  brother." 
-Do  call  him,  Alexey,"  said  the  old  countess.   

  Vronsky 

stepped  out  onto  the  platform  and  shoute
d : 

-Oblonsky!     Here!" 

Madame  Karenina,  however,  did  not  wait  f
or  her  brother, 

but  catching  sight  of  him  she  stepped  out
  with  her  light, 

resolute  step.  And  as  soon  as  her  brother
  had  reached  her, 

with  a  gesture  that  struck  Vronsky  by  its 
 decision  and  its 

grace  she  flung  her  left  arm  round  his  neck,  dr
ew  him  rapidly 

to  her,  and  kissed  him  warmly.  Vronsky  gazed,
  never  taking 

his  eyes  from  her,  and  smiled,  he  could  not  h
ave  said  why 

But  recollecting  that  his  mother  was  waiting  for 
 him,  he  went 

back  again  into  the  carriage. 

-She's  very  sweet,  isn't  she?"  said  the  countess  of  M
adame 

Karenina.  "Her  husband  put  her  with  me,  and  I  w
as  de- 

lighted to  have  her.  We've  been  talking  all  the  way.  An
d 

so  you,  I  hear  .  .  .  vans  filez  le  parfait
  amour,  lant 

mieux,  mon  cher,  tant  micux." 
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J!  f  nlkn°T<  J*"  you  "»  ̂ ™<Tto~m^aVMte  an- severed  coldly.    "  Come,  maman,  let  us  go  " 
Madame  Karenina  entered  the  carriage  again  to  say  good- bye to  the  countess. 

"Well,  countess,  you  have  met  your  son,  and  I  my  brother  " she  said.  "And  all  my  gossip  is  exhausted.  I  should  have nothing  more  to  tell  you." 

"Oh,  no  "  said  the  countess,  taking  her  hand.    "I  could  go all  round  the  world  with  you  and  never  be  dull.     You  are  one of  those  del.ghtful  women  in  whose  company  it's  sweet  to  be 
silent  as  well  as  to  talk.    Now  please  don 't  fret  over  your  son you  can 't  expect  never  to  be  parted. " 
Madame  Karenina  stood  quite  still,  holding  herself  very erect,  and  her  eyes  were  smiling  Y 

her  tr^W^ril!13'''  the  .C0UnteSS  Said  »  ̂ -nation  to ei  son,     has  a  little  son  eight  years  old,  I  believe,  and  she 

fcKKF4  from  Mm  before' and  she  keep;  *£ 
"Yes,  the  countess  and  I  have  been  talking  all  the  time I  of  my  son  and  she  of  hers,"  said  Madame  Karenfna  aTd' 

gam.  smile  lighted  up  her  face,  a  caressing  smile  intend 

"I  am  afraid  that  you  must  have  been  dreadfully  bored  " 
J* -^promptly  catching  the  ball  of  coquetry  she  had  flung 
L  in  . hTT Y  f\m  "0t  Care  t0  PUrsue  the  «onver sat.on  ,n  that  strain,  and  she  turned  to  the  old  countess. 

CnJ  y°U  S°  !!1UCh-     The  time  has  Pas«ed  so  quickly Oood-bye,  countess."  iureujr. 

"Good-bye    my  love,"  answered  the  countess.    "Let  me have  a  kiss  of  your  pretty  face.     I  speak  plainly,  at  my  age and  I  tell  you  simply  that  I've  lost  my  heart  to  you  "  ** 

J  veaTl VS  thelPr1'f 6  J**'  Madame  Karenina  obviously 
2  7         i       T  dehghted  hy  *    She  flus«ed,  bent  down 

p lXataT te::heek  to  the  countess's  b»  *»»  i-°s ip  again,  and  with  the  same  smile  fluttering  between  her  lit* 

& tZ'lt e  gave, her  haif t0  Vrons*   He  p- S  hP te  h3Ud  She  8*ve  h"»-  a»d  «*>  delighted,  as  though  at 
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som^togl^lT^y^e"ene"rgedcsque
eze  with  which  she 

freely  and  vigorously  shook  his  hand.  She
  went  out  with  the 

rapid  step,  which  bore  her  rather  fully-d
eveloped  figure  with 

such  strange  lightness. 

' '  Very  charming, ' '  said  the  countess. 

That  was  just  what  her  son  was  thinking.  
His  eyes  fol- 

lowed her  till  her  graceful  figure  was  out  of  sight,  a
nd  then 

the  smile  remained  on  his  face.  He  saw  out  of
  the  window  how 

she  went  up  to  her  brother,  put  her  arm  in 
 his,  and  began 

telling  him  something  eagerly,  obviously
  something  that 

had  nothing  to  do  with  him,  Vronsky,  and  at
  that  he  felt  an- 

"^  Well,  maman,  are  you  perfectly  well ? "  he  rep
eated,  turn- 

ine  to  his  mother. 

«  Everything  has  been  delightful.    Alexandre  ha
s  been  very 

good,  and  Marie  had  grown  very  pretty.
    She's  very  interest- 

1,1  And  she  began  telling  him  again  of  what  interested  her 

most-the  christening  of  her  grandson,  for  
which  she  had  been 

staying  in  Petersburg,  and  the  special  f
avor  shown  her  elder 

S°- Here's  Lavrenty,"  said  Vronsky,  looking  out  of  the  win-  j 

dow ;  "  now  we  can  go,  if  you  like. " 

The  old  butler,  who  had  traveled  with  the  co
untess,  came  to  j 

the  carriage  to  announce  that  everything  
was  ready,  and  the 

countess  got  up  to  go. 

' '  Come ;  there 's  not  such  a  crowd  now,     said  V ronsKV. 

The  maid  took  a  hand-bag  and  the  lap-do
g,  the  butler  and 

a  porter  the  other  baggage.  Vronsky 
 gave  his  mother  his 

arm;  but  just  as  they  were  getting  out  of  ]**«W  «*j£  ! 

men  ran  suddenly  by  with  panic-stricke
n  faces.  The  station 

master,  too,  ran  by  in  his  extraordina
ry  colored  cap.  Ob- 

viously something  unusual  had  happened.  The 
 crowd  who 

had  left  the  train  were  running  back  again. 

"What?  .  .  What?  .  .  •  Where?  .  .  •
  Flung 

himself  •  •  Crushed!  .  .  ."was  
heard  among  the 

crowd.    Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  with  his  si
ster  on  his  arm, 
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turned  back.  They  too  looled^e^edrand'stopped~a7"the" carriage  door  to  avoid  the  crowd. 
The  ladies  got  in,  while  Vronsky  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch followed  the  crowd  to  find  out  details  of  the  disaster 
A  guard,  either  drunk  or  too  much  muffled  up  in  the  bitter 

crushed       110t  the  trahl  m°Ving  baCk'  and  had  been 

Before  Vronsky  and  Oblonsky  came  back  the  ladies  heard the  tacts  from  the  butler. 

Oblonsky  and  Vronsky  had  both  seen  the  mutilated  corpse. Oblonsky  was  evidently  upset.    He  frowned  and  seemed  ready 

a^rhhT^Ul!    ̂ -'^ou  had  seen  it!    Ah,  how 

Jp^JltZ8^'' his  handsome  face  was  ™> but 
v,-fl°h'<<fAy?.had  S6en  h'  countess>"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- v.tch.  And  h.s  wife  was  there.  ...  It  was  awful  to 
see  ner  .  .  She  flung  herself  on  the  body.  They  sav he  was  the  only  support  of  an  immense  family.  How  awful  ■ " Couldn  t  one  do  anything  for  her?"  said  Madame  Kare- nma  m  an  agitated  whisper. 

cawrnSky  ?IanC6d  ̂   ̂   and  immediately  got  out  of  the 
"I '11  be  back  directly,  maman, ' '  he  remarked,  turning  round in  the  doorway. 

When  he  came  back  a  few  minutes  later,  Stepan  Arkadve- vitch  was  already  in  conversation  with  the  countess  about  the new  smger,  while  the  countess  was  impatiently  looking  towards the  door,  waiting  for  her  son. 

''Now  let  us  be  off,"  said  Vronsky,  coming  in.    They  went 11  f  «  Vronsky  was  in  front  with  his  mother.  Behind 
ivalked  Madame  Karenina  with  her  brother.  Just  as  they vere  gomg  out  of  the  station  the  stationmaster  overtook vronsky. 

/'You  gave  my  assistant  two  hundred  roubles.     Would  you nndly  explain  for  whose  benefit  you  intend  them  f ' ' 
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~^Fo7 the  widow,-  said  Vronsky,  shr
ugging  his  shoulders. 

<  <  T  should  have  thought  there  was  no  need  to 
 ask. 

^ou  gave  thatr'cricd  Oblonsky  behind,  and
  presses 

sister's  hand,  he  added:  "Very  nice, 
 very  niee!    Isn  t  he  a 

snlendid  fellow?    Good-bye,  
countess. 

And  L  and  his  sister  stood  still,
  looking  for  her  mmd 

4hen  they  went  ont  the  Vron
skys'  carriage  had  already 

dr^n  away!    People  coming  
in  were  still  talking  of  what 

ha"Wheata  horrible  death!"  said  a  gentleman,  passing
  by. 

"Thevsay  he  was  cut  in  two  pieces.
"  .  „ 

"On  the  contrary,  I  think  it'
s  the  easiest-instantaneous, 

°X6w  tt tnW  don't  take  proper  prec
autions?"  said  a 

^Madame  Karenina  seated  herself  i
n  the  carriage,  and  Stepan 

AxSyevitch  saw  with  surprise
  that  her  lips  were  quivering, 

•md  she  was  with  difficulty  restra
ining  her  tears. 

"'WhaHs  it,  Anna?"  he  asked,  when  t
hey  had  dnven  a  few 

hundred  yards. 

"It's  an  omen  of  evil,"  she  said.  <<Y«n've 

"What  nonsense!"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.
       ̂ ^j 

eJ^the  chief  thing.
    You  can't  conceive  how 

 Im 

resting  my  hopes  on  you." 

"Have  you  known  Vronsky  long?"  she
  asked  „ 

<  <?es     You  know  we  're  hoping  he  will  mar
ry  Krtty.  ( 

4    ?"  said  Anna  softly.    "Come  now  let  -^Jjl 

she  added,  tossing  her  head,  -£^J^jKS 
shake  off  something  superfluous  oppressing 

 her      ̂  

of  your  affairs.    I  got  your  l^ter,  and  here  I  a ̂  
 .    J 

"Yes,  all  my  hopes  are  in  you
,"  said  Stepan  Aikauye 

"Well,  tell  me  all  about  it." 

And  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  began  to
  tell .M. £ y. 

On  reaching  home  Oblonsky  help
ed  his  sister  out,     g 

pressed  her  hand,  and  set  o
ff  to  his  office. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

When  Anna  went  into  the  room,  Dolly  was  sitting  in  the h  tie  drawing-room  with  a  white-headed  fat  little  boy,  already hke  his  father,  giving  him  a  lesson  in  French  reading     As  the 
™  Z  \  «T  tWiftine  aUd  trying  t0  tear  off  a  bu«on  that was  nearly  off  his  jacket.  His  mother  had  several  times  taken his  hand  from  it,  but  the  fat  little  hand  went  back  to  the button  again.  His  mother  pulled  the  button  off  and  nut  it in  her  pocket.  i ■ 

"Keep  your  hands  still,  Grisha,"  she  said,  and  she  took  up her  work  a  coverlet  she  had  long  been  making.  She  alwavs set  to  work  on  it  at  depressed  moments,  and  now  £fiS 
St  2  m™^l*^V  her   fingers   and   counting     he 
rtitehes     Though  she  had  sent  word  the  day  before  to  her husband  that  it  was  nothing  to  her  whether  hj  sister  came  0- not,  she  had  made  everything  ready  for  her  arrival,  aiJwa expecting  her  sister-in-law  with  emotion 

it  DSlT  T^  h7  h6r  SOmw'  Utterfy  swallowed  up  by it    Still  she  did  not  forget  that  Anna,  her  sister-in-law  was 

gWI  Li fZfrl  T  imp°rtant  pe~ges  iSS Durg,  and  was  a  Petersburg  grandedame.    And    thanks  to 

anT^hTT'  ̂   ̂  n0t  Can'y  °Ut  her  thJt't  her  hus- band-that is  to  say,  she  remembered  that  her  sister-in-law was  coming.    "And  after  ill    \„„    ■    ■  ■  iwaw 

thourfit  Dollv     <<t I  a"'Anna  ls  m  no  wise  to  blame," 
ndfl  un°W  n°thmg  of  her  excePt  the  very  best 

towa  d~Tfn"ntmg  T  "J""  a"d  aff6Cti0n  *-E 
her  impress  ots  at  £FV"*  ̂ t  ™  *"  ™  she  COuld  reca» 

like  tSouTehoIdTi  ,7  ̂   ̂  thG  Kare™'-  «he  did  not Jh  i ,7  nou&enoId  ltself ;  there  was  something  artificial  in  rt,- 

SSfSTS of ;hei nfarly  life-  "But  ̂  « 1 2 
Tsofe  mer  though  Zl^l^*  *,  ?»  ̂   *"*  t0 Rnrl  Pi,.,-  *•      Jr    •  y'       AU  consolation  and  counsel 

SEE-Km* '  ""•  "»*•  - » = 
AU  the  d.„  Don,  ha(,  „„„  a|om  w|lh  hcp  AMtm      s^ 
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did  not  want  to  talktf  her  sorrow,  but  with
  that  sorrow  in  her 

heart  she  could  not  talk  of  outside  matters. 
 She  knew  that  m 

one  way  or  another  she  would  tell  Anna  eve
rything,  and  she 

was  alternately  glad  at  the  thought  of  sp
eaking  freely  and 

angry  at  the  necessity  of  speaking  of  her  hum
iliation  with  her, 

his  sister,  and  of  hearing  her  ready-made  p
hrases  of  good 

advice  and  comfort.  She  had  been  on  the  l
ookout  for  her, 

glancing  at  her  watch  every  minute,  and,  as  of
ten  happens  let 

slip  just  that  minute  when  her  visitor  arrived,
  so  that  she  did 

not  hear  the  bell. 

Catching  a  sound  of  skirts  and  light  steps  at  the 
 door,  she 

looked  round,  and  her  care-worn  face  unconsciou
sly  expressed 

not  gladness,  but  wonder.  She  got  up  and 
 embraced  her 

sister-in-law. 

"What,  here  already!"  she  said  as  she  kissed  her. 

"Dolly,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!" 

"I  am  glad,  too,"  said  Dolly,  faintly  smiling,  and  trying  by 

the  expression  of  Anna's  face  to  find  out  wheth
er  she  knew. 

"Most  likely  she  knows,"  she  thought,  noticing  the  sy
mpathy 

in  Anna's  face.  "Well,  come  along,  I'll  take  you 
 to  your 

room,"  she  went  on,  trying  to  defer  as  long  as
  possible  the 

moment  of  confidences. 

"Is  this  Grisha?  Heavens,  how  he's  grown!
  said  Anna; 

and  kissing  him,  never  taking  her  eyes  off
  Dolly,  she  stood 

still  and  flushed  a  little.    "No,  please,  let  us  s
tay  here. 

She  took  off  her  kerchief  and  her  hat,  and  catc
hing  it  in  a 

lock  of  her  black  hair,  which  was  a  mass  of
  curls,  she  tossed 

her  head  and  shook  her  hair  down. 

"You  are  radiant  with  health  and  happiness!     s
aid  Dollj, 

almost  with  envy.  rr„„„o  t 

« 1 1  Yes  "  said  Anna.    ' '  Merciful  heavens,  Tanya ! 

You're  the' same  age  as  my  Seryozha,"  she  ad
ded,  address.ng 

the  little  girl  as  she  ran  in.  She  took  he
r  in  her  arms  and 

kissed  her.   ' '  Delightful  child,  delightful !   Show  me  them  all 

She  mentioned  them,  not  only  rememberin
g  the  names,  but 

the  years,  months,  characters,  illnesses  
of  all  the  children,  and 

Doliy  could  not  but  appreciate  that. 



ANNA  KARENINA  89 

"Very  well,  we  will  go  to  them7'"she~said. 7  ' ' ItTsT pity Vassya's  asleep."  
p  y 

After  seeing  the  children,  they  sat  down,  alone  now  in  the 
drawmg-room  to  coffee.  Anna  took  the  tray,  and  then  pushed it  away  from  her. 

11  Dolly/ '  she  said,  "he  has  told  me." 
Dolly  looked  coldly  at  Anna;  she  was  waiting  now  for 

phrases  of  conventional  sympathy,  but  Anna  said  nothing  of the  sort.  
8 

"Dolly,  dear,"  she  said,  "I  don't  want  to  speak  for  him  to you    nor  to   try   to   comfort   you;    that's   impossible.     But 
darling,  I  m  simply  sorry,  sorry  from  my  heart  for  you'" 
Under  the  thick  lashes  of  her  shining  eyes  tears  suddenly glittered  She  moved  nearer  to  her  sister-in-law  and  took  her 

hand  m  her  vigorous  little  hand.  Dolly  did  not  shrink  away, but  her  face  did  not  lose  its  frigid  expression.     She  said  • 
•  'To  comfort  me 's  impossible.  Everything 's  lost  after  what nas  happened,  everything's  over!" 
And  directly  she  had  said  this,  her  face  suddenly  softened 

Anna  lifted  the  wasted,  thin  hand  of  Dolly,  kissed  it  and said : 

"But,  Dolly,  what's  to  be  done,  what's  to  be  done  *  How is  it  best  to  act  in  this  awful  position— that 's  what  you  must think  of." 

"All 's  over,  and  there 's  nothing  more, ' '  said  Dolly.  < ' And the  worst  of  it  all  is,  you  see,  that  I  can't  cast  him  off-  there 
are  the  children,  I  am  tied.  And  I  can't  live  with  him •  it's  a torture  to  me  to  see  him." 

"Dolly,  darling,  he  has  spoken  to  me,  but  I  want  to  hear  it from  you:  tell  me  all  about  it." 
Dolly  looked  at  her  inquiringly. 
Sympathy  and  love  unfeigned  were  visible  on  Anna's  face 
'Very  well,"  she  said  all  at  once.  "But  I  will  tell  you  it Ifrom  the  beginning.  You  know  how  I  was  married.  With 

ithe  education  mamma  gave  us  I  was  more  than  innocent,  I  was 
stupid.  I  knew  nothing.  I  know  they  say  men  tell  their 
wives  of  their  former  lives,  but  Stiva"— she  corrected  her- 
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self— 7'Stepan Arkadyevitch  told  me  nothing.    You'll  hardly 

believe  it,  but  till  now  I  imagined  that  I  was  
the  only  woman 

he  had  known.     So  I  lived  eight  years.     You 
 must  understand 

that  I  was  so  far  from  suspecting  infidelity,  I  
regarded  it  as 

impossible,  and  then-try  to  imagine  it-wit
h  such  ideas  to 

find  out  suddenly  all  the  horror,  all  the  loathsomeness 
 ■  .    .    . 

You  must  try  and  understand  me.     To  be  full
y  convinced  of 

one's  happiness,  and  all  at  once     .     .     ."  c
ontinued  Dolly, 

holding  back  her  sobs,  "to  get  a  letter     .         .    his 
 letter  to 

his  mistress,  my  governess.     No,  it 's  too  awful !        She  hastily 

pulled  out  her  handkerchief  and  hid  her  face  in  it.     
  1  can 

understand  being  carried  away  by  feeling,"  she 
 went  on  after 

a  brief  silence,  "but  deliberately,  slyly  deceiving  me    .
.. 

and    with    whom?     ...     To    go    on    being   m
y   husband 

together  with  her    .     .    .    it's  awful!     You  
 can't  under- j 

^Oh,  yes,  I  understand!    I  understand!     Dolly
,  dearest,  I 

do  understand,"  said  Anna,  pressing  her  hand
 

"And  do  you  imagine  he  realizes  all  the  awfulne
ss  of  my 

position?"  Dolly  resumed.     "Not  the  slightest!     He's  h
appy  | 

and  contented. "  .  .   , 

-Oh,  no!"  Anna  interposed  quickly^    "He  s  to  be  pi
tied, 

he's  weighed  down  by  remorse     ..."  m 

1  -Is  he  capable  of  remorse?"  Dolly  interrupted,  gazing  in
-  j 

tently  into  her  sister-in-law's  face. 

-Yes  I  know  him.  I  could  not  look  at  hi
m  without  fee- 

ing sorry  for  him.  We  both  know  him.  
He's  good-hearted, 

but  he's  proud,  and  now  he's  so  humiliat
ed.  What  touched 

me  most  .  ."  (and  here  Anna  guessed  
what  would  touch 

Dolly  most)  "he's  tortured  by  two  things:  t
hat  he's  ashamed! 

for  the  children's  sake,  and  that,  loving  you— yes,
  yes,  loving 

you  bevond  everything  on  earth,"  she  hurr
iedly  interrupted 

Dolly  who  would  have  answered— "he  has  hurt
  you,  pierced 

you  to  the  heart.     'No,  no,  she  cannot  forgive  me,' 
 he  keeps 

saying." 
Dolly  looked  dreamily  away  beyond  her  sister-in-l

aw  as  sne 
listened  to  her  words. 
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"Yes  I  can  see  that  his  position  is  awful-  it's  worse  for  the guilty  than  the  innocent,"  she  said,  "if  he  feels  that  all  the 

hTITTJr  ̂   faUlt    But  h°W  «  l  t0  f-give  Wm! how  am  I  to  be  his  wife  again  after  her  ?    For  me  to  live  with 
him  now  would  be  torture,  just  because  I  love  my  past  love  for 

And  sobs  cut  short  her  words.    But  as  though  of  set  design 

SSSAr  S°£tened  ̂   bCgan  t0  <**  *"»  0f  w^ 
" She 's  young,  you  see,  she 's  pretty, ' '  she  went  on     "Do you  know,  Anna,  my  youth  and  my  beauty  are  gone  taken  hv 

ISJ  iBhadhr and  his  f Idren- *  have  w=  2S£ and  all  I  had  has  gone  in  his  service,  and  now  of  course  any fiesh    vulgar  creature  has  more  charm  for  him.    No  doubt they  talked  of  me  together,  or,  worse  still,  they  were  silent Do  you  understand?"  
sueni. 

Again  her  eyes  glowed  with  hatred. 
"And  after  that  he  will  tell  me    .    .         What  I  can  T  „„ 

hevc  him?     Never!     No,  everything  is  oW  Jve^h  ng'hat" nee  made  my  comfort,  th8  reward  of  my  work,  and'my  sX- I'    "    •    Would  you  believe  it,  I  was  teaching  Grisha 

have  I  Tn  76     IS  T  a  j°y  t0  me'  now  Jt  is  a  tOT^re     What 

Darling  Dolly,  I  understand,  but  don't  torture  vourself 

[e  Dolly  grew  calmer,   and   for  two  minutes   both   were  si- 

" What's  to  be  done?    Think  for  me   Anna   hdn  m»     t lave  thought  over  everything,  and  I  see  nothing  "      P  ™'    ' 

*^WtCot^hinkf  n0tHng'  °Ut  her  heart  responded  in- 
Srldawaeh  W°rd'  t0  eaCh  Chailge  °f  e*P~  of  her 

"One  thing  I  would  say,"  began  Anna.     "I  am  his  sister, 
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I  know  his  character,  that  faculty  of  for
getting  everything, 

everything"  (she  waved  her  hand  before  
her  forehead),  that 

faculty  for  being  completely  carried  aw
ay,  but  for  completely 

repenting  too.  He  cannot  believe  i
t,  he  cannot  comprehend 

now  how  he  can  have  acted  as  he  did."  _         . 

"No-  he  understands,  he  understood!"  Dol
ly  broke  in. 

"Butl'    .    .    •    you  are  forgetting  me    .    .    .    does
  it  make 

it  easier  for  me  ? "  ,. ,      . 

"Wait  a  minute.  When  he  told  me,  I  will
  own  I  did  not 

realize  all  the  awfulness  of  your  position
.  I  saw  nothing  but 

him  and  that  the  family  was  broken  u
p.  I  felt  sorry  for 

him  but  after  talking  to  you,  I  see  it,  
as  a  woman,  quite  dif- 

ferently. I  see  your  agony,  and  I  can't  tell  you  h
ow  sorry  I 

am  for  you!  But,  Dolly,  darling,  I 
 fully  realize  your  suffer- 

ings, only  there  is  one  thing  I  don 't  know :  I  don  t  know  ... 

I  don't  know  how  much  love  there  is  stil
l  in  your  hear  for 

him  'That  you  know-whether  there  is  enough 
 for  you  to  be 

able  to  forgive  him.    If  there  is,  
forgive  him!" 

"No,"  Dolly  was  beginning,  but  Anna  cut 
 her  short,  kissing 

her  hand  once  more.  .  ,     (<T 

"I  know  more  of  the  world  than  you  do,"  she  sai
d        I 

know  how  men  like  Stiva  look  at  it.   
 You  speak  of  his  talking 

J  you  with  her.    That  never  happen
ed.    Such  men  are  un- 

feithful    out  their  own  home  and  
wife  are  sacred  to  them. 

Somehow  or  other  these  women  ar
e  still  looked  on  with  con- 

feTpt  by    hem,  and  do  not  touch
  on  their  feeling  for  their 

fanuly     They  draw  a  sort  of  lin
e  that  can't  be  crossed  be- 

w"  n  them  and  their  families.    I  don't  unde
rstand  it,  but  it 

is  so  ' "  Yes,  but  he  has  kissed  her    ...  ] 

< '  Dollv,  hush,  darling.  I  saw  Stiva  when  he
  was  m  love  with 

you.  I  "remember  the  time  when  he  cam
e  to  me  and  cried, 

alking  of  you,  and  all  the  poetry  and 
 loftiness  of  hu,  fed  ng 

for  you,  and  I  know  that  the  longer  h
e  has  lived  with  >ou  the 

oftier  yon  have  been  in  his  eyes.  You  kn
ow  we  have ,  somej 

times  laughed  at  him  for  putting  m  at  ev
ery  word :  DollyJ 

a  marvelous  woman.'    You  have  alway
s  been  a  divinity  fort 
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SV^  ̂ ^  ̂   stiU>  ̂   ̂   has  not  been  an  itt, fidelity  of  the  heart.    .    .    ." 
"  But  if  it  is  repeated  ? ' ' 
"It  cannot  be,  as  I  understand  it.    .    .    ." 
"Yes,  but  could  you  forgive  it. 9" 
"I  don't  know,  I  can't  judge.  .  .  .  Yes,  I  can,"  said Anna  thinking  a  moment;  and  grasping  the  position  in  her thought  and  weighing  it  in  her  inner  balance,  she  added  •  "  Yes 

I  can,  I  can,  I  can.  Yes,  I  could  forgive  it.  I  could  not  be 
the  same,  no;  but  I  could  forgive  it,  and  forgive  it  as  though it  had  never  been,  never  been  at  all.    .    .      " 

"Oh  of  course,"  Dolly  interposed  quickly,  as  though  saying what  she  had  more  than  once  thought,  "else  it  would  not  be 
forgiveness.  If  one  forgives,  it  must  be  completely,  com- 

pletely. Come,  let  us  go;  I'll  take  you  to  your  room,"  she said,  getting  up,  and  on  the  way  she  embraced  Anna  "My 
dear,  how  glad  I  am  you  came.  It  has  made  things  better ever  so  much  better."  

' 

CHAPTER  XX     » 

The  whole  of  that  day  Anna  spent  at  home,  that's  to  say  at 
the  Oblonskys',  and  received  no  one,  though  some  of  her acquaintances  had  already  heard  of  her  arrival,  and  came  trf 
;all  the  same  day.  Anna  spent  the  whole  morning  with  Dolly ind  the  children.  She  merely  sent  a  brief  note  to  her  brother 
o  tell  him  that  he  must  not  fail  to  dine  at  home.  "Come xod  is  merciful,"  she  wrote. 
Oblonsky  did  dine  at  home:  the  conversation  was  general 

rid  h,s  wife,  in  speaking  to  him,  addressed  him  as  "Stiva,"  as he  had  not  done  before.  In  the  relations  of  the  husband  and 
nie  the  same  estrangement  still  remained,  but  there  was  no 
alk  now  of  separation,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  saw  the  pos- ibility  of  explanation  and  reconciliation. 
Immediately  after  dinner  Kitty  came  in.    She  knew  Anna 
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Aitadyevna,  but  only  vsry  dightty^  and  s
he  came  now  to  her 

sister's  with  some  trepidation,  at  the  prospect
  of  meeting  this 

fashionable  Petersburg  lady,  whom  every  one
  spoke  so  highly 

of     But  she  made  a  favorable  impressi
on  on  Anna  Arfcaa- 

vevna-she  saw  that  at  once.    Anna  was 
 unmistakably  admir- 

ing her  loveliness  and  her  youth:  before  Kitty 
 knew  where  she 

was  she  found  herself  not  merely  under  Ann
a  s  sway,  but  in 

love  with  her,  as  young  girls  do  fall  in
  love  with  older  and 

married  women.     Anna  was  not  like  a  fa
shionable  lady,  nor 

the  mother  of  a  boy  of  eight  years  old.    In
  the  elasticity  of  her 

movements,  the  freshness  and  the  unflag
ging  eagerness  which 

persisted  in  her  face,  and  broke  out  i
n  her  smile  and  her 

EcTshe  would  rather  have  passed  for
  a  girl  o   twenty  had 

it  not  been  for  a  serious  and  at  times  m
ournful  look  in  her 

eves  which  struck  and  attracted  Kitty.     
Kitty  felt  that  Anna 

was  perfectly  simple  and  was  concealing 
 nothing,  but  that  she 

had  another  higher   world  of  interests  i
naccessible  to   her, 

complex  and  poetic.  | 

After  dinner,  when  Dolly  went  away  to  her  o
wn  room,  Anna  I 

rose  quickly  and  went  up  to  her  brother,  wh
o  was  just  lighting  I 

*i  cisai*  t 

"Stiva,"  she  said  to  him,  winking  gaily,  crossing  hi
m,  and  I 

glancing  towards  the  door, ' '  go,  and  God  help  you. "  I 

He  threw  down  the  cigar,  understanding  h
er,  and  departed! 

through  the  doorway.         ■  •  J  I 

When  Stcpan  Arkadyevitch  had  disappeared
,  she  went  bacKl 

to  the  sofa  where  she  was  sitting,  surround
ed  by  the  children 

Either  because  the  children  saw  that  their  m
other  was  fond  oil 

this  aunt,  or  that  they  felt  a  special  ch
arm  in  her  themselves! 

the  two  elder  ones,  and  the  younger  fol
lowing  their  lead,  as 

children  so  often  do,  had  clung  about 
 their ̂ new  aunt .since 

before  dinner,  and  would  not  leave  her  s
ide     And  rt  ha« 

become  a  sort  of  game  among  them  to
  at  as  clos .as  possible 

to  their  aunt,  to  touch  her,  hold  her  littl
e  hand,  kiss  it,  plaj 

with  her  ring,  or  even  touch  the  flounce  of  her
  skirt.  J 

-Come,  come,  as  we  were  sitting  before, "  sai
d  Anna  Aikadj 

yevna,  sitting  clown  in  her  place. 
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And  again  Grisha  poked  his  little  face  under  her  arm  Ld 

hatpinesT^  ""  ̂  "  W  *""•  ̂ ^  "^S  S 

''And  when  is  your  next  ball?"  she  asked  Kitty Next  week  and  a  splendid  ball.    One  of  those  balls  where one  always  enjoys  oneself."  e 

"Why  are  there  balls  where  one  always  enjoys  oneself?" Anna  said,  with  tender  irony.  
wwaai . 

''It's  strange,  but  there  are.    At  the  Bobrishtchevs'  one 
JS^  rSelVnd  VhB  NikitinS'  t00>  while  ̂t    h Mezhkovs  it  a  always  dull.    Haven  >t  you  noticed  it  ? " No,  my  dear,  for  me  there  are  no  balls  now  where  one 
tajoys  oneself,"  said  Anna,  and  Kitty  detected  in  her  eye hat  mysterious  world  which  was  not  open  to  her.     « For  me here  are  some  less  dull  and  tiresome. " 
"How  can  you  be  dull  at  a  ball?" 
"Why  should  not  /  be  dull  at  a  ball?"  inquired  Anna Kit  y  perceived  that  Anna  knew  what  answer  would  follow Because  you  always  look  nicer  than  any  one  " 

ndS  ̂   the  fECUlty  °f  WUShing-    She  blushed  a  little, 

hit  di?6  ̂^  Pla?,  ̂   n6Ver  S0;  and  seeondly,  if  it  were hat  difference  would  it  make  to  me?"  ' 
♦Aw  you  coming  to  this  ball  t"  asked  Kitty 

,"  -CSJllw  b7°SSible  t0  aV°id  ***    He-,  take 

I  a  balk"  ̂   S°  gkd  "  y°U  ga    X  shouId  »  "ke  to  sec  you 

outsat.  itVat  e°'  X  ShaI1  C°mf0rt  ̂ seIf  ̂ th  the ugn    that  it  a  a  pleasure  to  you.    .    .    .    0riaW    ,     ,t 

^ £  hair.    It,  untidy  eno"4rwithout  "that  "IS gmg  up  a  straying  lock,  which  Grisha  had  been  playing 
"I  imagine  you  at  the  ball  in  lilac  " 

C^n  ̂ ZEST'S?1  ̂ f*.    "^ ig,  run  along.     Do  you  hear?    Miss  Hoole  is 
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calling^  to  tea,"  she  said,  tea
ring  the  children  from  her, 

and  sending  them  off  to  the  din
ing-room 

'  ■  I  know  why  you  press  me  to  eome  to  the  b
all     \<m  expect 

a  great  deal  of  this  ball,  and  you  
want  every  one  to  be  there 

to  take  part  in  it. "  ^ 
"How  do  you  know?    Yes. 

-Oh!  what  a  happy  time  you  are  at,
"  pursued  Anna  1 

remember  and  I  know  that  blue  h
aze  like  the  mist  on  the 

mTuntein  to  Switzerland.  That
  mist  which  covers  every- 

rhinfrthat  blissful  time  when  childhood  i
s  just  ending,  and 

out  of  tharvast  circle,  happy  and  g
ay,  there  is  a  path  growing 

rrrower  and  narrower,  and  it  is  deli
ghtful  and  alarming 

enter  the  ballroom,  bright  and  sp
lendid  as  it  is.    ...wo 

n^r^oT^*.    "But  how   did  .she   J 
through  it'    How  I  should  like  

to  know  all  her  love-story! 

tnought  Kitty,  recalling  the  unro
mantic  appearance  of  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  her  husband.  eongratulate  yJ ' '  I  know  something.     Stiva  tola  me,  anu  i  c     s   v„mn„kv  J 

I  liked  him  so  much,"  Anna  continued.    
"I  met  Vionsky  uj 

*'£%£&*»  asked  Kitty,  blushing.    "What  was 

St^v^ped  about  it  all.    Audi  should  be  so^ad^  . 

I  traveled  yesterday  with  Vronsky's  
mother      she  went  o 

"and  his  mother  talked  without  
a  pause  of  him, 

favorite.     I  know  mothers  are  partial,  
but     .     •     • 

"What  did  his  mother  tell  you?"  favorite 

"Oh,  a  great  deal!     And  I  know  that
  he  s  Ki.  favor   j 

still  one  can  see  how  chivalrous  he  is    .    .    •     «     >  J 

stance  she  told  me  that  he  had  want
ed  to  give  up  all  his  F oj 

erty  to  his  brother,  that  he  had 
 done  something  ex trao dmaj 

vhL  he  was  quite  a  child  saved  a  •£*£«££§ 

He's  a  hero,  in  fact,"  said  Anna,  sm
iling  ̂ dreeoW 

two  hundred  roubles  he  had  given  at  to  «**°^  bJ 

But  she  did  not  tell  Kitty  abouV * e  two  
hundre  | 

For  some  reason  it  was  disagre
eable  to  her  to  th  nk  o 
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She  felt  that  there  was  something  that  had  to  do  with  Wfc rt,and  something  that  ought  not  to  have  been 

on  •  "  aTlThdairbeVe7,Th  t0  g°  ̂   *»  her' "  Ann*  ™>* on      and  I  shall  be  glad  to  go  to  see  her  to-morrow     St™ I  s  staymg  a  long  while  in  Dolly's  room,  thank  Go7"  Inna added,  changing  the  subject,  and  getting  up   KUty  fanefed displeased  with  something  '         y  tancled> 

rng  children,  shrieking  with  delight. 

CHAPTER  XXI 

^%^°i£&rdS£ tea  of  the  — » 
ave  left  his  wife's  ro^St^^T  "*    *  ̂  

I  am  afraid  you'll  be  cold  up-stairs,"  observed  Dollv  „a 

ESS" !  "J  ̂  t0  ~"  y°U  ̂-stlLTlJ w^at 
•Mr^iE^ about  me'" answered  A«-'  look. 

''^^yotttat0,  T  n6re' "  ""^  her  -ter-indaw. fermot  ''  SleeP  ever^he™>  and  always  like  a 

K£  oftr^U=i  BSS.  A~h> 
K  irpir  ̂   ̂   *«  ̂   that  *  -oneilia- 

tdsWaSolTe  A\na  down-stairs-  but  we  must  hang  up 
KJ^T5    *7S  h°W  t0  d0it'1  mus*  *»  to  it  myself  ?> f>we,  ed  Dolly,  addressing  him.  "VWi, 
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"God  knows  whether  they  are  ful
ly  reconciled,"  thought 

Anna,  hearing  her  tone,  cold  and  <^P<«J 

' '  Oh,  nonsense,  Dolly,  always  making  d
ifficulties,     answered 

her  husband.    "  Come,  I  '11  do  it  all  if  you  like    .   
 .    . 

« '  Yes,  they  must  be  reconciled     thought
  Anna. 

• '  I  know  how  you  do  everything,     answered 
 Dolly.       You 

tell  Matvey  to  do  what  can't  be  don
e,  and  go  away  yourself, 

leaving  hfm  to  make  a  muddle   of 
 everything  '     and  her  , 

haWmal,  mocking  smile  curved  the  corne
rs  of  Dolly's  lips  as  j 

Sh'-FuJe'full  reconciliation,  full,"  thought  Anna;  "thank 

God!"  a'nd  rejoicing  that  she  was  the  cause  
of  it,  she  went  up 

tn  Dollv  and  kissed  her.  , 

1  -  Not  at  all.    Why  do  you  always  look  down 
 on  me  and 

Matvey?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,   
smiling  hardly,  per- 

ceptibly, and  addressing  his  wife.  ,•„„;„ 

The  whole  evening  Dolly  was,  as  always,  a  l
ittle  moctan  f  «j 

her  tone   to  her  husband,   while  
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was! 

tappy  and  cheerful,  but  not  so  a
s  to  seem  as  though,  havmd 

W^vl^  theL-table  at  the  *£H 

broken  up  by  an  apparently  si
mple  incident.  But  thisampw 

incTdent  ?or  some  reason  struck  
every  one  as  strange.  Talkmi 

aToui ̂  common   acquaintances  in  
 Petersburg,   Anna   got  ud 

^"sife'is  in  my  album,"  she  said ;  "and
,  by  the  way,  I'll  shol 

was  talking  about,  she  kept  coming  back  in  ̂ "^  J°  h curly-headed  Seryozha.  She  longed  to  ̂   .  J2  iT3 

Zl  talk  of  him.  Seizing  the  first  pretext 
 she  got  up  anj 

with  her  light,  resolute  step  went  
for  her  album.  The  rta* 

up  to  her  room  came  out  on  the  
landing  of  the  great  war. 

main  staircase. 

11      I 

IS     1 
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inteZt^eaYmg  ̂   drawi»™>  a  ring  wTsTeard 

"Who  can  that  be?"  said  Dolly 

...v'Te^X.'0  ""  '"*"•  ™d  *"  "^  °«  *•  "'" 

r         vuice  camng  nim  to  come  up,  and  the  miipt    Qn-P+        ̂  
imposed  voice  of  Vronsky  refusing  ̂ ^  S°ft'  and When  Anna  returned  with  the  album   ^  i 
-d  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh  was  tell    Self  ̂   ̂TJ  Ti o  inquire  about  the  rh™^  ^  he  had  called 

elebrity  who  TJt^Zef^Z  "£*  "«  **  t0  * 
iim  to  come  up     WW  7  *  t      nothm^  would  induce 

[rkadyevitch  *  "  qU6er  fe"°W  he  is!"  added  Stepan 

few  wtyle  h^ctrr,  "S  ~  the  ̂  « 
He  has  been^t  h0me  ri^h n     ̂  "<<  WOnM  n0t  COme  n* 
Vd  thought  I  should  be  here  but  hf^     ̂   ****  find  me- 
'thought  it  late,  and  Ws  here  >'        **  """  "P  b— 6 

^TZltlT*  °ther'  ̂ ^  »**»  »*  ̂ gan 

|t  to  Anna  °V6  aU'  2t  seemed  Grange  and  not 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

THE  ball  was  only  Just  beginning  a,  K
itty  and ̂  

walked  np  tbe  great  staircase,  ̂  ̂ f^  ̂  

with  flowers  ?*^"JSX^j£?Vm,  ** 

notes  ot  the  names  01  tue  *.,.«,,  „Wi<»  his  erav  curls 
A  little  old  man  in  -^3^3* before  another  mirror,  and  dri^g  ?,;T^dently  admiring 

-^■^«^^^^t5£fSt»».  one  of Kitty,  whom  he  did  not  know  shtcherbatsky  called 
those  society  youths  whom  the  old  r™^=\  straighten- 
«  young  bucks,"  in  an  exceedingly  °Pen  ̂ "^  ̂ J 

nfg  his  white  tie  as  he  went  bowed  to  them  and  ̂          ̂  

by,  came  back  to  ask  Kit
ty  for  a  quaa 

idrille  had  already  been  given  to£-***£  ̂   Pglo   - 
ise  this  youth  the  second      A«fe  ^     3 

stood  aside  in  the  doorway
,  and,  stroKin0 

mired  rosy  Kitty.  „    h    pl,eparatio 

the  rosettes  and  lace,  aU  the  OTte  **^  &g  though  J 

not  cost  her  or  her  family  a  moment     attentm  
^   , 

had  been  born  in  that  tulle  and  lace   with  "  rf  | 

high  on  her  head,  and  a  rose  and  ̂  
 leaves  o  J 

When,  just  before  enter
ing  the  ball room  the  p

 

mother,  tried  to  turn  *^j£lt
fH 

.straight. 
ft*       Jtl'^tA     uUt»      <Ut      ibL     w^f. 
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It  was  one  of  Kitty's  best  c\a™      vr»     J~    " 
comfortable  -^nrtJ^lJ^?^?  ™*  ̂  
"here;  her  rosettes  were  not  crushed  no    in  Iff T  ̂  
slippers  with  high,  hollowed-out heels  did if'     XT* 
gladdened  her  feet;  and  the  thick  roll!  J  v?    °h'    bUt 

lup  on  her  head  as  i'f  they  we  e  her    wn  ha L     InT^ buttons  buttoned  Up  without  tearing  the  Cjotth:! .  covered  her  hand  without  concealing  its  lines     ThJM   I 

S  °Thar  ̂ f  nef 6d  WHh  ̂   -S.  round  her !  neck.  That  velvet  was  delicious;  at  home,  looking  at  heTneek in  the  looking-glass,  Kitty  had  felt  that  that  ™i  V 
ing.  About  all  the  rest  [here  might  be  doubt  t  T  ̂  &k' ^  delicious.  Kitty  smiled  here  too  at  the  ball  wh  T ?lanced  at  it  in  thp  rrl*0«      tt      u         ,  a  H>  when  she 

nnling  from  the  consciousness  of  Lr  oL  atractil^  ̂ T ad  scarcely  entered  thp  hsii™  ,      attraetlyeness.     She 

adies,  all  tulle  r^^^^fl"  "■**  "»  thr°^  of 

[  dance-Kitty  wasl  1  STSS'"'*,.*0  ̂  
sked  for  a  waltz  and  asked  W  1  th^\thronS~when  she  was 

>  the  hierarchy  of  the  baUr  ̂   Partner'  the  first  *** 

-ces,  a  married  £X2rj  3E£  *«**- 

a  kingdom-that  is  to  sav   .  I  *  WaltZ'  and>  scanninS 

»ncing-hecaugnt  ightof  kit/r  T^  ̂   had  Started 
ith  that  peculiar  S  ™£  Vf^' ™d  fleWUp  to  hw 

balls.  Without'  even  asC  w° v  Y^^  t0  directors 
•t  out  his  arm  to  eneirj he V  I  ̂   t0  danee'  he 

and  for  some  one  to  g"e  her  fant"  ,  ̂   She  Iooked 
I  to  her,  took  it.  °'  and  their  host<*s>  smil- 

"How  nice  you've  come  in  good  timo  »  t,„      -j  ,    , icing  her  waist-  «wh  ,  (,  j  V  ?•     '     he  said  to  her>  em- .  iJ!  i.      n     ,     '         en  a  baa  habit  to  be  lato  »    tj™j- left  hand,  she  laid  ;t  ™  l,:     i.     , ,  e-       lending 

ir  Pink  slipP:Xnnsw  f ttKl  T  ?*  *«  * -g  over  the  slippery  floor  Z ̂ ' g,****** 



ANNA  KARENINA 

"It  West^o  waltz  with  you,"  he  sai
d  to  her,  as  they  fell 

into  the  first  slow  steps  of  th
e  waltz.  "It's  exquisite-such 

lightness,  precision."  He  said  to  he
r  the  same  thing  he  smd  to 

almost  all  his  partners  whom  he  
knew  well 

She  smiled  at  his  praise,  and  cont
inued  to  look  about  the 

room  over  his  shoulder.    She  was  n
ot  like  a  girl  at  her  first 

bailor  whom  all  laces  in  the  ballroo
m  melt  into  one  visum  of 

toy  and     And  she  was  not  a  gi
rl  who  had  gone  the  stale 

3lrf  balls  till  every  face  in  the  
ballroom  was  familiar  and 

"esome     But  he  was'in  the  middle  stage  b
etween  these 

she  was  excited,  and  at  the  same 
 time  she  had  sufficient  slf- 

nossession  to  be  able  to  observe.    
In  the  left  corner  of  the 

ST  s„e  saw  the  cream  of  society  gathered *
* ̂  

There_incredibly  naked-was  the  
beauty  Lidi   Korsun sky  s 

wife-  there  was  the  lady  of  the  hou
se;  there  shone  the. bald 

Tead'o   Kr  vin,  always  to  be  found  wh
ere  the  best  people  were. 

Tn  that  direction  gazed  the  young
  men,  not  venturing  to  ap- 

a  little  out  of  breath 

"No,  thank  you!" 

towards  the  group  in  the  Ml  »t„«r,  """"^^^J  J 
don,  tntfdamo,,  pardon,  pardon,  ̂ "f.^^Zfii 

ems-ess?  !-•— ttr*E- ; 
."or.hirt-tr.nt,  and  «...  h.r  hi.  arm  t,  .ond-t 

 har  t.  Annj 
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Arkadyevna.  Kitty,  flushed,  took  her  train  from  Krivin's 
knees,  and,  a  little  giddy,  looked  round,  seeking  Anna.  Anna 
was  not  ir.  lilac,  as  Kitty  had  so  urgently  wished,  but  in  a 
black,  low  cut,  velvet  gown,  showing  her  full  throat  and  shoul- 

ders, that  looked  as  though  carved  in  old  ivory,  and  her 

rounded  arms,  with  tiny,  slender  wrists.  The  whole*  gown  was trimmed  with  Venetian  guipure.  On  her  head,  among  her 
black  hair— her  own,  with  no  false  additions— was  a  little 
wreath  of  pansies,  and  a  bouquet  of  the  same  in  the  black 
ribbon  of  her  sash  among  white  lace.  Her  coiffure  was  not 
striking.  All  that  was  noticeable  was  the  little  wilful  tendrils 
)f  her  curly  hair  that  would  always  break  free  about  her  neck 
md  temples.  Round  her  well-cut,  strong  neck  was  a  thread 
)f  pearls. 

Kitty  had  been  seeing  Anna  every  day ;  she  adored  her,  and 
lad  pictured  her  invariably  in  lilac.  But  now  seeing  her  in 
)lack,  she  felt  that  she  had  not  fully  seen  her  charm.  She 

jkaw  her  now  as  some  one  quite  new  and  surprising  to  her. 
Now  she  understood  that  Anna  could  not  have  been  in  lilac, 
md  that  her  charm  was  just  that  she  always  stood  out  against 
ler  attire,  that  her  dress  could  never  be  noticeable  on  her. 
knd  her  black  dress,  with  its  sumptuous  lace,  was  not  notice- 
ble  on  her ;  it  was  only  the  frame,  and  all  that  was  seen  was 
he— simple,  natural,  elegant,  and  at  the  same  time  gay  and rager. 

She  was  standing,  holding  herself,  as  always,  very  erect,  and 
dien  Kitty  drew  near  the  group  she  was  speaking  to  the 
naster  of  the  house,  her  head  slightly  turned  towards  him. 

'No,  I  don't  throw  stones/ '  she  was  saying,  in  answer  to 
omething,  "though  I  can't  understand  it,"  she  went  on, drugging  her  shoulders,  and  she  turned  at  once  with  a  soft 
mile  of  protection  towards  Kitty.  With  a  flying,  feminine 
lance  she  scanned  her  attire,  and  made  a  movement  of  her 
ead,  hardly  perceptible,  but  understood  by  Kitty,  signifying 
pproval  of  her  dress  and  her  looks.  "You  came  into  the 
oom  dancing,"  she  added. 
"This  is  one  of  my  most  faithful  supporters,"  said  Kor- 
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sunsky,  bowing  to  Anna  Arkadyevna,  whom  he  had  not
  yet 

seen  ' '  The  princess  helps  to  make  balls  happy  and  successful. 

Anna  Arkadyevna,  a  waltz?"  he  said,  bending  down  to 
 her. 

4 '  Why,  have  you  met  ? ' '  inquired  their  host. 

4 '  Is  there  any  one  we  have  not  met  I  My  wife  and  I  are  like 

white  wolves— every  one  knows  us,"  answered  Kor
sunsky. 

' 4  A  waltz,  Anna  Arkadyevna  %  " 

"I  don't  dance,  when  it's  possible  not  to  dance,"  she  said. 

"But  to-night  it's  impossible,"  answered  Korsunsky. 
At  that  instant  Vronsky  came  up.  _ 

"Well,  since  it's  impossible  to-night,  let  us  start,'  she 
 said, 

not  noticing  Vronsky 's  bow,  and  she  hastily  put  her  hand  on 

Korsunsky 's  shoulder. 

"What  is  she  vexed  with  him  about?"  thought  Kitty,
  dis 

cerning  that  Anna  had  intentionally  not  respo
nded  to  Vron- 

sky's  bow.     Vronsky  went  up  to  Kitty,  reminding  her 
 of  the 

first  quadrille,  and  expressing  his  regret  that  h
e  had  not  seen 

her  all  this  time.     Kitty  gazed  in  admiration  
at  Anna  waltz- 

ing and  listened  to  him.     She  expected  him  to  ask  h
er  for  a 

waltz,  but  he  did  not,  and  she  glanced  wonde
ringly  at  him 

He  flushed  slightly,  and  hurriedly  asked  her  
to  waltz  but  hi 

had  only  just  put  his  arm  round  her  waist
  and  taken  the  firsl 

step  when  the  music  suddenly  stopped.     Ki
tty  looked  into  hifl 

face,  which  was  so  close  to  her  own,  an
d  long  af terwards-f oi 

several  years  after-that  look,  full  of  love
,  to  which  he  made 

no  response,  cut  her  to  the  heart  with  an  
agony  of  shame. 

-Pardon!  pardon!  Waltz!  waltz!"  
shouted  Korsunskj 

from  the  other  side  of  the  room,  and  se
izing  the  first  youn* 

lady  he  came  across  he  began  dancing  
himself. 

CHAPTER  XXIII 

Vronsky  and  Kitty  waltzed  ̂ ^V^^Tpt^VardV 

After  the  waltz  Kitty  went  to  her  mother  
and  she  had  ha *J 

time  to  say  a  few  words  to  Countess  
Nordston  when  Vronsl 
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came  up  again  for  the  first  quadrille.     During  the  quadrille 
nothing  of  any  significance  was  said:  there  was  disjointed  talk 
between  them  of  the  Korsunskys,  husband  and  wife,  whom  he 
described  very  amusingly,  as  delightful  children  at  forty,  and 
of  the  future  town  theatre;  and  only  once  the  conversation 
touched  her  to  the  quick,  when  he  asked  her  about  Levin 
whether  he  was  here,  and  added  that  he  liked  him  so  much! 
But   Kitty  did  not   expect  much  from  the  quadrille.     She 
looked  forward  with  a  thrill  at  her  heart  to  the  mazurka.     She 
fancied  that  in  the  mazurka  everything  must  be  decided.     The 

J  fact  that  he  did  not  during  the  quadrille  ask  her  for  the 
"j  mazurka  did  not  trouble  her.     She  felt  sure  she  would  dance the  mazurka  with  him  as  she  had  done  at  former  balls,  and 
refused  five  young  men,  saying  she  was  engaged   for  the 
mazurka.     The  whole  ball  up  to  the  last  quadrille  was  for 
Kitty  an  enchanted  vision  of  delightful  colors,  sounds,  and 
motions.     She  only  sat  down  when  she  felt  too  tired  and 
begged  for  a  rest.     But  as  she  was  dancing  the  last  quadrille 
with  one  of  the  tiresome  young  men  whom  she  could  not 
refuse,  she  chanced  to  be  vis-a-vis  with  Vronsky  and  Anna. 
She  had  not  been  near  Anna  again  since  the  beginning  of  the 
evening,  and  now  again  she  saw  her  suddenly  quite  new  and 
surprising.     She  saw  in  her  the  signs  of  that  excitement  of 
success  she  knew  so  well  in  herself;  she  saw  that  she  was  in- 

toxicated with   the  delighted   admiration   she   was   exciting she  knew  that  feeling  and  knew  its  signs,  and  saw  them  in 
Anna;  saw  the  quivering,  flashing  light  in  her  eyes,  and  the 
mule  of  happiness  and  excitement  unconsciously  playing  on 
ier  hps,  and  the  deliberate  grace,  precision,  and  lightness  of ler  movements. 

"Who?"  she  asked  herself.  "All  or  one?"  And  not  as- sisting the  harassed  young  man  she  was  dancing  with  in  the 
'onversation,  the  thread  of  which  he  had  lost  and  could  not 3ick  up  again,  she  obeyed  with  external  liveliness  the  per- 

emptory shouts  of  Korsunsky  starting  them  all  into  the  grand 
ond ,  and  then  into  the  chaine,  and  at  the  same  time  she  kept 
ratch  with  a  growing  pang  at  her  heart.     "No,  it's  not  the 
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admiration  of  the  crowd  has  intoxicated  her,  but  the  adoration 

of  one.  And  that  one  ?  can  it  be  he  V '  Every  time  he  spoke 
to  Anna  the  joyous  light  flashed  into  her  eyes,  and  the  smile 
of  happiness  curved  her  red  lips.  She  seemed  to  make  an 
effort  to  control  herself,  not  to  show  these  signs  of  delight,  but 
they  came  out  on  her  face  of  themselves.  ' '  But  what  of  him  ? ' ' 
Kitty  looked  at  him  and  was  filled  with  terror.  What  was 

pictured  so  clearly  to  Kitty  in  the  mirror  of  Anna's  face  she  i 
saw  in  him.  What  had  become  of  his  always  self-possessed 
resolute  manner,  and  the  carelessly  serene  expression  of  his 
face?  Now  every  time  he  turned  to  her,  he  bent  his  head,  as 
though  he  would  have  fallen  at  her  feet,  and  in  his  eyes  there 

was  nothing  but  humble  submission  and  dread.  ' '  I  would  not 

offend  you, ' '  his  eyes  seemed  every  time  to  be  saying,  ' '  but  I 
want  to  save  myself,  and  I  don 't  know  how. ' '  On  his  face  was 
a  look  such  as  Kitty  had  never  seen  before. 

They  were  speaking  of  common  acquaintances,  keeping  up 
the  most  trivial  conversation,  but  to  Kitty  it  seemed  that  every 
word  they  said  was  determining  their  fate  and  hers.     And 

strange  it  was  that  they  were  actually  talking  of  how  absurd  J 
Ivan  Ivanovitch  was  with  his  French,  and  how  the  Eletsky 
girl  might  have  made  a  better  match,  yet  these  words  had  all 
the  while  consequence  for  them,  and  they  were  feeling  justf 
as  Kitty  did.     The  whole  ball,  the  whole  world,  everything 

seemed  lost  in  fog  in  Kitty's  soul.     Nothing  but  the  stern 
discipline  of  her  bringing7up  supported  her  and  forced  her 
to  do  what  was  expected  of  her,  that  is,  to  dance,  to  answer 
questions,  to  talk,  even  to  smile.     But  before  the  mazurka,  1 
when  they  were  beginning  to  rearrange  the  chairs  and  a  few  I 

couples  moved  out  of  the  smaller  rooms  into  the  big  room,  ] 
a  moment  of  despair  and  horror  came  for  Kitty.     She  had  | 
refused  five   partners,   and  now   she   was   not   dancing  the  I 

mazurka.     She  had  not  even  a  hope  of  being  asked  for  it,  be- 1 
cause  she  was  so  successful  in  society  that  the  idea  would  never 
occur  to  any  one  that  she  had  remained  disengaged  till  now  J 
She  would  have  to  tell  her  mother  she  felt  ill  and  go  homa, 
but  she  had  not  the  strength  to  do  this.     She  felt  crushed . 



Her  heart  ached  with  a  horrible  despair 

G.  W.  J.  &  CO. 
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She  went  to  the  furthest  end  of  the  little  drawing-room  and 
sank  into  a  low  chair.  Her  light,  transparent  skirts  rose  like 
a  cloud  about  her  slender  waist;  one  bare,  thin,  soft,  girlish 
arm,  hanging  listlessly,  was  lost  in  the  folds  of  her  pink  tunic ; 
in  the  other  she  held  her  fan,  and  with  rapid,  short  strokes 
fanned  her  burning  face.  But  while  she  looked  like  a  butter- 

fly, clinging  to  a  blade  of  grass,  and  just  about  to  open  its 
rainbow  wings  for  fresh  flight,  her  heart  ached  With  a  horrible 
despair. 

''But  perhaps  I  am  wrong,  perhaps  it  was  not  so?"  And again  she  recalled  all  she  had  seen. 

" Kitty,  what  is  it?"  said  Countess  Nordston,  stepping  noise- lessly over  the  carpet  towards  her.  "I  don't  understand 
it." 

Kitty's  lower  lip  began  to  quiver;  she  got  up  quickly. 
" Kitty,  you're  not  dancing  the  mazurka?" 
"No,  no,"  said  Kitty  in  a  voice  shaking  with  tears. 
"He  asked  her  for  the  mazurka  before  me,"  said  Countess Nordston,  knowing  Kitty  would  understand  who  were  "he" 

hnd  "her."  -She  said:  'Why,  aren't  you  going  to  dance  it Tith  Princess  Shtcherbatsky  ? '  " 
"Oh,  I  don't  care!"  answered  Kitty. 
No  one  but  she  herself  understood  her  position;  no  one 
Lew  that  she  had  just  refused  the  man  whom  perhaps  she 

oyed,  and  refused  him  because  she  had  put  her  faith  in  an- other. 

Countess  Nordston  found  Korsunsky,  with  whom  she  was 
0  dance  the  mazurka,  and  told  him  to  ask  Kitty. 
Kitty  danced  in  the  first  couple,  and  luckily  for  her  she  had 

lot  to  talk,  because  Korsunsky  was  all  the  time  running  about 
lirecting  the  figure.  Vronsky  and  Anna  sat  almost  opposite 
ier.  She  saw  them  with  her  long-sighted  eyes,  and  saw  them, .00,  close  by,  when  they  met  in  the  figures,  and  the  more  she 
:aw  of  them  the  more  convinced  was  she  that  her  unhappiness vas  complete.  She  saw  that  they  felt  themselves  alone  in  that 
crowded  room.  And  on  Vronsky 's  face,  always  so  firm  and 
ndependent,  she  saw  that  look  that  had  struck  her,  of  be- 
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wilderment  and  humble  submissiveness,  like  the  expression  of 

an  intelligent  dog  when  it  has  done  wrong. 

Anna  smiled,  and  her  smile  was  reflected  by  him.  She  grew  j 

thoughtful,  and  he  became  serious.  Some  supernatural  force 

drew  Kitty's  eyes  to  Anna's  face.  She  was  fascinating  in  her 

simple  black  dress,  fascinating  were  her  round  arms  with  their 

bracelets,  fascinating  was  her  firm  neck  with  its  thread  of 

pearls,  fascinating  the  straying  curls  of  her  loose  hair,  fas- 

cinating the  graceful,  light  movements  of  her  little  feet  and 

hands,  fascinating  was  that  lovely  face  in  its  eagerness,  but 

there  was  something  terrible  and  cruel  in  her  fascination. 

Kitty  admired  her  more  than  ever,  and  more  and  more  acute 

was  her  suffering.  Kitty  felt  overwhelmed,  and  her  face 

showed  it.  When  Vronsky  saw  her,  coming  across  her  in 

the  mazurka,  he  did  not  at  once  recognize  her,  she  was  so 
changed. 

"Delightful  ball!"  he  said  to  her,  for  the  sake  of  saying 
something. 

1  ■  Yes, ' '  she  answered. 
In  the  middle  of  the  mazurka,  repeating  a  complicated 

figure,  newly  invented  by  Korsunsky,  Anna  came  forward  into 

the  centre  of  the  circle,  chose  two  gentlemen,  and  summoned 

a  lady  and  Kitty.  Kitty  gazed  at  her  in  dismay  as  she  went 

up.  Anna  looked  at  her  with  drooping  eyelids,  and  smiled, 

pressing  her  hand.  But,  noticing  that  Kitty  only  responded 

to  her  smile  by  a  look  of  despair  and  amazement,  she  turned 

away  from  her,  and  began  gaily  talking  to  the  other  lady. 

"Yes,  there  is  something  uncanny,  devilish  and  fascinating 
in  her,"  Kitty  said  to  herself. 

Anna  did  not  mean  to  stay  to  supper,  but  the  master  of  thd 

house  began  to  press  her  to  do  so. 

"Nonsense,  Anna  Arkadyevna, ' '  said  Korsunsky,  drawinJ 

her  bare  arm  under  the  sleeve  of  his  dress  coat,  "I've  such  an 

idea  for  a  cotillion!     Tin  bijou!" 

And  he  moved  gradually  on,  trying  to  draw  her  along  witfl 
him.     Their  host  smiled  approvingly. 

"No,  I  am  not  going  to  stay,"  answered  Anna,  smiling,  hui 
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in  spite  of  her  smile,  both  Korsunsky  and  the  master  of  the 
house  saw  from  her  resolute  tone  that  she  would  not  stay. 

''No;  why,  as  it  is,  I  have  danced  more  at  your  ball  in 
Moscow  than  I  have  all  the  winter  in  Petersburg/'  said  Anna, 
looking  round  at  Vronsky,  who  stood  near  her.  "I  must  rest 
a  little  before  my  journey." 

"Are  you  certainly  going  to-morrow  then?"  asked  Vronsky. 
"Yes,  I  suppose  so,"  answered  Anna,  as  it  were  wondering at  the  boldness  of  his  question;  but  the  irrepressible,  quiver- 

ing brilliance  of  her  eyes  and  her  smile  set  him  on  fire  as  she I  said  it. 

Anna  Arkadyevna  did  not  stay  to  supper,  but  went  home. 

CHAPTER  XXIV 

"Yes,  there  is  something  in  me  hateful,  repulsive,"  thought ■Levin,  as  he  came  away  from  the  Shtcherbatskys',  and  walked 
■in  the  direction  of  his  brother's  lodgings.  "And  I  don't  get 
on  with  other  people.  Pride,  they  say.  No,  I  have  no  pride. 
If  I  had  any  pride,  I  should  not  have  put  myself  in  such  a 
position. ' '  And  he  pictured  to  himself  Vronsky,  happy,  good- natured,  clever,  and  self-possessed,  certainly  never  placed  in 
the  awful  position  in  which  he  had  been  that  evening.  "Yes, 
she  was  bound  to  choose  him.  So  it  had  to  be,  and  I  cannot 
complain  of  any  one  or  anything.  I  am  myself  to  blame. 
What  right  had  I  to  imagine  she  would  care  to  join  her  life 
0  mine ?    Khornn  T  and  what  rth  T^   A  nobody ̂ n^t-wanled 
by-  any  one,aiojLjQf  use  to  anybody,"  And  he  recalled  his 
brother  Nikolay,  and  dwelt  with  pleasure  on  the  thought  of 
him.  "Isn't  he  right  that  everything  in  the  world  is  base  and oathsome?  And  are  we  fair  in  our  judgment  of  brother 
Nikolay?  Of  course,  from  the  point  of  view  of  Prokofy, 
seeing  him  in  a  torn  cloak  and  tipsy,  he's  a  despicable  person. 
But  I  know  him  differently.  I  know  his  soul,  and  know  that 
ve  are  like  him.     And  I,  instead  of  going  to  seek  him  out,  went 
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out  to  dinner,  and  came  here."    Levin  walked  up  to  a  lamp
- 

post read  his  brother's  address,  which  was  in  his  pocketbook, 

and 'called  a  sledge.     All  the  long  way  to  his  brother's,  Levin 

vividly  recalled  all  the  facts  familiar  to  him  of  his  brot
her 

Nikolay's  life.     He  remembered  how  his  brother,  while  at  the 

university,  and  for  a  year  afterwards,  had,  in  spite  of  the 

jeers  of  his  companions,  lived  like  a  monk,  strictly  observin
g 

all  religious  rites,  services,  and  fasts,  and  avoiding  every  sort 

of  pleasure,  especially  women.     And  afterwards,  how  he  had 

all  at  once  broken  out :  he  had  associated  with  the  most  horrible 

people,  and  rushed  into  the  most  senseless  debauchery.     He 

remembered  later  the  scandal  over  a  boy,  whom  he  had  taken 

from  the  country  to  bring  up,  and,  in  a  fit  of  rage,  had  so 

violently  beaten  that  proceedings  were  brought  against  him 

for  unlawfully  wounding.     Then  he  recalled  the  scandal  with 

a  sharper,  to  whom  he  had  lost  money,  and  given  a  promissory 

note,  and  against  whom  he  had  himself  lodged  a  complaint, 

asserting  that  he  had  cheated  him.     (This  was  the  money 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  paid.)     Then  he  remembered  how
  he 

had  spent  a  night  in  the  lockup  for  disorderly  conduct  in  
the 

street.     He  remembered  the  shameful  proceedings  he  had  trie
d 

to  get  up  against  his  brother  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  accusing  him  j
 

of  not  having  paid  him  his  share  of  his  mother's  for
tune,  and 

the  last  scandal,  when  he  had  gone  to  a  western  provinc
e  in 

an  official  capacity,  and  there  had  got  into  trouble  
for  assault- 

ing a  village  elder.     .     .     .     It  was  all  horribly  disgusting,  ye
t 

to  Levin  it  appeared  not  at  all  in  the  same  disgusting  ligh
t  as 

it  inevitably  would  to  those  who  did  not  know  Nikolay,  did  notj 
know  all  his  story,  did  not  know  his  heart. 

Levin  remembered  that  when  Nikolay  had  been  in  the  devout  j 

stage,  the  period  of  fasts  and  monks  and  church  services,
  when 

he  was  seeking  in  religion  a  support  and  a  curb  for  his  
pas-, 

sionate  temperament,  every  one,  far  from  encouraging  
him, 

had  jeered  at  him,  and  he,  too,  with  the  others.  They 
 had 

teased  him,  called  him  Noah,  and  monk;  and,  when  he 
 had 

broken  out,  no  one  had  helped  him,  but  every  one  had  
turned 

away  from  him  with  horror- and  disgust. 
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Levin  felt  that  in  *ite  of  aH  the  Tidiness  of  his  KfTto brother  Nikolay,  m  his  soul,  in  the  very  depths  of  his    oul 
was  no  more  m  the  wrong  than  the  people  who  despised  him.' He  was  not  to  blame  for  having  been  born  with  his  unbridled 

II  temperament  and  his  somehow  limited  intelligence.    But  he 
had  always  wanted  to  be  good.    "I  will  tell  him  everything 

J  without  reserve  and  I  will  make  him  speak  without  reserve 

nim  ""t  T  5"  ̂^  *  l0Ve  Mm'  and  S0  ™derstand ■  him,     Levin  resolved  to  himself,  as,  towards  eleven  o'clock |  he  reached  the  hotel  of  which  he  had  the  address  ' 
"At  the  top,  12  and  13,"  the  porter  answered  Levin's  in- quiry.  

°  J11 
"At  home?" 
"Sure  to  be  at  home." 
The  door  of  No  12  was  half  open,  and  there  came  out  into 

h    £?  ?  hght  ̂   fUmeS  °f  cheaP'  P°°r  t0"acco,  and he  sound  of  a  voice,  unknown  to  Levin;  but  he  knew  at  once that  his  brother  was  there ,  he  heard  his  cough 
As  he  went  in  at  the  door,  the  unknown  voice  was  saying- 

he  tint's  ESS  W"h  h°W  mUCh  JUdgment  and  *™4e 

bST^TtS  l0°ked  "  f  the  d0°r'  and  saw  *-  *e speaker  was  a  young  man  with  an  immense  shock  of  hair earing  a  Russian  jerkin,  and  that  a  pockmarked  woman  in  a 

l«wL'.ttl*„L'h:,n;1, ,h"  p"r,eBed  'w'-"'l'» r  &  voice  responded,  with  a  cough.     "Masha  »  &et  11Q 
^supper  and  some  wine  if  there's  any  lef t ;  o/efse  gfand 

fcKorZ"6'  Came  °Ut  fr°m  b6hind  the  «i  and 



112  ANNA  KARENINA   

^Wslo^nTgenU
^^  she  said. 

"Whom  do  you  want?"  said  the  voice  o
f  Nikolay  Levin, 

^It's'l,"  answered  Konstantin  Levin,  coming  forwa
rd  into 

th''Who's  /*"  Nikolay's  voice  said  again,  still  more  angrily. 

He  conld  he  heard  getting  up  hurried
ly    stumbling  against 

something,  and  Levin  saw,  facing  him  i
n  the  doorway,  the  big 

scared  eyes,  and  the  huge,  thin,  stoopmg figure  «££**£ 

so  familiar,  and  yet  astonishing  m  its  we
irdness  and ̂ lmess. 

He  was  even  thinner  than  three  year
s  before,  when  Kon 

stantin  Levin  had  seen  him  last.     He
  was  wearing  a  short 

coat    and  his  hands  and  big  bones  se
emed  huger  than  even 

hT  hair  had  grown  thinner,  the  sam
e  straight  mustaches  hid 

his  lips,  the  same  eyes  gazed  strangely  an
d  naively  at  his  j 

Vi"Ah  Kostya!"  he  exclaimed  suddenly,  recognizing  hi
s 

brother,  and  his  eyes  lighted  up  
with  joy.  But  the  same 

second  he  looked  round  at  the  youn
g  man,  and  gave  the 

nervous  jerk  of  his  head  and  neck  
that  Konstantir i  knew  s 

well  as  f  his  neckband  hurt  him;  
and  a  quite  different  ex 

passion,  wild,  suffering,  and  c
ruel,  rested  on  his  emaciated 

f""I  wrote  to  you  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch  boththaU .don
j 

know  you  and  don't  want  to  know  
you.    What  is  it  you 

WHe  was  not  at  all  the  same  as  Konstantin  had  b*n ̂
<H 

him     The  worst  and  most  tiresome  
part  of  his  cnaract^> 

what  made  all  relations  with  him  
so  difficulty had  b  en  for. 

gotten  by  Konstantin  Levin  when  
he  thought  of  him    an* 

now  when  he  saw  his  face,  and  
especially  that  nervous  twitch-, 

ing  of  his  head,  he  remembered  it  all.  nT1cWereJ 

''I  didn't  want  to  see  you  for  anythi
ng,      he  answered 

timidlv     "I've  simply  come  to  see  you."  / 

ms  brother's  timidity  obviously  softe
ned  Nikolay.    His  Up* 

^"O^so  that's  it*"  he  said.    "Well,  come 
 in;  sit  down] 



   ANNA  KARENINA  113 

Like  some  supper?    Masha,  bring  supper  for  three.    No  stop a  minute.  Do  you  know  who  this  is?"  he  said,  addressing  his brother,  and  indicating  the  gentleman  in  the  jerkin:  "This  is Mr.  Kntsky   my  friend  from  Kiev,  a  very  remarkable  man 

s*  uXT."      y     police' of  course> because  he's  not  * 
I  in  ̂d  he  l0°ke.  r°Und  in  the  Way  he  always  did  at  every  one m  the  room.  Seeing  that  the  woman  standing  in  the  door- 

way was  moving  to  go,  he  shouted  to  her,  « Wait  a  minute,  I said.  And  with  the  inability  to  express  himself,  the  inco- herence that  Konstantin  knew  so  well,  he  began,  with  another 
look  round  at  every  one,  to  tell  his  brother  Kritsky's  story 
how  he  had  been  expelled  the  universitly  for  starting  a  benefit society  for  the  poor  students  and  Sunday-schools;  and  how  he I  had I  afterwards  been  a  teacher  in  a  peasant  school,  and  how he  had  been  driven  out  of  that  too,  and  had  afterwards  been I  condemned  for  something. 

"You're  of  the  Kiev  university?"  said  Konstantin  Levin  to Kntsky,  to  break  the  awkward  silence  that  followed 

daZning  ™  *  KieV'  *****  repHed  Engrily'  his  face 
"And  this  woman,"  Nikolay  Levin  interrupted  him,  point- ing to  her,  "is  the  partner  of  my  life,  Marya  Nikolaevna     I 

ook  her  out  of  a  bad  house,"  and  he  jerked  his  neck  saying this;  but  I  love  her  and  respect  her,  and  any  one  who 
wants  to  know  me,"  he  added,  raising  his  voice  and  knitting 
his  brows,  "I  beg  to  love  her  and  respect  her.  She's  just  the same  as  my  wife,  just  the  same.  So  now  you  know  whom 
you've  got  to  do  with.  And  if  you  think  you're  lowering yourself,  well,  here's  the  floor,  there's  the  door." 
And  again  his  eyes  traveled  inquiringly  over  all  of  them. 
''Why  I  should  be  lowering  myself,  I  don't  understand." Then,  Masha,  tell  them  to  bring  supper:  three  portions, 

pints  and  wine.    ...    No,  wait  a  minute.     ...    No  it 
loesn't  matter.    .    .    .    Go  along." 
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CHAPTER  XXV 

"So  you  see,"  pursued  Nikolay  Levin,  pai
nfully  wrinkling 

his  forehead  and  twitching. 

It  was  obviously  difficult  for  him  to  thmk  
of  what  to  say 

*"" Here,  do  you  see?"  .  .  .  He  pointed  to  some  sort  o
f 

iron  bars,  fastened  together  with  strings  
lying  m  a  corner  of 

the  room  "  Do  you  see  that !  That  ta  the  begi
nning  of  a  new 

thing  we 're  going  into.    It's  a  productive  association 
    .    .    . 

Konstantin  scarcely  heard  him.  He  lo
oked  into  his  sicldy, 

consumptive  face,  and  he  was  more  and  ̂
W***™. 

and  he  could  not  force  himself  to  lis
ten  to  what  h  brother 

was  telling  him  about  the  association  He  saw 
JJ at  to ̂ as 

sociation  was  a  mere  anchor  to  save 
 him  from  self-contempt. 

Nikolay  Levin  went  on  talking : 

"You    know    that    capital    oppresses    th
e    laborer.    The 

laborers  with  us,  the  peasants,  bear  all
  the  burden  of  labor,  and 

ar o  pile  d  that  however  much  they  
work  they  can't  escape 

from  their  position  of  beasts  of  burd
en.     All  the  profits  of 

bor,  on  which  they  might  improve  th»£-b« JjUgJ 

leisure  for  themselves,  and  after  that  education,  ̂ ™g
* 

values  are  taken  from  them  by  the  capitalist
 s     And   ociety  ̂  

so  constituted  that  the  harder  they  work
    the  P«t«Jto 

profit  of  the  merchants  and  landowne
rs,  while  they  stay  beasts 

o    burden  to  the  end.    And  that 
 state  of  things  must  be 

changed,"  he  finished  up,  and  he  looked  ques
tionmgly  at  huj 

br<'Yers  of  course,"  said  Konstantin,  looking  at  the  patch  oi 

red  X  had  come  out  on  his  br
other's  projecting  cheek-bones] 

"And   o  we're  founding  a  locksmiths
'  association,  where  ad 

the  production  and  profit  and  the
  chief  instruments  of  produol 

^^^^—011  to  be?"  asked  Konstantin  LeviJ 

"In  the  village  -J^^^ETS*  there  is 
'  'Bnt  why  in  a  village?     In  tne  vnia^,  

* 
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vHlage?"'  W°rk  T  itia'    Why  '  l0efamiths'  assoc^'»  «  a 

"Why?     Because  the  peasants  are  just  as  much  slaves  as they  ever  were    and  that's  why  you  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch 
*£  yS  PeT°P  •  y  and  g6t  them  0Ut  of  their  slavery," said  Nikolay  Levin,  exasperated  by  the  objection 

cwT^^  ̂ Vhl    Sigh6d'   l00king  Awhile  about   the 

SfiTJKr room- This  sigh  seemed  to  r**? 
"I  know  your  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  aristocratic  views 

extti  evils ?' aPPHeS  aH  the  P°Wer  °f  hJS  hltelleCt  t0  *"** 

"No;  and  what  do  you  talk  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch  for!"  said Levin,  smiling. 

_  "Sergey  Ivanovitch?  I'll  tell  you  what  for!"  Nikolay Leym  shrieked  suddenly  at  the  name  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch 

li„l ?  *S  y°?  Wlf  for- ,:  •  •  But  ̂ t's  the  use  of  talk- 
tfoJ  vS0, nly  one  thing.  .  .  .  What  did  you  come  to 
pie  tor?  You  look  down  on  this,  and  you're  welcome  to- 
*nd  go  away  m  God's  name  go  away!"  he  shrieked,  getting kp  from  his  chair.    "And  go  away,  and  go  away!"  ? 

imidlv°n-T^0k.d0Wn  ?  ft  at  aU'"  Said  Kon«tantin  Levin nnidly.       I  don 't  even  dispute  it. " 
At  that  instant  Marya  Nikolaevna  came  back.    Nikolay .evm  looked  round  angrily  at  her.    She  went  quickly  to  him nd  whispered  something.  

' 

"I'm  not  well;  I've  grown  irritable,"  said  Nikolay  Levin jetting  calmer  and  breathing  painfully;  "and  then  you  talk 
o  me  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  his  article.    It 's  such  rubbish, uch  lying,  such  self-deception.    What  can  a  man  write  of ustice  who  knows  nothing  of  it  ?    Have  you  read  his  article  ? ' ' K^fJ^f tine down  again  at  the  table> and  mOTin» 
Ms  off  half  of  it  the  scattered  cigarettes,  so  as  to  clear  a  space 

I  ve  not  read  it,"  Kritsky  responded  gloomily,  obviously ot  desiring  to  enter  into  the  conversation 

"Why  not?"  said  Nikolay  Levin,  now  turning  with  ex- speration  upon  Kritsky. 
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"because  I  didn't  see  the  use  of  wasting  my  tim
e  over  it." 

"Oh  but  excuse  me,  how  did  you  know  it 
 would  be  wasting 

vour  time'    That  article's  too  deep  for  man
y  people— that  a 

to  say  it's  over  their  heads.     But  with  me
,  it's  another  thing ; 

I  see  through  his  ideas,  and  I  know  wher
e  its  weakness  lies. 

Every  one  was  mute.    Kritsky  got  up 
 deliberately  and 

"St  Ju  have  supper?    All  ̂ right,  good-bye !    Come    , 

round  to-morrow  with  the  locksmith." 

Kritsky  had  hardly  gone  out  when  Nikolay
  Levin  smiled  and 

winked.  .  >  > 

"He's  no  good  either,  "he  said.    "  I  see,  of  course    .    
.    . 

But  at  that  instant  Kritsky,  at  the  door,  c
alled  him. 

"What  do  you  want  now?"  he  said,  and  went
  out  to  him  in 

the  passage.    Left  alone  with  Marya  N
ikolaevna,  Levm  turned 

t0"Have  you  been  long  with  my  brother?"  he  said  to  her 

"Yes,  more  than  a  year.    Nikolay  Dmit
rievitch  s  health  has 

become  very  poor.    Nikolay  Dmitrievit
ch  drinks  a  great  deal, 

she  said.  .        „ 

"That  is    .    .    •    how  does  he  drink i 

"Drinks  vodka,  and  it's  bad  for  him."
 

"And  a  great  deal '"whispered  Levin.
 

"Yes,"  she  said,  looking  timidly  towa
rds  the  doorway, 

where  Nikolay  Levin  had  reappeared  i-ntta.  his 

"What  were  you  talking  about?"  he
  said  kn  t«g  h5 

brows,  and  turning  his  scared  eyes
  from  one  to  the  other.  I 

"What  was  it?"  '.  . 
' '  Oh  nothing, ' '  Konstantin  answered  in  contusion.  I 

"Oh  if  you  don't  want  to  say,  don't.   
 Only  if.  no  good 

vour  talking  to  her.    She's  a  wench,  
and  you're  a  gentleman, 

h    sad  wifh  a  oerk  of  the  neck.    "You  und
erstand  ev^ryj 

thing,  I  see,  and  have  taken  stock  of  e
verything,  and  look  with 

commiseration  on  my  shortcomings,"  
he  began  again,  raisind 

^"Nikolay  Dmitrievitch,  Nikolay  Dmitriev
itch,"  whispered! 

Marya  Nikolaevna,  again  going  up  to  him. 
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"Oh,  very  well  very  well!    .    ..T~i5  where 's  the  supper '. Ah  here  i   is  »  he  said,  seeing  a  waiter  with  a  tray.    "Here set  rt  here  "  he  added  angrily,  and  promptly  seizing  the  vodka he  poured  out  a  glassful  and  drank  it  greedilv!    <<Z?ke  a 
Wed      tUmed  t0  ̂  br°ther'  and  at  0Me  b—  better 

'  Well,  enough  of  Sergey  Ivanoviteh.  I  'm  giad  to  see  von anyway  After  all's  said  and  done,  we're  not  strangers  Come' have  a  drmk.    Tell  me  what  you're  doing,"  he  went  mi' 

Kfuf  m'<Hohw  ̂   "  ̂"i  °f  ̂   ̂   ̂   «*  -otS giassim.       Mow  are  you  living?" 

"I  live  alone  in  the  country,  as  I  used  to.    I'm  busv  look ing  after  the  land,"  answered  Konstantin,  watchYnT  wkh horror  the  greediness  with  whieh  his  brothe;  ate  and  drlni and  trying  to  conceal  that  he  noticed  it.  ' 
"Why  don't  you  get  married?" 

a  littltehaSn't  haPPened  S°'"  Konstantin  answered,  reddening 

"Why  not?    For  me  now    .    .    .    everything's  at  an  end - Istill  Zt%E  melS  °f  r  Hfe-  But  this  K  A  and  I  fy s  ill  that  if  my  share  had  been  given  me  when  I  needed  it  Z whole  life  would  have  been  different  ' '  '     y 

"T™1  made  h3Ste  t0  Change  the  conversation. 

Nikolay  jerked  his  neck,  and  sank  into  thought. 

USS^ftA?0??  °n  8t  P°kr0Vsk^     Is  ̂   ̂ se 
fahnZ  rt      '    "  birch-trees,  and  our  schoolroom?    And 

.rrange  ? t0  ""  B°W"  Said  L°™'    "*°"  nicely  we  would 

feW  irneovatci."e  ̂   jf  T  ̂  SUre  *  ̂   not  find 
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"You  wouldn't  find  him  there. '  I  Uve  quite  
independently 

°f "Ss'but  say  what  you  like,  you  will  have  to  choose  be- 
tween me  and  him,"  he  said,  looking  timidly  into  

Ins  brother  s 
face. 

This  timidity  touched  Konstantm. 

"I   you  want  to  hear  my  confession  of  fa
ith  on  the  subject 

I  tell  you  that  in  your  quarrel  with  Se
rgey  Ivanov.teh  I  take 

neither  side.    You're  both  wrong.    Y
ou're  more  wrong  ex- 

tprrmllv  and  he  inwardly."  , 

"Ah   ah!    You  see  that,  you  see  tha
t!"  N.kolay  shouted 

J°"But'l,  personally,  value  friendly  relations  with  you  mo
re 

because     .     .     •  ' 

ZsLTnTeould  not  say  that  he
  valued  it  more  because 

Nikolay  was  unhappy,  and  need
ed  affection.  But  Nikolay 

Ww  that  this  was  just  what  he  mean
t  to  say,  and  scowling  he 

^E^^I^ri^vitcn.
"  said  Marya  Nikolaevna, 

stretching    out    her    plump,    bare  
  arm    towards    the    de- 

"S.W    Don'tinsist!    1 11  beat  you ! '  »l»^f 

Marya  Nikolaevna  smiled  a  sweet  
and  good-humo,  ed  sm  e 

whicK*  at  once  reflected  on  Niko
lay's  face,  and  she  took  the 

'""And  do  you  suppose  she  understand
s  nothing?"  saic 

NikoUy     "She  understands  it  all  bett
er  than i«*  of  us 

KM^^^-^-^-TSaCi  -id  t- "Were  you  never  before  m  Moscow. 

her,  for  the  sake  of  saying  somet
hing. 

« <  Only  you  mustn't  be  polite  and  stiff  with
  her.    it  »  8 

he,°  No  one  ever  spoke  to  her  so  but  the  j
ustices  of  the  peaj 

who  tried  her  for  trying  to  get  out ̂  
 *  Jouse  ot 

Mercy  on  us,  the  senselessness  ™*»j£*r™     le  peac, 
denly     "These  new  institutions,  th

ese  justices 

rural'eouncils,  what  hideousness  it 
 all  is! 
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And  he  began  to  enlarge  on  his  encounters  with  the  new institutions. 

Konstantin  Levin  heard  him,  and  the  disbelief  in  the  sense 
of  all  public  institutions,  which  he  shared  with  him,  and  often 
expressed,  was  distasteful  to  him  now  from  his  brother 's  lips. 

"'In  another  world  we  shall  understand  it  all,"  he  said lightly. 

'In  another  world!  Ah,  I  don't  like  that  other  world!  I 
don't  like  it,"  he  said,  letting  his  scared  eyes  rest  on  his 
brother's  eyes.  "Here  one  would  think  that  to  get  out  of  all 
the  baseness  and  the  mess,  one's  own  and  other  people's,  would 
be  a  good  thing,  and  yet  I'm  afraid  of  death,  awfully  afraid  of 
death."  He  shuddered.  "But  do  drink  something.  Would you  like  some  champagne  ?  Or  shall  we  go  somewhere  ?  Let 's 
go  to  the  Gypsies!  Do  you  know  I  have  got  so  fond  of  the 
Gypsies  and  Russian  songs." 

His  speech  had  begun  to  falter,  and  he  passed  abruptly 
from  one  subject  to  another.  Konstantin  with  the  help  of 
Masha  persuaded  him  not  to  go  out  anywhere,  and  got  him  to bed  hopelessly  drunk. 

Masha  promised  to  write  to  Konstantin  in  case  of  need,  and 
to  persuade  Nikolay  Levin  to  go  and  stay  with  his  brother. 

CHAPTER  XXVI 

In  the  morning  Konstantin  Levin  left  Moscow,  and  towards 
Bvening  he  reached  home.  On  the  journey  in  the  train  he 
alked  to  his  neighbors  about  politics  and  the  new  railways md,  just  as  111  Moscow,  he  was  overcome  by  a  sense  of  con- 
usion  of  ideas,  dissatisfaction  with  himself,  shame  of  some- 
hmg  or  other.  But  when  he  got  out  at  his  own  station,  when ie  saw  his  one-eyed  coachman,  Ignat,  with  the  collar  of  his 
*>at  turned  up ;  when,  in  the  dim  light  reflected  by  the  station ires,  he  saw  his  own  sledge,  his  own  horses  with  their  tails 
led  up,  m  their  harness  trimmed  with  rings  and  tassels;  when 
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the  coachman  Ignat,  as  he  put  in  his  luggage,  told
  him  the 

village  news,  that  the  contractor  had  arrived,  and
  that  tfava 

had  calved,— he  felt  that  little  by  little  the  co
nfusion  was 

clearing  up,  and  the  shame  and  self-dissatisfact
ion  were  pass- 

in"  away      He  felt  this  at  the  mere  sight  of  Ignat 
 and  the 

horses-  but  when  he  had  put  on  the  sheepskin  brou
ght  for 

him  had  sat  down  wrapped  up  in  the  sledge,  and
  had  driven 

off  pondering  on  the  work  that  lay  before  him  in
  the  village, 

and  staring  at  the  side-horse,  who  had  been  h
is  saddle-horse, 

past  his  prime  now,  but  a  spirited  beast  from  
the  Don,  he 

began  to  see  what  had  happened  to  him  in  qui
te  a  different 

light      He  felt  himself,  and  did  not  want  to  be  an
y  one  else. 

All  he  wanted  now  was  to  be  better  than  before.     In 
 the  first  , 

place  he  resolved  that  from  that  day  he  would  give  u
p  hoping 

for  any  extraordinary  happiness,  such  as  marria
ge  must  have 

given  him,  and  consequently  he  would  not  so  d
isdain  what  he 

really  had.     Secondly,  he  would  never  again  l
et  himself  give 

way  to  low  passion,  the  memory  of  which  had
  so  tortured  him 

when  he  had  been  making  up  his  mind  to  make  an  offer.  
  1  hen  j 

remembering  his  brother  Nikolay,  he  resolved
  to  himself  that 

he  would  never  allow  himself  to  forget  him,  
that  he  would 

follow  him  up,  and  not  lose  sight  of  him,  so  as 
 to  be  ready  to 

help  when  things  should  go  ill  with  him.     An
d  that  would  be 

soon    he  felt.     Then,  too,  his  brother's  ta
lk  of  communism, 

which  he  had  treated  so  lightly  at  the  time,
  now  made  him 

think     He  considered  a  revolution  in  e
conomic  conditions 

nonsense.    But  he  always  felt  the  injustice  
of  his  own  abun- 

dance in  comparison  with  the  poverty  of  the  peasants 
 and  now 

he  determined  that  so  as  to  feel  quite  in  the  rig
ht,  though  he 

had  worked  hard  and  lived  by  no  means  luxuriou
sly  before,  he 

would  now  work  still  harder,  and  would  al
low  himself  even 

less  luxury.     And  all  this  seemed  to  him  so  e
asy  a  conquest 

over  himself  that  he  spent  the  whole  drive  
in  the  pleasantest 

day-dreams.    With  a  resolute  feeling  of  hope  i
n  a  new,  better 

life  he  reached  home  before  nine  o'clock  at  night
. 

The  snow  of  the  little  quadrangle  before  the  ho
use  was  li 

up  by  a  light  in  the  bedroom  windows  of  his  
old  nurse,  Agatea 

i 
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Mjhalovna,  who  performed  the  duties  of  housekeepar  in  his 
house.    She  was  not  yet  asleep.    Kouzma,  waked  up  by  her 
came  sidling  sleepily  out  onto  the  steps.    A  setter  bitch,' Laska   ran  out  too,  almost  upsetting  Kouzma,  and  whining 
turned  round  about  Levin's  knees,  jumping  up  and  longing,' but  not  daring,  to  put  her  forepaws  on  his  chest. 

^'You're  soon  back  again,  sir,"  said  Agafea  Mihalovna. I  got  tired  of  it,  Agafea  Mihalovna.    With  friends,  one  is 
well;  but  at  home,  one  is  better,"  he  answered,  and  went  into nis  study. 

The  study  was  slowly  lit  up  as  the  candle  was  brought  in I  he  familiar  details  came  out:  the  stag's  horns,  the  book- 
shelves, the  looking-glass,  the  stove  with  its  ventilator,  which 

had  long  wanted  mending,  his  father's  sofa,  a  large  table,  on the  table  an  open  book,  a  broken  ash-tray,  a  manuscript-book with  his  handwriting.  As  he  saw  all  this,  there  came  over 
him  for  an  instant  a  doubt  of  the  possibility  of  arranging  the new  life,  of  which  he  had  been  dreaming  on  the  road.  All 
these  traces  of  his  life  seemed  to  clutch  him,  and  to  say  to him:  No,  you  re  not  going  to  get  away  from  us,  and  you're not  going  to  be  different,  but  you're  going  to  be  the  same  as 

whh  vniT  W Wth  d°UbtS'  everi^ing  dissatisfaction 

exnecZ-nn    '/a1^      ̂   t0  amend'  and  falls'  and  everlasting 

S? polS olelor  you^  WhlCh  y°U  WOn>t  
"*  and  ̂  

This  the  things  said  to  him,  but  another  voice  in  his  heart 

S  andtha't"1  f*  T  n0t  *"  U"der  the  ̂  *  th past  and  that  one  can  do  anything  with  oneself.    And  hear- 

eavv  duZl6;,,116  Ti!  ̂V116  C°rner  Where  st00d  * wo heavy  dumb-bells,  and  began  brandishing  them  like  a  gymnast 

tepfat  theT6  ̂ VTT  ""*"'     ̂   WaS  '^SkS 
rl  I    i  *        '     He  hSStlly  PUt  d0wn  the  dumb-bells, the  bailiff  came  in,  and  said  that  everything,  thank  God kas  doing  well;  but  informed  him  that  the  buctwhcat  in  the 

iew  drying-machine  had  been  a  little  scorched.    This  piece  of 

■tZ:T:lt  ̂ T-  ̂   MW  d^^-chine  haa  be^on •tructed  and  partly  invented  by  Levin.    The  bailiff  had  al- 
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ways  been  against  the  drying-machine,  and  now  it  was  with 

suppressed  triumph  that  he  announced  that  the  buckwhea
t 

had  been  scorched.  Levin  was  firmly  convinced  that  if  the 

buckwheat  had  been  scorched,  it  was  only  because  the  precau- 

tions had  not  been  taken,  for  which  he  had  hundreds  of  times 

given  orders.  He  was  annoyed,  and  reprimanded  the  bailiff. 

But  there  had  been  an  important  and  joyful  event:  Pava,  his 

best  cow,  an  expensive  beast,  bought  at  a  show,  had  calved. 

"Kouzma,  give  me  my  sheepskin.    And  you  tell  them  to 

take  a  lantern.     I'll  come  and  look  at  her,"  he  said  to  the 
bailiff.  . 

The  cowhouse  for  the  more  valuable  cows  was  just  behind 

the  house.  Walking  across  the  yard,  passing  a  snowdrift  by 

the  lilac-tree,  he  went  into  the  cowhouse.  There  was  the 

warm,  steamy  smell  of  dung  when  the  frozen  door  was  opened, 

and  the  cows,  astonished  at  the  unfamiliar  light  of  the  lantern, 

stirred  on  the  fresh  straw.  He  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  broad, 

smooth,  black  and  piebald  back  of  Hollandka.  Berkoot,  the 

bull,  was  lying  down  with  his  ring  in  his  lip,  and  seemed 

about  to  get  up,  but  thought  better  of  it,  and  only  gave  two 

snorts  as  they  passed  by  him.  Pava,  a  perfect  beauty,  huge 

as  a  hippopotamus,  with  her  back  turned  to  them,  pre
vented 

their  seeing  the  calf,  as  she  sniffed  her  all  over. 

Levin  went  into  the  pen,  looked  Pava  over,  and  lifted  t
hd 

red  and  spotted  calf  onto  her  long,  tottering  legs.  Pava,  unj 

easy,  began  lowing,  but  when  Levin  put  the  calf  close  to  h
erj 

she  was  soothed,  and,  sighing  heavily,  began  licking  her  withj 

her  rough  tongue.  The  calf,  fumbling,  poked  her  nose 
 undeil 

her  mother's  udder,  and  stiffened  her  tail  out  straight. 

<  < Here,  bring  the  light,  Fyodor,  this  way,"  said  Levmj 

examining  the  calf.  "Like  the  mother!  though  the
  colorf 

takes  after  the  father ;  but  that 's  nothing.  Very  good.  ̂   Long 

and  broad  in  the  haunch.  Vassily  Fedorovitch,  isn'
t  she 

splendid?"  he  said  to  the  bailiff,  quite  forgiving  him  for  the 

buckwheat  under  the  influence  of  his  delight  in  the  calf. 

"How  could  she  fail  to  be?  Oh,  Semyon  the  contractor 

came  the  day  after  you  left.     You  must  settle  with  him,  KonJ 
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•stantin  Dmitrievitch, "  said  the  bailiff^7' I  *d  "inform  you about  the  machine. ' ' 

This  question  was  enough  to  take  Levin  back  to  all  the  de- 
ta.ls  of  his  work  on  the  estate,  which  was  on  a  large  scale,  and complicated.  He  went  straight  from  the  cowhouse  to  the 
teountmg-house,  and  after  a  little  conversation  with  the  bailiff tad  Semyon  the  contractor,  he  went  back  to  the  house  and itraignt  up-stairs  to  the  drawing-room. 

CHAPTER  XXVII 

The  house  was  big  and  old-fashioned,  and  Levin,  though  he ived alone,  had  the  whole  house  heated  and  used.    He  knew hat  this  was  stupid,  he  knew  that  it  was  positively  not  right nd  contrary  to  his  present  new  plans,  but  this  house  was  a 

GtT    J0^^-     U  WaS  th6  World  in  which  hi«  ̂ ther nd  mother  had  lived  and  died.     They  had  lived  just  the  life hat  to  Levin  seemed  the  ideal  of  perfection,  and  that  he  had reamed  of  beginning  with  his  wife,  his  family 
Levin  scarcely  remembered  his  mother.  His  conception  of er  was  for  him  a  sacred  memory,  and  his  future  wife  was 

ound  to  be  m  his  imagination  a  repetition  of  that  exquisite, oly  ideal  of  a  woman  that  his  mother  had  been 
He  was  so  far  from  conceiving  of  love  for  woman  apart  from mrnage  that  he  positively  pictured  to  himself  first  the  family 

*id  only  secondarily  the  woman  who  would  give  him  a  family' Bis  ideas  of  marriage  were,  consequently,  quite  unlike  those  of ie  great  majority  of  his  acquaintances,  for  whom  getting arned  was  one  of  the  numerous  facts  of  social  life     For 
evin  it  was  the  chief  affair  of  life,  on  which  its  whole  happi- 2ss  turned.    And  now  he  had  to  give  up  that 
When  he  had  gone  into  the  little  drawing-room,  where  he 
ways  had  tea,  and  had  settled  himself  in  his  armchair  with  a 
>ok,  and  Agafea  Mihalovna  had  brought  him  tea,  and  with 
>r  usual,  -Well,  I'll  stay  a  while,  sir,"  had  taken  a  chail  n 
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thTwindow,  hw^that,  however  strange  it
  might  be,  lie  had 

not  parted  from  his  day-dreams,  and  tha
t  he  could  not  live 

without  them.  Whether  with  her,  or  wit
h  another,  still  it 

would  be.  He  was  reading  a  book,  and  t
hinking  of  what  he 

was  reading,  and  stopping  to  listen  to  
Agafca  Mihalovna  who 

Kossiped  away  without  flagging,  and  ye
t  with  all  that,  all 

sorts  of  pictures  of  family  life  and  work 
 in  the  future  rose  dis- 

connectedly before  his  imagination.  He  felt  that  ni  t
he  depth 

of  his  soul  something  had  been  put  in  its  
place,  settled  down,  . 

and  laid  to  rest.  ,     -, 

He  heard  Agafea  Mihalovna  talking  
of  how  Prohor  had 

forgotten  his  duty  to  God,  and  with 
 the  money  Levin  had 

given  him  to  buy  a  horse,  had  been  drink
ing  without  stopping, 

and  had  beaten  his  wife  till  he'd  half  ki
lled  her.    He  listened, 

and  read  his  book,  and  recalled  the  wh
ole  train  of  ideas  sug-= 

gested  by  his  reading.     It  was  Tynd
all's  Treatise  on  Heat. 

He  recalled  his  own  criticisms  of  Tynd
all  for  his  complacent 

satisfaction  in  the  cleverness  of  his  exp
eriments,  and  tor  his 

a  k  of  philosophic  insight.    And  sudd
enly  there  toted  into 

hts  mind  the  joyful  thought:  "-In  two  
years'  time  I  shall  have 

two  Dutch  cows;  Pava  herself  will  perh
aps  still  be  alive,  a 

dozen  young  daughters  of  Berkoot  
and  the  three  others-how 

l0Hey took  up  his  book  again.    "Very  good,  electricity  and 

heat  are  the  same  thing;  but  is  it  poss
ible  to  substitute  the 

one  quantity  for  the  other  in  the  equatio
n  for  the  solution  of 

any  problem?    No.    Well,  then,  wha
t  of  it?    The  connects 

between  all  the  forces  of  nature  is  felt  instinctively     .
       J 

It's  particularly  nice  if  Pava's  daughter 
 should  be  a  red- 

potted  cow,  and"  all  the  herd  will  take  after  
her  and  the  oth J 

three  too!    Splendid!    To  go  out  
with  my  wife  and  v.sitors 

to  meet  the  herd.    ...    My  wife  
says,   'Kostya  and  I 

ooted  after  that  calf  like  a  child.'    '
How  can  it  interest  you 

o  much  '  says  a  visitor.     'Everything  
that  interests  him 

tt£L  me/  But  who  will  she  be?"    
And  he  remembei^ 

what  had  happened  at  Moscow.  ....      
 Well    here  sn th 

ingtobedone.    .    .    .    It's  not  
my  fault.    But  now  every* 
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thing  shall  go  on  m  a  new  way.    It 's  nonsense  to  pretend  that life  won  t  let  one,  that  the  past  won't  let  one     One  « struggle  to  live  better,  much  better."    .    .         He  rased  his 

yafd I bark  ITU    t"  mUrn'  a"d  had  ™  «  *»  the ja.d  to  baik   came  back  wagging  her  tail,  and  crept  up  to him  bringing  m  the  scent  of  the  fresh  air,  put  her  head  under M  hand,  and  whined  plaintively,  asking  to  be  stroked 

"The  Z'  ̂ ^  th°"ght  it?"  Said  A^afea  Mihalovna. The  dog  now  .  .  why,  she  understands  that  her  mas- ter s  come  home,  and  that  he 's  low-spirited. " 
"Why  low-spirited?" 

"Do  you  suppose  I  don't  see  it,  sir?  It's  high  time  I  should know  ,he  gentry.  Why,  I've  grown  up  from  a  little  tSg with  them.  It's  nothing,  sir,  so  long  as  there's  health  an! a  clear  conscience. ' ' 

iisLtehoughtked  hltently  ̂   h6r'  SU1'PriSed  Et  h°W  Wel1  she  knew 

"Shall  I  fetch  you  another  cup?"  said  she,  and  taking  his up  she  went  out.  
g 

■JlS  ̂   P°kinf  h6r  head  Under  his  hand"    He  stroked 

hi,?!" I       PTTtly  CU,rIed  UP  at  his  feet'  toW  her  head  on 
act"  v  1W'  aI  t0k6n  °f  a11  n°W  bei1^  wel1  and  satis- actoiy  she  opened  her  mouth  a  little,  smacked  her  lips,  and ettl.ng  her  sticky  lips  more  comfortably  about  her  old  teeth he  sank  mto  blissful  repose.    Levin  watched  all  her  move- lents  attentively. 

"That's  what  I'll  do,»  he  said  to  himself;  "that's  what  I'll o!    Nothing's  amiss.    .    .    .    All's  well." 

CHAPTER  XXVIII 

After  the  ball  early  next  morning,  Anna  Arkadyevna  sent i  husband  a  telegram  that  she  was  leaving  Moscow  the  same 
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^No  I  must  go,  I  must  go";  she  ex
plained  to  her  aster-in- 

law  th  change  in  her  plans  in  a  tone
  that  suggested  that  she 

had  to  remember  so  many  things  th
at  there  was  no  enumerat- 

ing them :  "  no,  it  had  really  better  be  to-da
y ! 

Itepan  Arkadyevitch  was  not  dining
  at  home  but  he  prom- 

ised to  eome  and  see  his  sister  off  at  seven
  o  clock 

Kittv    too    did  not  eome,  sending  a  not
e  that  she  Had  a 

headache     Dolly  and  Anna  dined  al
one  with  the  children  and 

^English  governess     Whether  it  was  J-Jj^H 
fiokle  or  that  they  had  acute  senses,  and

  felt  that  Anna^as 

quite  dTff  rent  that  day  from  what  
she  had  been  when  they 

nad  taten  such  a  fancy  to  her,  that  
she  was  not  now  interested 

L  tnem,-but  they  had  abruptly  dropp
ed  their  play  with] 

Sir  ait,  and  their  love  for  her, 
 and  were  quite  mdiftere 

that  she  was  going  away.    Anna  
was  absorbed  the  whole 

morning  in  preparations  for  her  depa
rture.     She  wrote  note  J 

Ther  Moscow  acquaintances,  put
  down  her  accounts,  aid 

packed.    Altogether  Dolly  fancied  she  was  not  ni  a  P
^| 

state  of  mind,  but  in  that  worried 
 mood,  which  Dolly  knew 

Jn  with  hers'elf,  and  which  does  not  come  
withou ^  cause ̂ and 

for  the  most  part  covers  dissatisfaction  wrt
h      If     A  tej 

dinner,  Anna  went  up  to  her  room  
to  dress,  and  Dolly  followed. 

he"  How  queer  you  are  to-day!"  Dolly  said  to ,  ta*  I 

"II  Do  you  think  so  ?  I  'm  not  quee
r  but  I  ni  nasty.  M 

am  like  that  sometimes.  I  keep  feeli
ng  as  if  I  could ̂ cry  ltd 

Try  stupid,  but  it'll  pass  off,"
  said  Anns .quick y and  sh 

bent  her  flushed  face  over  a  tiny  
bag  in  which  she  was  pack 

ins  a  nightcap  and  some  cambri
c  handkerchiefs.  Hei  e5<s 

we're  peulU  bright,  and  were  co
ntinually  swimming ;  wtb 

Tears  "In  the  same  way  I  didn't 
 want  to  leave  Petersburg, 

and  now  I  don't  want  to  go  away  from
  here. 

"You  came  here  and  did  a  good  de
ed,"  said  Dolly,  looking 

intently  at  her. 

Anna  looked  at  her  with  eyes  wet 
 with  tears. 

.  "Don't  say  that,  Dolly.    I've  done  n
othing  and  could  d 

nothing     I  often  wonder  why  p
eople  are  all  in  league  to 



u.   
wT    WhatJ,have  *  done,  and  what  eouTd  I  do*"^  vou! heart  there  was  found  love  enough  to  forgive  '    »    y°Ur 

happened-    Hn01^611  f°r  y°U'  G°d  knows  what  would  have Happened!    How  happy  you  are,  Anna!  "said  Dollv     «*w thing  is  clear  and  good  in  your  heart. "  ^      ̂ ^ 
Every  heart  has  its  own  skeletons,  as  the  English  say  " You  have  no  sort  of  *&efefow,  have  vou  »    F™ I        • clear  in  you. ' '  y  Everything  iS  so 

Lars1  S'w   f  nna  suddenIy>  and>  ̂ expeetedly  alter  her ears,  a  sly,  ironical  smile  curved  her  lips 

US?'S  £££2™ your  ■"** and  not  de- 

pd'  sisssr  it^fconfr  ̂  rm  ***  to-day want  to  make  it  to  Jn  »     °°nfAessl0n  that  weighs  on  me; **.,  ̂   .v^e,  Aft  jsats*. 

ve  been  the  causp  n-P  t^ot  k  n  i.  •  spoiled     .     .     p 

I  a  pleasure     Bu   truly  trnt  ̂   3  t0rtUre  t0  her  *»«*** 

Et  a  little  bit,"  she  tid  lain  -,S  *?  "V"*'  °r  °nly  ̂  ■tie  bit."  '     amtdy  drawlmg  the  words  "a 

Anna  wal  hurt.^  ̂   *"  that!"  said  **.  laughing. 

£  "Thtrwhy  iVf ,rtiVa'"  She  Said'  knitti^  ̂ r 
Iverletmysef  dlbtmlf  mg  ̂   JUSt  beCaUSe  T  eould Rnt  «t  *£  myself  for  an  instant,"  said  Anna 

? £?t e^SrSe^r  U(tering  the  ̂'  sae herself,  she  fdt  em  t  on  at  £  22?  S^  t^ a  going  away  sooner  than  JhP  1?J      g  Vronsky,  and 
eting  him.  he  had  meant>  simPly  to  avoid 

'Yes,  Stiva  told  me  you  danced  the  mazurka  with  him,  and 
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"You  can'Umagine  how  absurdly  it  all 
 came  abo.  I  I  only 

mealt  to  be  matchmaking,  and.  all  at
  once  it  tun,  .  quite 

differently.    Possibly  against  my  own  wil
l    .    .    • 

She  crimsoned  and  stopped. 

' '  Oh  thev  feel  it  directly ! ' '  said  Dolly. 

-But  I  should  be  in  despair  if  there  
were  any, mug  serious 

in  it  cm  this  rde/>  Anna  interrupted  h
e,  "And  1  am  cer  a>„ 

It  will  all  be  forgotten,   and  Kitty  will
  leave   off  hating  j 

m "All  the  same,  Anna,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
 I'm  not  very] 

anius  for  this  marriage  for  Kitty.  And  it
's ̂  -it  s^uM 

come  to  nothing,  if  he,  Vronsky,  is  
capable  of  falling  m  lov* 

^T^^E^—  be  too  silly-,'  said  Anna, . J 

again  a  deep  flush  of  pleasure  came
  out  on  her  face,  *h«isM 

heard  the  idea,  that  absorbed  her  put  into  word*
       And  j 

here  I  am  going  away,  having  made  an  ̂ ^^^^l 

I  liked  so  much!    Ah,  how  sweet  she  is!  
  But  you  11  make  | 

^Sd  setceiy  suppress  a  smile.    She  lo
ved  Anna,  bul 

she  enjoyed  seeing  that  she  too 
 had  he,  weaknesses. 

KA^pnpmv?     That  can 't  be. ' '  , 

"fdid  so  want  you  all  to  care  for  me
  as  I  do  for  you  anl 

now  I  care  for  you  more  than  ever 
 "  said  Anna,  with  tears  1 

nrp^r^sr^  her  fece  ̂   *j 
^Afthe  very  moment  of  starting  Stepan

  Arkadyevitch J 

rivld,  late    W  and  good-humo
red,  smelling  of  wine  ani 

d Tuna's  emotionalism  infected  Doll* and  when  she  J 

braced  her  sister-in-law  for  the  last  tim
e,  she  ̂ nspe.^ 

"Remember,  Anna,  what  you've  do
ne  for  me-    shall  ̂ * 

forget.    And  remember  that  I  lov
e  you,  and  shall  always  lc* 

you  as  my  dearest  friend!"  wdJ 
"I  don't  know  why,"  said  Anna,  kiss

ing  am 

her  tears. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 

'Tome,  it's  all  over,  and  thank  God!"  was  the  first  thought that  came  to  Anna  Arkadyevna,  when  she  had  said  good  bye the  last  time  to  her  brother,  who  had  stood  blocking  u ■ entrance  to  the  carriage  till  the  third  bell  rang.    She  Z 
Xhfo  T^  b6Side  AnnUShk3'  and  l00ked  «*«*  herTn w  1  ghtof  the  sleepmg-carriage.    ' '  Thank  God !  to-morrow 

[shoU  see  Seryozha  and  Alexey  Alexandrovifch,  and  my  life •vill  go  on  m  the  old  way,  all  nice  and  as  usual. " 
bUlI  m  the  same  anxious  frame  of  mind,  as  she  had  been ■1   that  day,  Anna  took  pleasure  in  arranging  herself  for  the '■•■ey  with  great  eare.    With  her  little  deft  hands     he M  and  shut  her  little  red  bag,  took  out  a  cushion?L  i -or  knees  and  carefully  wrapping  up  her  feet,  sett  ed  her 

Twootby-    ft  inTalid  kdy  h8d  a]read^  W«  ̂ n  to tecp     Two  other  ladies  began  talking  to  Anna,  and  a  stout 

t ST^r^  T"  "^  made  o—tions  about heating  0f  the  train.    Anna  answered  a  few  words,  but 
1 iZe!nLa7  entertai"ment  from  the  conversation   she 

■at    atd  took  f      ̂   a  lamP'  h°°ked  h  °nt0  the  arm  o*  her (.md  took  from  her  bag  a  paper-knife  and  an  English At  first  her  reading  made  no  progress.     The  fuss  and 

SnTh  fr  fng;  th6n  When  the  tlahl  had  ̂  u hi  not  help  listening  to  the  noises ;  then  the  snow 
elm,  7  an<?  Stickhlg  t0  the  Pane'  and  *e  si ,  I     of 
e  muffled  guard  passing  by,  covered  with  snow  on  ,  ,e, .d  the  conversations  about  the  terrible  snowstorm  r.    ,ng fside,  dr.  racted  her  attention.    Further  on,  it 
ually    ,,      ,ITne  again  and  again:  the  same  she  wid 
ons  ftl10  ' 'me.SnT  °"  the  Wind0w>  the  sa™  raj  id  tran- 
ions  from  tf  caning  heat  to  cold,  and  back  again  to   teat,  the 



130  ANNA  KARENINA 

same^ssing  glimpses  of  the  same  figures  in  ̂ W*^*"J 

the  same  voices,  and  Anna  began  to  re
ad  and  to  understand 

what  she  read.    Annushka  was  already  dozi
ng,  the  red  bag 

on  her  lap,  clutched  by  her  broad  hands,  
in  gloves   of  which 

one  was  torn.     Anna  Arkadyevna  read  
and  understood ;  but 

it  was  distasteful  to  her  to  read,  that  is,  to 
 follow  the  reflcc  ion 

of  other  people's  lives.    She  had  too  great
  a  desire  to  live 

herself     If  she  read  that  the  heroine  of  
the  novel  were  nurs- 

ing a  sick  man,  she  longed  to  move  with  noisele
ss  steps  about 

the  room  of  a  sick  man;  if  she  read  of  a  
member  of  Parliament 

making  a  speech,  she  longed  to  be  delive
ring  the  speech;  -f 

she  read  of  how  Lady  Mary  had  ridden  af
ter  the  hounds,  una 

had  provoked  her  sister-in-law,  and  had  surprise
d  every  one] 

bv  her  boldness,  she  too  wished  to  be  doing  
the  same,     but 

there  was  no  chance  of  doing  anything;  and  tw
isting  thj 

smooth  paper-knife  in  her  little  hands,  
she  forced  herself  to 

The  hero  of  the  novel  was  already  almost  r
eaching  his| 

English  happiness,  a  baronetcy  and  an  est
ate,  and  Anna  wasj 

feeling  a  desire  to  go  with  him  to  the 
 estate,  when  she  sud- 

denly felt  that  he  ought  to  feel  ashamed,  and
  that  she  war 

ashamed  of  the  same  thing.    But  what 
 had  he  to  be ,  ashameJ 

S    "What  have  I  to  be  ashamed  of?"  she  asked  hers
elf  j 

injured  surprise.     She  laid  down  the
  book  and  sank  aga.nsl 

the  back  of  the  chair,  tightly  gripping  the  W*™**™
 ^°1 

hands.     There  was  nothing.     She  went  
over  all  h«  Mosc°l 

recollections.     All  were  good,  pleasant.    
Ske  "bered .M 

ball,  remembered  Vronsky  and  his  f
ace  of  slavish  adorationl 

remembered  all  her  conduct  with  hi
m:  there  was  nothing 

shameful.    And  for  all  that,  at  the  same  
point  in  her  memories, 

the  feeling  of  shame  was  intensified,  a
s  though  some  mneB 

vriik  just  at  the  point  when  she  thought  
of  Vronsky,  weij 

saying  to  her, ' '  Warm,  very  warm,  hot. "       Well,  what  is  it  ? J 

she  said  to  herself  resolutely,  shifting  her  seat  in  t
helaan«| 

"What  does  it  mean?    Am  I  afraid  to  look  it
  straight  in  the 

face?    Whv.whatisit?     Can  it  be  that  be
tween  mo  and  this 

officer  boy  there  exists,  or  can  exist,  any  other  illat
ions  th| 
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such  as  are  common  with  e^e^cquain^a^eT^teWhed contemptuously  and  took  up  her  book  again;  but  now  she  S definitely  unable  to  follow  what  she  read  She  pissed  Z paper-knife  over  the  window-pane,  then  laid  hs  smoo  h   cod 

C iTit  t  hTt  ,rk; and  alnr laughed  aioud  at  *AK 
El   t !l      t\  °nCe  Wlth0Ut  cause  came  «ver  her.    She 
felt  as    hough  her  nerves  were  strings  being  strained  tighter and  tighter  on  some  sort  of  screwing  peg.   -She  felt  her  eves 
bpenmg  wider  and  wider,  her  fingers  and  toes  t  vitchin'  nerv nsly,  something  within  oppressing  her  breathing,  Chile  all >hapes  and  sounds  seemed  in  the  uncertain  half-light  to  strike er  with _  unaccustomed  vividness.    Moments  of  doubt  were on  inually  commg  upon  her,  when  she  was  uncertain  wheTher he  train  were  going  forwards  or  backwards,  or  were  standing 
"n.er°ge  <wi,T"ei;er  !t  ̂  AnnUshka  at  *-  ̂ e  or  I tranger.       W  hat 's  that  on  the  arm  of  the  chair,  a  fur  cloak ■r  some  beast?    And  what  am  I  myself?    My  elf  or  somt 
ut— n?'\  Sher8aiM  ̂ wayto'thlsdeirum •ut  something  drew  her  towards  it,  and  she  could  yield  toTt r  resist  it  at  will.    She  got  up  to  rouse  herself,  and    lipped 

K2  tdr  th]^  °f  ̂  Wa™  ̂      *"  a  » 
nsant  who  W      SeIf-.P°SSess!on'  and  realized  that  the  thin feasant  who  had  come  m  wearing  a  long  overcoat,  with  buttons 
Z?  T  ?l WaS  the  stoveheat^,  that  he  was  ooking  aUhe .ermometer,  that  it  was  the  wind  and  snow  bursting  hi  after 
rtS  the  d°0r  >  f  then  everything  grew  blurred  again 
hat  peasant  with  the  long  waist  seemed  to  be  gnawing  some' 

2  "ng  h  of*"  L^  °,d  Iady,b6gan  StmChing  EWS noie  length  of  the  carnage,  and  filling  it  with  a  black  cloud  • en  there  was  a  fearful  shrieking  and  banging,  as  though 
E oiZl^Z  t0T° pieces;  then  ther™  ">5 tele  of  red  fire  before  her  eyes  and  a  wall  seemed  to  rise  «£ d  hide  everything.    Anna  felfas  though  she  were  sinking 
£.  muffled  I!  ̂   terriWt'  bUt  delightful    The  voice  of 

he"  T \Z  M?  C°Vere1  With  Sn°W  Sh0uted  ̂ tiling 
lit  d   hnt  thev  hT    UP,an1d  PU"ed  herSe'f  t0Sether;  she mzecl  that  they  had  reached  a  station  and  that  this  was  the 
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euard"  SbTaSed  A^shkTtoTand  her  th
e  cape  she  had 

taken  off  and  her  shawl,  put  them  on  
and  moved  towards  the 

< '  Do  you  wish  to  get  out  ?  "  asked  Annushka
. 

«Yes   I  want  a  little  air.    It's  very  ho    m  here      
  And 

door. 
"I 

"Yes     1    warn    a   iuiu;  an  .      -   - . 

she  opened  the  door.    The  driving  s
now  and  the  wind  rushed 

to  meet  ner  and  struggled  with  her  ov
er  the  door.    But  she 

e1rtpterthfdoor  and  went  out.    The  wind  se
emed  as 

though  Wng  in  wait  for  her;  with  
gleeful  whistle  it  tried  to 

S  her  up  and  bear  her  off,  but  she  cl
ung  to  t^ddo- 

post,  and  ̂ ^i^^rS^^S^ under  the  shelter  oi  the  carnages,     xi  c  
■ 

ful  on  the  steps,  but  on  the  platform,  u
nder  the  lee  of ̂   he 

™rriases   there  was  a  lull.    With  enj
oyment  she  drew  deep  I 

breaths  of  the  frozen,  snowy  air,  
and  standing  near  the  car- 

Sage  looked  about  the  platform  
and  the  lighted  station. 

CHAPTER  XXX 

The  raging  tempest  rushed  whistlin
g  between  the  wheels  1 

JSJ  abou't  the  seafMding,  and  »^^4 
the  station.  The  carriages,  posts,  people,  e;el21,;gasthaett^1J 

to  be  seen  was  covered  with  snow  on  on
e  side,  and  was  gettinj 

tot  crackling  on  the  pla  tfonn  a,  ̂   «1 
 j 

opened  and  closed  the  big  doors.    The  
bent so ■*»  1 

glided  by  at  her  feet  and  she  heard  «
Wa«  1 

iron.    "Hand  over  that  telegram !    came  aj  angry  | 

the  stormy  darkness  on  the  other  side.  T
his  way .  i>  .  J 

several  different  voices  shouted  again,  and  muffle fi^e  J 

by  covered  with  snow.    Two  ge
ntlemen  with  lighted  e.gaie 



passed  by  ̂ ~^d^r^^^~^^^^, air  and  had  just  put  her  hand  out  of  her  muff  to  take  hold S 

mJinTm^r  **  **  "*».  *"  "-*»  when  ̂ u  fhe man  in  a  military  overcoat,  quite  close  beside  her   stepped .between  her  and  the  nickering  light  of  the  lamp-post     She 
looked  round  and  lhe  same  instant  jzed    £g*    ̂  Putting  Ins  hand  to  the  peak  of  his  cap,  he  bowed  to  her  and asked,  ̂ as  there  anything  she  wanted?  Could  he  be  of  any semce  to  her  ?    She  gazed  rather  a  long  while  at  him  £  hom 

STTSrfif  tedrf,the  shadr in  which  he  ̂S ht      a  I     '         anCled  she  saw>  both  the  expression  of  his 

SasythrchT:,   "  ̂ T hl  that  ■*—-  -erentt -estasy  which-  had  so  worked  upon  her  the  day  before     More han  once  she  had  told  herself  during  the  past  fl  1  ! 
-gain  only  a  few  moments  before,  £ TSSgH X  W mly  one  of  the  hundreds  of  young  men,  forever  exactlv  rhP 

-ant  .meeting  him  £  *£  b    ̂ ^ £ 
Tide.    She  had  no  need  to  ask  why  he  had  come     «i„,  l 

;;r  ̂   "  ̂  ̂  ̂   h6r  «i  ̂  w^hTe  totwh^ 

trr'^t'*  k"T/0U  were  goi"g-    What  are  you  coming 

»  he  saw  conflict  *  *"**  n°  mane>  and  in  her 
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"Forgive  me,  if  you  dislike  what  I  said," 
 he  said  humbly. 

He  had  spoken  courteously,  deferentially,  yet
  so  firmly,  so 

stubbornly,  that  for  a  long  while  she  coul
d  make  no  answer. 

"It's  wrong,  what  you  say,  and  I  beg  you,  if  you  re
  a  good 

man,  to  forget  what  you've  said,  as  I  for
get  it,"  she  said  at 

1  „  of  •• 

"Not  one  word,  not  one  gesture  of  yours  shall
  I,  could  I, 

ever  forget.     ...  . 

"Enough,  enough!"  she  cried,  trying  assiduously 
 to  give  a 

stern  expression  to  her  face,  into  which  he  w
as  gazing  greedily. 

And  clutching  at  the  cold  door-post,  she  
clambered  up  the 

steps  and  got  rapidly  into  the  corridor  of
  the  carriage,    but 

in  the  little  corridor  she  paused,  going  o
ver  m  her  imagma- 

tion  what  had  happened.    Though  she  
could  not  recall  her 

own  words  or  his,  she  realized  instinctively
  that  that  momen- 

tary conversation  had  brought  them  fearfully  
closer;  and  she 

was  panic-stricken  and  blissful  at  it.     Af
ter  standing  still  i 

few  seconds,  she  went  into  the  carriage  a
nd  sat  down  in  her 

nlace     The  overstrained  condition  which 
 had  tormented  her 

before  did  not  only  come  back,  but  was  
intensified,  and  reached 

such  a  pitch  that  she  was  afraid  every  
minute  that  something 

would  snap  within  her  from  the  excessive 
 tension.    She  did 

not  sleep  all  night.     But  in  that  nervous 
 tension,  and  in  the 

visions  that  filled  her  imagination,  there  
was  nothing  disagree- 

able or  gloomy :  on  the  contrary  there  was  something  
blissiull 

glowing,  and  exhilarating.     Towards  mo
rning  Anna  sank  in* 

a  doze  sitting  in  her  plaee,  and  when  she 
 waked  it  was  da A 

light  and  the  train  was  near  Petersburg.  
  At  once  though* 

of  home,  of  husband  and  of  son,  and  the 
 details  of  that  dai 

and  the  following  came  upon  her. 
 , 

At  Petersburg,  so  soon  as  the  train  sto
pped  and  she  got 

out,  the  first  person  that  attracted  her  attenti
on  washer^ 

band  "Oh,  mercy!  why  do  his  ears  look  like  th
at?  | 

thought,  looking  at  his  frigid  and  imposin
g  figure,  and  espi 

dally  the  ears  that  struck  her  at  the  moment  as  pr
opping  t| 

the  brim  of  his  round  hat.  Catching  sight  of 
 her,  he  came  « 

meet  her,  his  lips  falling  into  their  h
abitual  sarcastic  smii- 

- 
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and  his  big,  tired  eyes  looking  straight  at  her.  An  unpleasant 
sensation  gripped  at  her  heart  when  she  met  his  obstinate  and 
Weary  glance,  as  though  she  had  expected  to  see  him  different 
She  was  especially  struck  by  the  feeling  of  dissatisfaction  with 
lerself  that  she  experienced  on  meeting  him.  That  feeling >vas  an  intimate,  familiar  feeling,  like  a  consciousness  of 
lypocrisy,  which  she  experienced  in  her  relations  with  her 
msband.    But  hitherto  she  had  not  taken  note  of  the  feeling, ,  low  she  was  clearly  and  painfully  aware  of  it. 

\  'Yes,  as  you  see,  your  tender  spouse,  as  devoted  as  the  first 'ear  after  marriage,  burned  with  impatience  to  see  you,"  he 
aid  in  his  deliberate,  high-pitched  voice,  and  in  that'  tone vhich  he  almost  always  took  with  her,  a  tone  of  jeering  at toy  one  who  should  say  in  earnest  what  he  said. 
"Is  Seryozha  quite  well?"  she  asked. 
And  is  this  all  the  reward, ' '  said  he, ' '  for  my  ardor  *  He 's uite  well.    .    .      " 

CHAPTER  XXXI 

Vronsky  had  not  even  tried  to  sleep  all  that  night.    He  sat 
his  armchair,  looking  straight  before  him  or  scanning  the 

leople  who  got  in  and  out.     If  he  had  indeed  on  previous casions  struck  and  impressed  people  who  did  not  know  him 
'  his  air  of  unhesitating  composure,  he  seemed  now  more ughty  and  self-possessed  than  ever.     He  looked  at  people  as 
they  were  things.     A  nervous  young  man,  a  clerk  in  a  law- 
urt,  sitting  opposite  him,  hated  him  for  that  look.     The 
bung  man  asked  him  for  a  light,  and  entered  into  conversa- 
Sn  with  him,  and  even  pushed  against  him,  to  make  him  feel 
at  he  was  not  a  thing,  but  a  person.     But  Vronsky  gazed  at 
bn  exactly  as  he  did  at  the  lamp,  and  the  young  man  made  a 
Jy  face,  feeling  that  he  was  losing  his  self-possession  under 
e  oppression  of  this  refusal  to  recognize  him  as  a  person. 
Vronsky  saw  nothing  and  no  one.     He  felt  himself  a  king, 
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not  because  he  believed  that  he  had  made  an  impr
ession  on 

Anna— he  did  not  yet  believe  that— but  because  the
  impres- 

sion she  had  made  on  him  gave  him  happiness  and  pride. 

What  would  come  of  it  all  he  did  not  know,  he  did  not  ev
en 

think     He  felt  that  all  his  forces,  hitherto  dissipated,  w
asted, 

were  centred  on  one  thing,  and  bent  with  fearful  ener
gy  on 

one  blissful  goal.     And  he  was  happy  at  it.     He  knew  o
nly 

that  he  had  told  her  the  truth,  that  he  had  come  where  sh
e  was, 

that  all  the  happiness  of  his  life,  the  only  meaning  in 
 life  for 

him,  now  lay  in  seeing  and  hearing  her.     And  when  he 
 got  out 

of  the  carriage  at  Bologova  to  get  some  seltzer  w
ater,  and 

caught  sight  of  Anna,  involuntarily  his  first  word  
had  told  her 

hist  what  he  thought.     And  he  was  glad  he  had  told  her  i
tj 

that  she  knew  it  now  and  was  thinking  of  it.     He  did  n
ot  sleep 

all  night.     When  he  was  back  in  the  carriage,  
he  kept  un- 

ceasingly going  over  every  position  in  which  he  had  seen
  her, 

every  word  she  had  uttered,  and  before  his  fancy, 
 making  hifl 

heart  faint  with  emotion,  floated  pictures  of  a
  possible  future. 

When  he  got  out  of  the  train  at  Petersburg,  
he  felt  aiterl 

his  sleepless  night  as  keen  and  fresh  as  after  a  cold
  bath     He 

paused  near  his  compartment,  waiting  for  her  to  ge
t^  outj 

"  Once  more, ' '  he  said  to  himself,  smiling  unconsciously,     once 

more  I  shall  see  her  walk,  her  face;  she  wi
ll  say  something, 

turn  her  head,  glance,  smile,  maybe."     But
  before  he  caught 

sight  of  her,  he  saw  her  husband,  whom  
the  stationmaster  was 

deferentially  escorting  through  the  crowd.       Ah,  
yes!     in« 

husband."     Onlv  now  for  the  first  time  did  Vr
onsky  realizd 

clearly  the  fact  that  there  was  a  person  attach
ed  to  her    m 

husband.     He  knew  that  she  had  a  husband, 
 but  had  hardly 

believed  in  his  existence,  and  only  now  fully  belie
ved  m  himj 

with  his  head  and   shoulders,   and   his  le
gs  cad  in  blacH 

trousers;  especially  when  he  saw  this  husban
d  calmly  take  hel 

arm  with  a  sense  of  property.  J 

Seeing  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  with  his  Pet
ersburg  face  an* 

severely  self-confident  figure,  in  his  round 
 hat,  with  his  rather 

prominent  spine,  he  believed  in  him,  and  w
as  aware  of  a  duh 

ag-eable  sensation,  such  as  a  man  mig
ht  feel  tortured  ■ 
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thirst,  who,  on  reaching  a  spring,  should  find  a  dog,  a  sheep, 
or  a  pig,  who  has  drunk  of  it  and  muddied  the  water.  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch's  manner  of  walking,  with  a  swing  of  the  hips and  flat  feet,  particularly  annoyed  Vronsky.  He  could  recog- 

nize in  no  one  but  himself  an  indubitable  right  to  love  her. 
But  she  was  still  the  same,  and  the  sight  of  her  affected  him 
the  same  way,  physically  reviving  him,  stirring  him,  and  filling 
his  soul  with  rapture.  He  told  his  German  valet,  who  ran  up 
to  him  from  the  second-class,  to  take  his  things  and  go  on,  and 
he  himself  went  up  to  her.  He  saw  the  first  meeting  between 
the  husband  and  wife,  and  noted  with  a  lover's  insight  the 
signs  of  slight  reserve  with  which  she  spoke  to  her  husband. 
"No,  she  does  not  love  him  and  cannot  love  him,"  he  decided o  himself. 

At  the  moment  when  he  was  approaching  Anna  Arkadyevna 
e  noticed  too  with  joy  that  she  was  conscious  of  his  being 
ear,  and  looked  round,  and  seeing  him,  turned  again  to  her usband. 

"Have  you  had  a  good  night ?"  he  said,  bowing  to  her  and 
^o  her  husband  together,  and  leaving  it  to  Alexey  Alexandro- 
Htch  to  accept  the  bow  on  his  own  account,  and  to  recognize t  or  not,  as  he  might  see  fit. 

"Thank  you,  very  good,"  she  answered. 
Her  face  looked  weary,  and  there  was  not  that  play  of  eager- 

ess  in  it,  peeping  out  in  her  smile  and  h«r  eyes;  but  for  a 
angle  instant,  as  she  glanced  at  him,  there  was  a  flash  of 
omething  in  her  eyes,  and  although  the  flash  died  away  at 
bnce,  he  was  happy  for  that  moment.     She  glanced  at  her 
husband   to   find   out   whether   he   knew   Vronsky.     Alexey 
klexandrovitch  looked  at  Vronsky  with  displeasure,  vaguely 
[ecalling  who  this  was.     Vronsky 's  composure  and  self-confi- 
ience  here  struck,  like  a  scythe  against  a  stone,  upon  the  cold 
jelf-confidence  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
"Count  Vronsky,' '  said  Anna. 
"Ah!    We  are  acquainted,  I  believe,"  said  Alexey  Alexan- jlrovitch  indifferently,  giving  his  hand. 

''You  set  off  with  the  mother  and  you  return  with  the  son," 
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he  said,  articulating  each  syllable,  as  though  each  were  
a 

separate  favor  he  was  bestowing. 

"You're  back  from  leave,  I  suppose?"  he  said,  and  without 

waiting  for  a  reply,  he  turned  to  his  wife  in  his  jesting  
tone: 

"Well,  were  a  great  many  tears  shed  at  Moscow  at  part
ing?" 

By  addressing  his  wife  like  this  he  gave  Vronsky  to
  under- 

stand that  he  wished  to  be  left  alone,  and,  turning  slightly 

towards  him,  he  touched  his  hat;. but  Vronsky  turned  t
o  Anna! 

Arkady  evna.  1 

"I  hope  I  may  have  the  honor  of  calling  on  you,     he  said. J 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch   glanced  with  his  weary  eyes  atj Vronsky.  . 

< < Delighted, ' '  he  said  coldly.  ' ' On  Mondays  we  re  at  home! 

Most  fortunate,"  he  said  to  his  wife,  dismissing  Vron
sky  alto- 1 

gether  "that  I  should  just  have  half  an  hour  to  meet  you,
  sol 

that  I  can  prove  my  devotion, ' '  he  went  on  in  the  same  jesting 
tone.  .  1     J 

"You  lay  too  much  stress  on  your  devotion  for  me
  to  vaiuei 

it  much,"  she  responded  in  the  same  jesting  tone
,  involuntarily 

listening  to  the  sound  of  Vronsky 's  steps  behind  them        but, 

what  has  it  to  do  with  me?"  she  said  to  herself, 
 and  she  began, 

asking  her  husband  how  Seryozha  had  got  on 
 without  her. 

"Oh,   capitally!     Mariette   says  he  has  been  very
   good  J 

and         .     .     I  must  disappoint  you     .     .     . 
    but  he  has  notl 

missed  you  as  your  husband  has.    But  once  
more  mera,  my 

dear,  for  giving  me  a  day.     Our  dear  Samov
ar  will  be  de-^ 

lighted  "     (He  used  to  call  the  Countess  Lidia  Ivano
yna  well 

known  in  society,  a  samovar,  because  she 
 was  always  bubblmd 

over  with  excitement.)     "She  has  been  conti
nually _ asking 

after  you.     And,  do  you  know,  if  I  may  ventur
e  to  advise  youj 

you  should  go  and  see  her  to-day.    You
  know  how  she  take! 

everything  to  heart.     Just  now,  with  all 
 her  own  cares,  she  I 

anxious  about  the  Oblonskys  being  brought 
 together.  I 

The  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  was  a  friend  of  her
  husband  J 

and  the  centre  of  that  one  of  the  cote
ries  of  the  PetersbuJ 

world  with  which  Anna  was,  through  her  husba
nd,  m  tnj closest  relations. 
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"But  you  know  I  wrote  to  her?" 

Still  she  '11  want  to  hear  details.  Go  and  see  her,  if  you  're lot  too  tired,  my  dear.  Well,  Kondraty  will  take  you  in  the 
barnage,  while  I  go  to  my  committee.  I  shall  not  be  alone  at 
dinner  again, "  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  went  on,  no  longer  in  a 
sarcastic  tone.    "  You  wouldn 't  believe  how  I 've  missed  ." 
And  with  a  long  pressure  of  her  hand  and  a  meaning  smile  he put  her  in  her  carriage. 

CHAPTER  XXXII 

The  first  person  to  meet  Anna  at  home  was  her  son  He 
lashed  down  the  stairs  to  her,  in  spite  of  the  governess's 
sail,  and  with  desperate  joy  shrieked:  "Mother!  mother'" Running  up  to  her,  he  hung  on  her  neck. 

"I  told  you  it  was  mother!"  he  shouted  to  the  governess I  knew!" 

And  her  son,  like  her  husband,  aroused  in  Anna  a  feeling km  to  disappointment.  She  had  imagined  him  better  than 
.e  was  111  reality.  She  had  to  let  herself  drop  down  to  the eality  to  enjoy  him  as  he  really  was.  But  even  as  he  was  he 
/as  charming,  with  his  fair  curls,  his  blue  eyes,  and  his  plump, raceful  little  legs  in  tightly  pulled-up  stockings.  Anna  ex- 

perienced almost  physical  pleasure  in  the  sensation  of  his earness,  and  his  caresses,  and  moral  soothing,  when  she  met 
is  simple,  confiding,  and  loving  glance,  and  heard  his  naive 
ucstions.  Anna  took  out  the  presents  Dolly's  children  had 
mt  him,  and  told  her  son  what  sort  of  a  little  girl  was  Tanya 
t  Moscow  and  how  Tanya  could  read,  and  even  taught  the ther  children. 

"t  Why,  am  I  not  so  nice  as  she?"  asked  Seryozha. VTo  me  you're  nicer  than  any  one  in  the  world." 
"I  know  that,"  said  Seryozha,  smiling. Anna  had  not  had  time  to  drink  her  coffee  when  the  Countess 

ldia  Ivanovna  was  announced.    The  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna 
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was  a  tall,  stout  woman,  with  an  unhealthily  sallow  fa
ce  and 

splendid,  pensive  black  eyes.     Anna  liked  her,  but  to-day  she 
 j 

seemed  to  be  seeing  her  for  the  first  time  with  all  her  defects   ; 

< '  Well,  my  dear,  so  you  took  the  olive  branch  f"  inquired  I 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  as  soon  as  she  came  into  the  roo
m,  i 

1 'Yes  it's  all  over,  but  it  was  all  much  less  serious  than  we| 

had  supposed,"  answered  Anna.    "My  bellew   is  in  general 

too  hasty."  .  . 
But  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  though  she  was  interested  

ml 

everything  that  did  not  concern  her,  had  a  habit  of 
 never 

listening  to  what  interested  her ;  she  interrupted  Anna : 

"Yes,  there's  plenty  of  sorrow  and  evil  in  the  world.    I  ami 

so  worried  to-day." 

"Oh,  why?"  asked  Anna,  trying  to  suppress  a  smile. 

"I'm  beginning  to  be  weary  of  fruitlessly  championing  the 

truth,  and  sometimes  I'm  quite  unhinged  by  it.     The  Societ
y 

of  the  Little  Sisters"  (this  was  a  religiously-patriotic,  philan-  j
 

thropic  institution)   "was  going  splendidly,  but  with  these  j 

gentlemen  it's  impossible  to  do  anything,"  added  
Countess 

Lidia  Ivanovna  in  a  tone  of  ironical  submission  to  
destiny. 

"They  pounce  on  the  idea,  and  distort  it,  and  then  
work  it 

out  so  pettily  and  unworthily.     Two  or  three  people
,  your 

husband  among  them,  understand  all  the  importan
ce  of  the* 

thing,  but  the  others  simply  drag  it  down.     Yesterd
ay  Pravdin 

wrote  to  me     .     .     ."  1 

Pravdin  was  a  well-known  Panslavist  abroad,  and 
 Countesfl 

Lidia  Ivanovna  described  the  purport  of  his  letter. 

Then  the  countess  told  her  of  more  disagreements  
and  inJ 

trigues  against  the  work  of  the  unification  of 
 the  churchesJ 

and  departed  in  haste,  as  she  had  that  day  to  be  at 
 the  meetl 

in*  of  some  society  and  also  at  the  Slavonic  committee
. 

"It  was  all  the  same  before,  of  course;  but  why  was  it  1 

didn't  notice  it  before?"  Anna  asked  herself.  "Or  has  shj 

been  very  much  irritated  to-day?  It's  really  ludi
crous;  heti 

object  is  doing  good ;  she's  a  Christian,  yet  she's  always
  angryl 

and  she  always  has  enemies,  and  always  enemies  in  the 
 nam! 

of  Christianity  and  doing  good." 
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After  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  another  friend  came,  the 
wife  of  a  chief  secretary,  who  told  her  all  the  news  of  the  town. 
At  three  o'clock  she  too  went  away,  promising  to  come  to dinner.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  at  the  ministry.  Anna, 
left  alone,  spent  the  time  till  dinner  in  assisting  at  her  son's 
dinner  (he  dined  apart  from  his  parents)  and  in  putting  her 
things  in  order,  and  in  reading  and  answering  the  notes  and letters  which  had  accumulated  on  her  table. 
The  feeling  of  causeless  shame,  which  she  had  felt  on  the 

journey,  and  her  excitement,  too,  had  completely  vanished. 
In  the  habitual  conditions  of  her  life  she  felt  again  resolute md  irreproachable. 

She  recalled  with  wonder  her  state  of  mind  on  the  previous 
lay.  -What  was  it?  Nothing.  Vronsky  said  something ally,  which  it  was  easy  to  put  a  stop  to,  and  I  answered  as  I 
mght  to  have  done.  To  speak  of  it  to  my  husband  would  be 
mnecessary  and  out  of  the  question.  To  speak  of  it  would 
pe  to  attach  importance  to  what  has  no  importance  "  She 
•emembered  how  she  had  told  her  husband  of  what  was  almost 1  declaration  made  her  at  Petersburg  by  a  young  man,  one  of 
ler  husband's  subordinates,  and  how  Alexey  Alexandrovitch lad  answered  that  every  woman  living  in  the  world  was  ex- 
)osed  to  such  incidents,  but  that  he  had  the  fullest  confidence 
n  her  tact,  and  could  never  lower  her  and  himself  by  jealousy 
r[  So  then  there 's  no  reason  to  speak  of  it  ?     And  indeed,  thank d,  there's  nothing  to  speak  of,"  she  told  herself. 

CHAPTER  XXXIII 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  came  back  from  the  meeting  of 
ie  ministers  at  four  o'clock,  but  as  often  happened,  he  had ot  time  to  come  in  to  her.  He  went  into  his  study  to  see  the 
eople  waiting  for  him  with  petitions,  and  to  sign  some  papers 
rought  him  by  his  chief  secretary.  At  dinner-time  (there 
ere  always  a  few  people  dining  with  the  Kareninas)  there 

' 
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arrived  an  old  lady7a  cousin  of  Alexey  Alexandrov
itch,  the 

chief  secretary  of  the  department  and  his  wife,  and  a  y
oung 

man  who  had  been  recommended  to  Alexey  Alexandro
vitch  for 

the  service.  Anna  went  into  the  drawing-room  to  rece
ive  these 

guests  Precisely  at  five  o'clock,  before  the  bronze  P
eter  the 

First  clock  had  struck  the  fifth  stroke,  Alexey  Alexa
ndrovitch 

came  in,  wearing  a  white  tie  and  evening  coat  with  two 
 stars, 

as  he  had  to  go  out  directly  after  dinner.  Every  min
ute  of 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  life  was  portioned  out  and  occupied. 

And  to  make  time  to  get  through  all  that  lay  before  him  e
very 

day,  he  adhered  to  the  strictest  punctuality.  ' '  Unhastmg  and 

unresting,"  was  his  motto.  He  came  into  the  dining-
haU, 

greeted  every  one,  and  hurriedly  sat  down,  smiling 
 to  his 

wife.  . 

"Yes,  my  solitude  is  over.    You  wouldn't  believe  how
  un- 

comfortable" (he  laid  stress  on  the  word  uncomfortable)  "it 

is  to  dine  alone. '  • 

At  dinner  he  talked  a  little  to  his  wife  about  Moscow  mat
ters, 

and,  with  a  sarcastic  smile,  asked  her  after  Stepan
  Arkadye- 

vitch  •  but  the  conversation  was  for  the  most  part  general,  d
eal- 

ing with  Petersburg  official  and  public  news.     After  dinn
er  he 

spent  half  an  hour  with  his  guests,  and  again,  with 
 a  smile, 

pressed  his  wife's  hand,  withdrew,  and  drove  off  to  t
he  council. 

Anna  did  not  go  out  that  evening  either  to  the  Prin
cess  Betsy 

Tverskoy,  who,  hearing  of  her  return,  had  invited  
her,  nor  t€ 

the  theatre,  where  she  had  a  box  for  that  evening.     S
he  did 

not  go  out  principally  because  the  dress  she  had  
reckoned  upon 

was  not  ready.     Altogether,  Anna,  on  turning,  af
ter  the  de- 

parture of  her  guests,  to  the  consideration  of  her  attire,  
was 

very  much  annoved.     She  was  generally  a  mistress  
of  the  ait 

of  dressing  well  without  great  expense,  and  befo
re  leaving 

Moscow  she  had  given  her  dressmaker  three  dre
sses  to  trans- 

form    The  dresses  had  to  be  altered  so  that  they  could  not
 

be  recognized,  and  they  ought  to  have  been  ready  t
hree  days 

before.     It  appeared  that  two  dresses  had  not  bee
n  done  Jit 

all    while  the  other  one  had  not  been  altered  as  Ann
a  had 

intended.     The  dressmaker  came  to  explain,  declaring  t
hat  I 
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a  J  would  be  better  as  she  had  done  it,  and  Anna  was  so  furious that  she  felt  ashamed  when  she  thought  of  it  afterwards.  To 
regain  her  serenity  completely  she  went  into  the  nursery,  and spent  the  whole  evening  with  her  son,  put  him  to  bed  herself 
signed  him  with  the  cross,  and  tucked  him  up.  She  was  glad 
she  had  not  gone  out  anywhere,  and  had  spent  the  evening  so 
well.  She  felt  so  light-hearted  and  serene,  she  saw  so  clearly 
that  all  that  had  seemed  to  her  so  important  on  her  railway journey  was  only  one  of  the  common  trivial  incidents  of  fash- 

ionable life,  and  that  she  had  no  reason  to  feel  ashamed  before 
any  one  else  or  before  herself.  Anna  sat  down  at  the  hearth 
with  an  English  novel  and  waited  for  her  husband.  Exactly at  half-past  nine  she  heard  his  ring,  and  he  came  into  the room. 

"Here  you  are  at  last!"  she  observed,  holding  out  her  hand to  him. 

He  kissed  her  hand  and  sat  down  beside  her. 

"Altogether  then,  I  see  your  visit  was  a  success,"  he  said to  her. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  said,  and  she  began  telling  him  about  every- hmg  from  the  beginning :  her  journey  with  Countess  Vronsky ler  arrival,  the  accident  at  the  station.     Then  she  described 
lie  pity  she  had  felt,  first  for  her  brother,  and  afterwards  for Dolly. 

"I  imagine  one  cannot  exonerate  such  a  man  from  blame hough  he  is  your  brother,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch everely. 

Anna  smiled.  She  knew  that  he  said  that  simply  to  show 
hat  family  considerations  could  not  prevent  him  from  ex- 
>ressing  his  genuine  opinion.  She  knew  that  characteristic n  her  husband,  and  liked  it. 

"I  am  glad  it  has  all  ended  so  satisfactorily,  and  that  you re  back  again, '  >  he  went  on.  <  '  Come,  what  do  they  say  about he  new  act  I  have  got  passed  in  the  council?" 
Anna  had  heard  nothing  of  this  act,  and  she  felt  conscience, 
ricken  at  having  been  able  so  readily  to  forget  what  was  to nr  of  such  importance. 
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"Here,  on  the  other  hand,  it  has  made  a  giv  h  sensation, ' ' 
he  said,  with  a  complacent  smile. 

She  saw  that  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  wa.  to  tell  her 
something  pleasant  to  him  about  it,  and  she  .  ight  him  by 
questions  to  telling  it.  With  the  same  coinpi  ;ent  smile  he 
told  her  of  the  ovations  he  had  received  in  con^jquence  of  the 
act  he  had  passed. 

"I  was  very,  very  glad.  It  shows  that  at  last  a  reason- 
able and  steady  view  of  the  matter  is  becoming  prevalent 

among  us." 
Having  drunk  his  second  cup  of  tea  with  cream,  and  bread, 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  got  up,  and  was  going  towards  his 
study. 

"And  you've  not  been  anywhere  this  evening?  You've 
been  dull,  I  expect  ? ' '  he  said. 

' '  Oh,  no ! "  she  answered,  getting  up  after  him  and  accom 
panying  him  across  the  room  to  his  study.    "What  are  you 
reading  now?"  she  asked. 

"Just  now  I'm  reading  Due  de  Lille,  Poesie  des  Enfers,' 
he  answered.     ' '  A  very  remarkable  book. ' ' 
Anna  smiled,  as  people  smile  at  the  weaknesses  of  those 

they  love,  and,  putting  her  hand  under  his,  she  escorted  himj 
to  the  door  of  the  study.     She  knew  his  habit,  that  had  grown 
into  a  necessity,  of  reading  in  the  evening.     She  knew,  too 
that  in  spite  of  his  official  duties,  which  swallowed  up  almosl 
the  whole  of  his  time,  he  considered  it  his  duty  to  keep  up  will 
everything  of  note  that  appeared  in  the  intellectual  world 
She  knew,  too,  that  he  was  really  interested  in  books  dealing 
with  politics,  philosophy,  and  theology,  that  art  was  utterly 
foreign  to  his  nature ;  but,  in  spite  of  this,  or  rather,  in  conse 
quence  of  it,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  never  missed  over  any 
thing  in  the  world  of  art,  but  made  it  his  duty  to  read  every 
thing.     She  knew  that  in  politics,  in  philosophy,  in  theology 
Alexey  Alex?ndrovitch  often  had  doubts,  and  made  investigg 
tions;  but  on  questions  of  art  and  poetry,  and,  above  all,  c| 
music,  of  which  he  was  totally  devoid  of  understanding,  h(  ha 
the  most  distinct  and  decided  opinions.     He  was  fond  of  till 
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tig  about  Sha  Raphael,  Beethoven,  of  the  significance 
of  new  schools  >f  .poet  ,v  and  music,  all  of  which  were  classified 
by  him  with  'conspicuous  consistency. 

Well,  ( i  i  with  you, ' '  she  said  at  the  door  of  the  study where  a  sha,  handle  and  a  decanter  of  water  were  already 
put  by  his  s  .     "  And  I  11  write  to  Moscow. ' ' 

He  pres    ;d  her  hand,  and  again  kissed  it. 

"All  th  same  he's  a  good  man;  truthful,  good-hearted,  and remarka]^  m  his  own  line/'  Anna  said  to  herself  going  back to  her  room,  as  though  she  were  defending  him  to  some  one 
who  had  attacked  him  and  said  that  one  could  not  love  him. 
But  why  is  it  his  ears  stick  out  so  strangely  ?  Or  has  he  had his  hai  r  cut  ? ' ' 

free;  cly  at  twelve  o'clock,  when  Anna  was  still  sitting  at her  vy  ,ng  We,  finishing  a  letter  to  Dolly,  she  heard  the 
•sou,,  measured  steps  in  slippers,  and  Alexey  Alexandro- 
vrtch,      oshly  washed  and  combed,  with  a  book  under  his  arm came       to  her.  

' 

^li  time,  it  V  f  fine, ' '  said  he,  with  a  meaning  smile,  and  he went   !  to  thir  bedroom.    '  . 

"A  ,d  what  right  had  he  to  look  at  him  like  that?"  thought Am:,  lCr  lmg  Vronsky's  glance  at  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. ft  Undressing,  she  went  into  the  bedroom;  but  her  face  had 

fli     '     i!  T f  mef  WhiGh'  dUFing  her  sta^  at  Moscow>  had 
2t  tf,al?  ,        ̂   ̂   her  Smile;  on  the  contr^> ajw  the  lire  seemed  quenched  in  her,  hidden  somewhere  far 

CHAPTER  XXXIV 

1  „f"EN1Vronsky  went  to  Moscow  from  Petersburg,  he  had *>tt  his  large  set  of  rooms  in  Morskaia  to  his  friend  and favorite  comrade  Petritsky. 

J  '  'r!fSry  W,aS  a  y°Ung  lieutenant,  not  particularly  well- 
cm  ueeled,  and  not  merely  not  wealthy,  but  always  hopelessly' 
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in  debt      Towards  evening  he  was  al
 way:  t,  and  he  had 

o  ten  been  loeked  up  after  all  sorts  of  *^£*£% 

ful  scandals,  but  he  was  a  favonte  
both  of  hu,  eo £ad* .and 

his  superior  officers.    On  arriving  
at  twelve  o  olodt  from  tha 

st  on  at  his  flat,  Vronsky  saw,  at  the  
outer  doc.,  a  toed   a, 

riage  familiar  to  him.    While  stul  outside  
his  o,     door,  as  he 

rang  he  heard  masculine  laughter,  the  
lisp  ot  a  fern  nine  voices 

and  Petri  sky's  voice.    "If  that's  
one  of  the  villains,  don  t 

1  t  him  h    ''    Vronsky  told  the  servant  not  
to  announce  him 

ai  d  s lied  quietly  into  the  first  
room.    Baroness  Sh.dton,  a 

Send  ofpcu-itsky  's,  with  a  rosy  
little  face  and  flaxen-hair, 

resn  endent  in  a  lilac  satin  gown,  
and  filling  the  whole  room 

Canary,  with  her  Parisian  chatter,  
sat  at  the  iwnd  tab 

making  coffee.    Petritsky,  in  his  
overcoat,  and  the  Cavalry 

captain  Kamerovsky,  in  full  uniform,  
probably  3ust  come  from 

rlntv  were  sitting  each  side  of  her. 

'^Bravo  <  Vronsky ! ' '  shouted  Petritsky,  jumpi
ng  up  scrap 

me  his  chair.  ' '  Our  host  himself !  
Baroness,  some  coffee  f o, 

h  ni  ut  of  the  new  coffee-pot.  W
hy,  we  didn't  expect  you 

Hope  you're  satisfied  with  the  orn
ament  of  yorc -tody,  « 

S  indicating  the  baroness.    
"You  know  each  othei,  o 

'"should  think  so,''  said  Vronsky ,  with  a  bright  ̂  

pressing  the  baroness's  little  hand.    
"What  next!    I  m  ai 

°U.?Se  home  after  a  .iourney,"  said  the  ba
roness,  "so  IT 

flving     Oh,  I'll  be  off  this  minute,  
if  I'm  in  the  way 

'"You're  at  home  wherever  you  are,  baroness," 
 said  Vron^ 

"How  do  you  do,  Kamerovsky?"  
he  added,  coldly  shakinl 

hands  with  Kamerovsky.  *t,w„J 

"There,  you  never  know  how  to 
 say  such  pretty  things, 

said  the  bkroness,  turning  to  Petrit
sky. 

"No;  what's  that  for?    After  dinne
r  I  say  things  quit 

g°"Aftcr  dinner  there's  no  credit  in  them!    Well,  then
  V 

make  you  some  coffee,  so  go  and  wash  an
d  get  ready     said  t 

'baroness,  sitting  down  again,  and  anxio
usly  turning  the  scie 
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in  the  new  coffee-pot.     "Pierre,  give  me  the  coffee,"  she  said, addressing  Petritsky,  whom  she  called  Pierre  as  a  contraction 
of  his  surname,  making  no  secret  of  her  relations  with  him 
"I'll  put  it  in." 

"You'll  spoil  it  I" 

"No,  I  won't  spoil  it!    Well,  and  your  wife!"  said  the baroness  suddenly,  interrupting  Vronsky 's  conversation  with 
his  comrade.     " We've  been  marrying  you  here.     Have  you '  brought  your  wife  f  " 

"No,  baroness.     I  was  born  a  Bohemian,  and  a  Bohemian I  shall  die." 
So  much  the  better,  so  much  the  better.     Shake  hands 

on  it." 

And  the  baroness,  detaining  Vronsky,  began  telling  him, 
with  many  jokes,  about  her  last  new  plans  of  life,  asking his  advice. 

"He  persists  in  refusing  to  give  me  a  divorce!  Well,  what am  I  to  do?"  {He  was  her  husband.)  "Now  I  want  to  be- 
gin a  suit  against  him.  What  do  you  advise?  Kamerovsky 

,  look  after  the  coffee ;  it 's  boiling  over.  You  see,  I  'm  engrossed 
with  business!  I  want  a  lawsuit,'  because  I  must  have  my property.  Do  you  understand  the  folly  of  it,  that  on  the  pre- 

text of  my  being  unfaithful  to  him,"  she  said  contemptuously he  wants  to  get  the  benefit  of  my  fortune." 
Vronsky  heard  with  pleasure  this  light-hearted  prattle  of  a 

pretty  woman,  agreed  with  her,  gave  her  half-joking  counsel, and  altogether  dropped  at  once  into  the  tone  habitual  to  him 
m  talking  to  such  women.  In  his  Petersburg  world  all  people were  divided  into  utterly  opposed  classes.  One,  the  lower 
class,  vulgar,  stupid,  and,  above  all,  ridiculous  people,  who  be- 

lieve that  one  husband  ought  to  live  with  the  one  wife  whom 
M  has  lawfully  married;  that  a  girl  should  be  innocent,  a 
(woman  modest,  and  a  man  manly,  self-controlled,  and  strong- 
that  one  ought  to  bring  up  one's  children,  earn  one's  bread,' and  pay  one's  debts;  and  various  similar  absurdities.  This was  the  class  of  old-fashioned  and  ridiculous  people.  But 
here  was  another  class  of  people,  the  real  people.     To  this 
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class  they  all  belonged,  and  in  it  the  grea
t  thing  was  to  be 

elegant,  generous,  plucky,  gay,  to  a
bandon  oneself  without  a 

blush  to  every  passion,  and  to  laugh  at 
 everything ;  else 

For  the  first  moment  only,  Vronsky  wa
s  start  ed  after  the 

impressions  of  a  quite  different  world  t
hat  he  had  brought  with 

n     om  Moscow.    But  immediately,  as  though  Ajpmglj 

feet  into  old  slippers,  he  dropped  ba
ck  into  the  fight-hearted, 

pleasant  world  he  had  always  lived  m. 

The  coffee  was  never  really  made,  but  sp
luttered  over  every 

one,  and  boiled  away,  doing  just  wh
at  was  required  of  it- 

Sai  is,  providing  cause  for  much  n
oise  and  laughter,  and 

spoiling  a  costly  rug  and  the  barone
ss's  gown. 

P"  Well  now,  good-bye,  or  you'll  never  get  was
hed,  and  I 

shall  have  on  my  conscience  the  wors
t  sin  a  gentleman  can 

commit.    So  you  would  advise  a  kn
ife  to  fail .throat? 

"To  be  sure,  and  manage  that  your  ha
nd  may  be  not  far 

from  his  lips.  He'll  kiss  your  hand
,  and  all  will  end  sat.s- 

factorilv  "  answered  Vronsky. 

"So  at  the  Francis!"  and,  with  a  rust
le  of  her  skirts,  she 

VaKametvsky  got  up  too,  and  Vronsky,  not  wa
iting  for  him 

to  go  shook  hands  and  went  off  to 
 his  dressing-room.  . 

Whi  e  he  was  washing,  Petritsky 
 described  to  him  inbrie 

outlines  his  position,  as  far  as  it  h
ad  changed  since  Viwskj 

had  left  Petersburg.    No  money  at  all.
    His  lathe » djn 

wouldn't  give  him  any  and  pay  his 
 debts.    His  ta  lor  wa 

twin*  to  eet  him  locked  up,  and  a
nother  fellow    too,  wa 

hre  te, finf  to  get  him  locked  up.   
 The  colonel  of  the  reg. 

m  i     hd  announced  that  if  these 
 scandals  did  not  cease  I 

""/have  to  leave.    As  for  the  baroness,  he  was
  sick  t 

Tat  o^her    etcially  «nee  
she'd  taken  to  offering  con 

tinually  to  lend  him  money.    But  he 
 had  found  a  girt    he 

show  her  to  Vronsky-a  marvel,  exquisite  in  *\
s*™\?™ 

stvle  "genre  of  the  slave  Rebecca,  don't  you
  know        He 

h  d  a  row^o,  with  Berkosho^  
and  was  going  to  send  seconc 

to  him,  but  of  course  it  would  come
  to    othing     Allege  h 

everything  was  supremely  amns.ng
  and  jolly.    And,  not  lettm 
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his  comrade  enter  into  further  details  of  his  position,  Petritsky proceeded  to  tell  him  all  the  interesting  news.  As  he  listened 
to  Petritsky 's  familiar  stories  in  the  familiar  setting  of  the rooms  he  had  spent  the  last  three  years  in,  Vronsky  felt  a 
delightful  sense  of  coming  back  to  the  careless  Petersburg  life that  he  was  used  to. 

Impossible ! '  '  he  cried,  letting  down  the  pedal  of  the  wash- 
ing basin  in  which  he  had  been  sousing  his  healthy  red  neck. 

''Impossible!"  he  cried,  at  the  news  that  Laura  had  flung  over Fertinghof  and  had  made  up  to  Mileev.  "And  is  he  as  stupid 
and  pleased  as  ever  ?     Well,  and  how 's  Buzulukov  ? ' ' 

"Oh,  there  is  a  tale  about  Buzulukov— simply  lovely!"  cried 
Petritsky.  "You  know  his  weakness  for  balls,  and  he  never misses  a  single  court  ball.  He  went  to  a  big  ball  in  a  new 
helmet.  Have  you  seen  the  new  helmets?  Very  nice,  lighter. 
Well,  so  he 's  standing.     .     .   /.     No,  I  say,  do  listen. '  ' 

"I  am  listening,"  answered  Vronsky,  rubbing  himself  with a  rough  towel. 

"Up  comes  the  Grand-Duchess  with  some  ambassador  or Dther,  and,  as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  she  begins  talking  to  him 
about  the  new  helmets.     The  Grand-Duchess  positively  wanted 
to  show  the  new  helmet  to  the  ambassador.     They  see  our 
friend  standing  there."     (Petritsky  mimicked  how  he  was 
standing  with  the  helmet.)     "The  Grand-Duchess  asked  him 
o  give  her  the  helmet;  he  doesn't  give  it  her.     What  do  you 
fhink  of  that?     Well,  every  one's  winking  at  him,  nodding, ;rownmg— give  it  to  her,  do!     He  doesn't  give  it  her.     He's 
nute  as  a  fish.     Only  picture  it !     .     .     .     Well,  the 
vhat's  his  name,  whatever  he  was     .     .     .     tries  to  take  the »elmet  from  him     .     .     .     he  won't  give  it  up!     ...     He 
mils  it  from  him,  and  hands  it  to  the  Grand-Duchess.     'Here, 
rour  Highness,'  says  he,  'is  the  new  helmet.'     She  turned  the 
lelmet  the  other  side  up,  and— just  picture  it !— plop  went  a 
♦ear  and  sweetmeats  out  of  it,  two  pounds  of  sweetmeats ! 
le'd  been  storing  them  up,  the  darling !" 
Vronsky  burst  into  roars  of  laughter.     And   long  after- 

>rards,  when  he  was  talking  of  other  things,  he  broke  out  into 
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hisliealthy  laugh,  showing  his  strong,  close  
rows  of  teeth,  when 

he  thought  of  the  helmet. 

Having  heard  all  the  news,  Vronsky,  with
  the  assistance  of 

his  valet  got  into  his  uniform,  and  went 
 off  to  report  himself. 

He  In  ended,  when  he  had  done  that,  t
o  drive  to  hi,  brother'd 

and  to  Betsy's,  and  to  pay  several  visit
s  with  a  view  to  be- 

aming to  go  into  that  society  where  he  might 
 meet  Madame 

Karenina  As  he  always  did  in  Petersbur
g,  he  left  home  not 

meaning  to  return  till  late  at  night. 



PART  II 

CHAPTER  I 

At  the  end  of  the  winter,  in  the  Shtcherbatskys'  house,  a 
consultation  was  being  held,  which  was  to  pronounce  on  the 
state  of  Kitty's  health  and  the  measures  to  be  taken  to  restore her  failing  strength.    She  had  been  ill,  and  as  spring  came  on 
she  grew  worse.     The  family  doctor  gave  her  cod-liver  oil,  then 
iron,  then  nitrate  of  silver,  but  as  the  first  and  the  second  and 
the  third  were  alike  in  doing  no  good,  and  as  his  advice  when 
spring  came  was  to  go  abroad,  a  celebrated  physician  was 
called  in.     The  celebrated  physician,  a  very  handsome  man, 
still  youngish,  asked  to  examine  the  patient.     He  maintained, 
with  peculiar  satisfaction,  it  seemed,  that  maiden  modesty  is 
a  mere  relic  of  barbarism,  and  that  nothing  could  be  more 
natural  than  for  a  man  still  youngish  to  handle  a  young  girl 
naked.     He  thought  it  natural  because  he  did  it  every  day, 
and  felt  and  thought,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  no  harm  as  he  did 
it,  and  consequently  he  considered  modesty  in  the  girl  not 
merely  as  a  relic  of  barbarism,  but  also  as  an  insult  to  himself. 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  submit,  since,  although  all 
the  doctors  had  studied  in  the  same  school,  had  read  the  same 
books,  and  learned  the  same  science,  and  though  some  people 
said  this  celebrated  doctor  was  a  bad  doctor,  in  the  princess's 
household  and  circle  it  was  for  some  reason  accepted  that  this 
celebrated  doctor  alone  had  some  special  knowledge,  and  that 
he  alone  could  save  Kitty.     After  a  careful  examination  and 
sounding  of  the  bewildered  patient,  dazed  with  shame,  the 
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celebrated  doctor,  having  scrupulously  washed  his  hands,  was 

standing  in  the  drawing-room  talking  to  the  prince.     The 

prince  frowned  and  coughed,  listening  to  the  doctor.     As  a 

man  who  had  seen  something  of  life,  and  neither  a  fool  nor  an^ 

invalid,  he  had  no  faith  in  medicine,  and  in  his  heart  was 

furious  at  the  whole  farce,  especially  as  he  was  perhaps  the 

only  one  who  fully  comprehended  the  cause  of  Kitty's  illness. 
''Conceited  blockhead!"  he  thought,   as  he  listened  to  the 

celebrated  doctor's  chatter  about  his  daughter's  symptoms. 

The  doctor  was  meantime  with  difficulty  restraining  the  ex- 

pression of  his  contempt  for  this  old  gentleman,  and  with  diffi- 

culty condescending  to  the  level  of  his  intelligence.     He  per- 
ceived that  it  was  no  good  talking  to  the  old  man,  and  that  the 

principal  person  in  the  house  was  the  mother.     Before  her 

he  decided  to  scatter  his  pearls.     At  that  instant  the  princess 

came  into  the  drawing-room  with  the  family  doctor.     The 

prince  withdrew,  trying  not  to  show  how  ridiculous  he  thought 

the  whole  performance.    The  princess  was  distracted,  and  did 

not  know  what  to  do.     She  felt  she  had  sinned  against  Kitty. 

"Well,  doctor,  decide  our  fate,"  said  the  princess.  "Tell 

me  everything." 
"Is  there  hope?"  she  meant  to  say,  but  her  lips  quivered, 

and  she  could  not  utter  the  question.     ' '  Well,  doctor  ! ' '
 

"Immediately,  princess.  I  will  talk  it  over  with  my  col- 

league, and  then  I  will  have  the  honor  of  laying  my  opinion 

before  you. ' ' 
"So  we  had  better  leave  you?" 

"As  you  please." 
The  princess  went  out  with  a  sigh. 

When  the  doctors  were  left  alone,  the  family  doctor  began 

timidly  explaining  his  opinion,  that  there  was  a  commence
- 

ment of  tuberculous  trouble,  but  .  .  .  and  so  on.  The 

celebrated  doctor  listened  to  him,  and  in  the  middle  of  his 

sentence  looked  at  his  big  gold  watch. 

"Yes,"  said  he.    "But    .     .     ." 
The  family  doctor  respectfully  ceased  in  the  middle  of  his 

observations. 
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"The  commencement  of  the  tuberculous  process  we  are  not as  you  are  aware,  able  to  define;  till  there  are  cavities,  there is  nothing  definite.     But  we  may  suspect  it.     And  there  are 
judications:   malnutrition,   nervous   excitability,   and   so   on 
The  question  stands  thus:  in  presence  of  indications  of  tuber- 
iculous  process,  what  is  to  be  done  to  maintain  nutrition  f" 

"But,  you  know,  there  are  always  moral,  spiritual  causes  at the  back  in  these  cases,"  the  family  doctor  permitted  himself to  interpolate  with  a  subtle  smile. 

"Yes,  that's  an  understood  thing,"  responded  the  celebrated physician,  again  glancing  at  his  watch.  "Beg  pardon  is  the 
Yausky  bridge  done  yet,  or  shall  I  have  to  drive  round?"  he 
asked.  "Ah!  it  is.  Oh,  well,  then  I  can  do  it  in  twenty minutes.  So  we  were  saying  the  problem  may  be  put  thus  •  to maintain  nutrition  and  to  give  tone  to  the  nerves.  The  one 
is  in  close  connection  with  the  other,  one  must  attack  both  sides at  once. 

''And  how  about  a  tour  abroad?"  asked  the  family  doctor 1  ve  no  likmg  for  foreign  tours.  And  take  note:  if  there 
is  an  early  stage  of  tuberculous  process,  of  which  we  cannot  be certain  a  foreign  tour  will  be  of  no  use.  What  is  wanted  is neans  for  improving  nutrition,  and  not  for  lowering  it. "  And ■he  celebrated  doctor  expounded  his  plan  of  treatment  with boden  waters  a  remedy  obviously  prescribed  primarily  on  the ?round  that  they  could  do  no  harm. 
The  family  doctor  listened  attentively  and  respectfully But :  in  favor  of  foreign  travel  I  would  urge  the  change  of 
S  %  the™m0V!?  from  conditions  calling  up  reminiscences, ind  then  the  mother  wishes  it,"  he  added. 

"Ah!  Well,  in  that  ease,  to  be  sure,  let  them  go.  Only hose  German  quacks  are  mischievous.  .  .  Thev  oueht 
0  be  persuaded.    .    .    .    Well,  let  them  go  then. " He  glanced  once  more  at  his  watch. 

i"i°h;  i!T'S  "P  already>"  and  he  went  to  the  door.  The iiebrated  doctor  announced  to  the  princess  (a  feeling  of  what as  due  from  him  dictated  his  doing  so)  that  he  ought  to  see ie  patient  once  more. 
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"What!    another   examination!"    cried   the   mo
ther,    with 

horror.  , , 

"Oh,  no,  only  a  few  details,  princess. 

"Come  this  way."  . 

And  the  mother,  accompanied  by  the  doctor,
  went  into  the 

drawing-room  to  Kitty.    Wasted  and  flushed
,  with  a  peculiar 

glitter  in  her  eyes,  left  there  by  the  agony  of
  shame  she  had 

been  put  through,  Kitty  stood  in  the  mi
ddle  of  the  room. 

When  the  doctor  came  in  she  flushed  crimson
,  and  her  eyes 

filled  with  tears.    All  her  illness  and  treatmen
t  struck  her  as 

a  thing  so  stupid,  ludicrous  even !    Doctoring  her  seemed  to 

her  as  absurd  as  putting  together  the  pieces  
of  a  broken  vase 

Her  heart  was  broken.     Why  would  they  try  t
o  cure  her  with 

pills  and  powders?    But  she  could  not  gr
ieve  her  mother, 

especially  as  her  mother  considered  herself 
 to  blame. 

"May  I  trouble  you  to  sit  down,  princess?
"  the  celebrated 

doctor  said  to  her.  ,1 

He  sat  down  with  a  smile,  facing  her,  felt  h
er  pulse,  and 

again  began  asking  her  tiresome  quest
ions.  She  answered 

him,  and  all  at  once  got  up  furious. 

"Excuse  me,  doctor,  but  there  is  really  no 
 object  in  this. 

This  is  the  third  time  you've  asked  me  the
  same  thing. 

The  celebrated  doctor  did  not  take  offen
se.  1 

"Nervous  irritability,"  he  said  to  the  prince
ss,  when  Kitty 

had  left  the  room.     "However,  I  had  finished
.     ... 

And  the  doctor  began  scientifically  explaining  to  th
e  pn| 

cess,  as  an  exceptionally  intelligent  woma
n,  the  cond'fono 

the  young  princess,  and  concluded  by  insi
sting  on  the  drmkmg 

of  the  waters,  which  were  certainly  harmles
s.  At  the  ques 

tion:  Should  they  go  abroad?  the  doctor  
plunged  into  dee 

meditation,  as  though  resolving  a  weighty  
problem.  Final : 

his  decision  was  pronounced :  they  were  to  go  abroad,  but  « 

put  no  faith  in  foreign  quacks,  and  to  apply  to  h
im  in  an; 

need.  .    .  . 

It  seemed  as  though  some  piece  of  good  fortune  ha
d  come 

pass  after  the  doctor  had  gone.    The  mother  was
  much  mur 

cheerful  when  she  went  back  to  her  daughter,  and  Kitty
  p« 
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tended  to  be  more  cheerful.     She  had  often,  almost  always,  to be  pretending  now. 

''Really,  I'm  quite  well,  mamma.  But  if  you  want  to  go abroad,  let's  go!"  she  said,  and  trying  to  appear  interested in  the  proposed  tour,  she  began  talking  of  the  preparations for  the  journey. 

CHAPTER  II 

Soon  after  the  doctor,  Dolly  had  arrived.  She  knew  that 
there  was  to  be  a  consultation  that  day,  and  though  she  was 
only  just  up  after  her  confinement  (she  had  another  baby  a 
little  girl,  born  at  the  end  of  the  winter),  though  she  had 
trouble  and  anxiety  enough  of  her  own,  she  had  left  her  tiny 
baby  and  a  sick  child,  to  come  and  hear  Kitty's  fate,  which was  to  be  decided  that  day. 

Well,  well  ! ' '  she  said,  coming  into  the  drawing-room  with- 
3ut  taking  off  her  hat.  -You're  all  in  good  spirits.  '  Good news,  then?" 

They  tried  to  tell  her  what  the  doctor  had  said,  but  H ippeared  that  though  the  doctor  had  talked  distinctly  enough mcl  at  great  length,  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  report  what ie  had  said  The  only  point  of  interest  was  that  it  was  settled :hey  should  go  abroad. 

Dolly  could  not  help  sighing.  Her  dearest  friend,  her  sister vas  going  away.  And  her  life  was  not  a  cheerful  one  Her 
•elations  with  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  after  their  reconciliation ad  become  humiliating.  The  union  Anna  had  cemented 
urned  out  to  be  of  no  solid  character,  and  family  harmony ras  breaking  down  again  at  the  same  point.  There  had  been lothmg  definite,  but  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  hardly  ever  at 
lome ;  money,  too,  was  hardly  ever  forthcoming,  and  Dolly  was ontinually  tortured  by  suspicions  of  infidelity,  which  she  tried 0  dismiss,  dreading  the  agonies  of  jealousy  she  had  been 
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through  already.  The  first  onslaught  of  jealousy,  once  lived 

through,  could  never  come  back  again,  and  even  the  discovery 

of  infidelities  could  never  now  affect  her  as  it  had  the  first 

time.  Such  a  discovery  now  would  only  mean  breaking  up 

family  habits,  and  she  let  herself  be  deceived,  despising  him 

and  still  more  herself  for  the  weakness.  Besides  this,  the  care 

of  her  large  family  was  a  constant  worry  to  her :  first,  the  nurs- 

ing of  her  young  baby  did  not  go  well,  then  the  nurse  had 

gone  away,  now  one  of  the  children  had  fallen  ill. 

"  "Well,  how  are  all  of  you?"  asked  her  mother. 
"Ah,  mamma,  we  have  plenty  of  troubles  of  our  own.     Lili 

is  ill,  and  I'm  afraid  it's  scarlatina.    I  have  come  here  now  to 

hear'  about  Kitty,  and  then  I  shall  shut  myself  up  entirely! 
if _God  forbid— it  should  be  scarlatina. ' '  I 

The  old  prince  too  had  come  in  from  his  study  after  the 

doctor's  departure,  and  after  presenting  his  cheek  to  Dolly 

and  saying  a  few  words  to  her,  he  turned  to  his  wife : 

"How  have  you  settled  it?  you're  going?  Well,  and  whaj 

do  you  mean  to  do  with  me?" 

"I  suppose  you  had  better  stay  here,  Alexandre,"  said  h
i 

wife. 

"That's  as  you  like." 

"Mamma,  why  shouldn't  father  come  with  us?"  said  Kitt
y 

"It'll  be  nicer  for  him  and  for  us  too." 

The  old  prince  got  up  and  stroked  Kitty's  hair.  
She  lifte 

her  head  and  looked  at  him  with  a  forced  smile.  It  a
lway 

seemed  to  her  that  he  understood  her  better  than  any  one 
 1: 

the  family,  though  he  did  not  say  much  about  her
.  Bern 

the  youngest,  she  was  her  father's  favorite,  and  sh
e  fancie 

that  his  love  gave  him  insight.  When  now  her  glance  met  f
c 

blue  kindly  eyes  looking  intently  at  her,  it  seemed  to  her  t
hs 

he  saw  right  through  her,  and  understood  all  that  was  not  goo 

that  was  passing  within  her.  Reddening,  she  stretched  ox 

towards  him  expecting  a  kiss,  but  he  only  patted  her  ha 
and  said : 

"These  stupid  chignons!     There's  no  getting  at  the  re 

daughter,   one  simply  strokes  the  bristles  of   dead  wome: 
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Well,  Dolinka,"  he  turned  to  his  elder  daughter,  " what's  your 
p  oung  buck  about,  hey  ?" 

"Nothing,  father,"  answered  Dolly,  understanding  that  her 
msband  was  meant.  "He's  always  out;  I  scarcely  ever  see 
lim,"  she  could  not  resist  adding  with  a  sarcastic  smile. 
"Why,  hasn't  he  gone  into  the  country  yet— to  see  about telling  that  forest?" 

"No,  he's  still  getting  ready  for  the  journey." 
"Oh,  that's  it!"  said  the  prince.  "And  so  am  I  to  be 

jetting  ready  for  a  journey  too  ?  At  your  service, ' '  he  said  to 
lis  wife,  sitting  down.  "And  I  tell  you  what,  Katia,"  he 
vent  on  to  his  younger  daughter,  "you  must  wake  up  one  fine 
lay  and  say  to  yourself:  Why,  I'm  quite  well,  and  merry,  and 
?oing  out  again  with  father  for  an  early  morning  walk  in  the 
rost.     Hey?" 
What  her  father  said  seemed  simple  enough,  yet  at  these 

vords  Kitty  became  confused  and  overcome  like  a  detected 
criminal.  "Yes,  he  sees  it  all,  he  understands  it  all,  and  in 
hese  words  he's  telling  me  that  though  I'm  ashamed,  I  must 
tet  over  my  shame."  She  could  not  pluck  up  spirit  to  make ny  answer.  She  tried  to  begin,  and  all  at  once  burst  into ears,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

"See  what  comes  of  your  jokes!"  the  princess  pounced own  on  her  husband.  "You're  always  .  .  /'she  began .  string  of  reproaches. 

The  prince  listened  to  the  princess's  scolding  rather  a  long /hile  without  speaking,  but  his  face  was  more  and  more rowning. 

I She's  so  much  to  be  pitied,  poor  child,  so  much  to  be 
•ltied,  and  you  don't  feel  how  it  hurts  her  to  hear  the  slightest ef erence  to  the  cause  of  it.  Ah !  to  be  so  mistaken  in  people ! ' ' 
aid  the  princess,  and  by  the  change  in  her  tone  both  Dolly 
nd  the  prince  knew  she  was  speaking  of  Vronsky.  "I  don't 
now  why  there  aren't  laws  against  such  base,  dishonorable eople. ' ' 

!Ah,  I  can't  bear  to  hear  you!"  said  the  prince  gloomily, ettmg  up  from  his  low  chair,  and  seeming  anxious  to  get 
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awa^yet'sToppin^hr^d^^r77^^  are  laws,
  madam, 

and  since  you've  challenged  me  to  it,  I'll  tel
l  you  who's  to  , 

hlame  lor  it  all:  you  and  you,  you  and  nob
ody  else  Laws 

against  such  young  gallants  there  have  alwa
ys  been,  and  there  i: 

still  are'  Yes,  if  there  has  been  nothing  that 
 ought  not  to 

have  been,  old  as  I  am,  I'd  have  called  him
  out  to  the  barrier, 

the  young  dandy.    Yes,  and  now  you  phy
sic  her  and  call  in 

these  quacks."  , 

The  prince  apparently  had  plenty  more  
to  say,  but  as  soon 

as  the  princess  heard  his  tone  she  subsi
ded  at  once,  and  be- 

came penitent,  as  she  always  did  on  serious 
 occasions. 

"Alexandre,  Alexandre,"  she  whispered,  movi
ng  to  him  and 

beginning  to  weep.  ,      .   , 

Is  soon  as  she  began  to  cry  the  princ
e  too  calmed  down 

H"ThlUPthta^erenough,  that's  enough!    You're  wretched 

t0oiknow  .  *-**^  ̂ \»-j^3 God  is  merciful     .     .     .     tnanKs     .     .     .     *  »  m 

ing  what  he  was  saying,  as  he  respond
ed  to  the  tearful  kiss  a 

the  princess  that  he  felt  on  his  hand. 
   And  the  prince  wen 

iSUrSKi  soon  as  Kitty  went  oat 
 of  the  room  in  tears 

Dolly  with  her  motherly,  family  insti
ncts,  had  promptly  per 

ceiled  That  here  a  woman's  work  lay  be
fore  her,  and  she  pr 

pared  to  do  it.  She  took  off  her  
hat,  and,  morally speaking 

tucked  up  her  sleeves  and  prepar
ed  for  action.  While  he 

Iter  w'as  attacking  her  father,  s
he  tried .to  restrain  he 

mother,  so  far  as  filial  reverence  
would  all aw.  During  th 

prince's  outburst  she  was  silent;  s
he  felt  ashamed  for  he 

mother  and  tender  towards  her  
father  for  so  quickly  ben* 

kind  again.  But  when  her  fath
er  left  them  sh< ,  made ead 

for  what  was  the  chief  thing  ne
edful-to  go  to  Kitty  an 

C°"°'d  been  meaning  to  tell  you  something  for  a  tog  wbU, 

mamma:  did  you  know  that  Levin  
mean  t" £  make  K r tty 

offer  when  he  was  here  the  last  time  
?     He  told  Stiva^o. 

"Well,  what  then?    I  don't  understand.    
.    .    ' 
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' '  So  did  Kitty  perhaps  refuse  him  ?     .     .     .     She  didn  't  tell fOU  so?" 

"No,  she  has  said  nothing  to  me  either  of  one  or  the  other; tfie's  too  proud.    But  I  know  it's  all  on  account  of  the  other.'' 
'Yes,  but  suppose  she  has  refused  Levin,  and  she  wouldn't 

bve  refused  him  if  it  hadn  't  been  for  the  other,  I  know.    And ;hen,  he  has  deceived  her  so  horribly. ' ' 
I  It  was  too  terrible  for  the  princess  to  think  how  she  had 
aimed  against  her  daughter,  and  she  broke  out  angrily. 

' '  Oh,  I  really  don 't  understand !     Nowadays  they  will  all  go heir  own  way,  and  mothers  haven't  a  word  to  say  in  anything 
,nd  then     .     .,   ."  

fe' 

"Mamma,  I'll  go  up  to  her." 
Well,  do.    Did  I  tell  you  not  to  ? ' '  said  her  mother. 

CHAPTER  III 

When  she  went  into  Kitty's  little  room,  a  pretty,  pink  little 00m,  full  of  knick-knacks  in  vieux  saxe,  as  fresh,  and  pink 
nd  white,  and  gay  as  Kitty  herself  had  been  two  months  ago[ 
>olly  remembered  how  they  had  decorated  the  room  the  year efore  together,  with  what  love  and  gaiety.  Her  heart  turned 
old  when  she  saw  Kitty  sitting  on  a  low  chair  near  the  door, 
er  eyes  fixed  immovably  on  a  corner  of  the  rug.  Kitty 
lanced  at  her  sister,  and  the  cold,  rather  ill-tempered  ex- ression  of  her  face  did  not  change. 

"I'm  just  going  now,  and  I  shall  have  to  keep  in  and  you 
on't  be  able  to  come  to  see  me,"  said  Dolly,  sitting  down ^side  her.     "I  want  to  talk  to  you." 
"What  about?"  Kitty  asked  swiftly,  lifting  her  head  in smay. 

'What  should  it  be,  but  your  trouble?" 
"I  have  no  trouble." 

"Nonsense,  Kitty.     Do  you  suppose  I  could  help  knowing? 
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^^^f^^T^Tbdi^me
,  it's  of  so  little  con- 

seauence     .    .    .    We've  all  been  
through  it. 

Kitty  did  not  speak,  and  her  lace  had
  a  stem  expression 

"He's  not  worth  your  grieving  over  him,
"  pursued  Darya 

Alexandrovna,  coming  straight  to  t
he  point. 

< '  No,  because  he  has  treated  me  with  contempt,    
 said  Kitty, 

in  a  breaking  voice.    "Don't  talk  of  it!
    Please,  don  t  talk 

°f"But  who  can  have  told  you  so?    No  one  has  said  that
. 

I'm  certain  he  was  in  love  with  you,  and  
would  still  be  in  lov* 

with  vou,  if  it  hadn't     ...  ''*",.  »vj 

"Oh  the  most  awful  thing  of  all  for  me  is  this
  sympathy 

ing'"  shrieked  Kitty,  suddenly  flying  int
o  a  passion.  She 

turned  round  on  her  chair,  flushed  crim
son,  and  rapidly  mov- 

nTher  fingers,  pinched  the  clasp  of  
her  belt  first  with  on 

hmid  and  then  with  the  other.  Dolly  kn
ew  this  trick  her  s.s  e 

had  of  clenching  her  hands  when  she
  was  much  excited;  sh 

knew,  too,  that  in  moments  of  excitemen
t  Kmy  was  capab  e  o 

forgetting  herself  and  saying  a  great  
deal  too  much,  and  Doltf 

would  have  soothed  her,  but  it  was  too  late.  .dKittJ 

' '  What,  what  is  it  you  want  to  make  me  feel,  eh  ?    ™£™%
 

auickly     ' '  That  I  've  been  in  love  with  a  man
  who  didn  t  car 

a  straw:for  me,  and  that  I'm  dying  of
  love  for  himf     And  tin 

is  said  to  me  by  my  own  sister    who  
imagines    h at    .    . 

that  .    that  she's  sympathizing  with  me
!     .     •    • 

don't  want  these  condolences  and  
humbug! 

' '  Kitty,  you  're  unjust. " 

"Why  are  you  tormenting  
me?'' 

"But  I    .    •    •    q«ite  the  contrary    •    •    •  7 
unhappy. 

But  Kitty  in  her  fury  did  not  hea
r  her. 

"I've  nothing  to  grieve  over  and  be  comf
orted  about     I 

too  proud  ever  to  allow  myself  to  car
e  for  a  man  who  does  | 

l0"Yes' I  don't  say  so  either.  .  .  •  Only  one  th
ing.  T< 

me  tne  truth,"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  
takmg  her  by  J 

hand -."tell  me,  did  Levin  speak  to  you?    .
    .    ■ 
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The  mention  of  Levin's  name  seemed  to  deprive  Kitty ̂ the last  vestige  of  self-control.  She  leaped  up  from  her  chair  and 
flinging  her  clasp  on  the  ground,  she  gesticulated  rapidly 'with her  hands  and  said  : 

<Why  bring  Levin  in  too?  I  can't  understand  what  you 
want  to  torment  me  for.  I've  told  you,  and  I  say  it  again, that  I  have  some  pride,  and  never,  never  would  I  do  as  you're 
doing— go  back  to  a  man  who's  deceived  you,  who  has  cared 
lor  another  woman.  I  can't  understand  it!  You  may  but I  can't!" 

And  saying  these  words  she  glanced  at  her  sister,  and  seeing 
that  Dolly  sat  silent,  her  head  mournfully  bowed,  Kitty  in- 

stead of  running  out  of  the  room,  as  she  had  meant  to  do'  sat 
down  near  the  door,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  handkerchief' The  silence  lasted  for  two  minutes:  Dolly  was  thinking  of herself.  That  humiliation  of  which  she  was  always  conscious came  back  to  her  with  a  peculiar  bitterness  when  her  sister 
reminded  her  of  it.  She  had  not  looked  for  such  cruelty  in her  sister,  and  she  was  angry  with  her.  But  suddenly  she heard  the  rustle  of  a  skirt,  and  with  it  the  sound  of  heart-rend- 

ing, smothered  sobbing,  and  felt  arms  about  her  neck  Kittv was  on  her  knees  before  her. 

L  T.f^'  *  am  S°'  S°  wretched-'"  she  whispered  penitently 
And  the  sweet  face  covered  with  tears  hid  itself  in  Darya Alexandrovna  's  skirt.  J 

As  though  tears  were  the  indispensable  oil,  without  which 
the  machinery  of  mutual  confidence  could  not  run  smoothly between  the  two  sisters,  the  sisters  after  their  tears  talked,  not f  what  was  uppermost  in  their  minds,  but,  though  they  talked )f  outside  matters,  they  understood  each  other.     Kittv  knew -hat  the  word  she  had  uttered  in  anger  about  her  husband's 
^fidelity  and  her  humiliating  position,  had  cut  her  poor  sister fi  the  heart    but  that  she  had  forgiven  her.     Dolly  for  her )art  knew  all  she  had  wanted  to  find  out.     She  felt  certain hat  her  surmises  were  correct;  that  Kitty's  misery,  her  incon- o  able  misery   Was  due  precisely  to  the  fact  that  Levin  had 
nade  her  an  offer  and  she  had  refused  him,  and  Vronsky  had 
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deceived  her,  and  that  she  was  fully  prepared  to  love  L
evin 

and  to  detest  Vronsky.  Kitty  said  not  a  word  of  that;  s
he 

talked  of  nothing  but  her  spiritual  condition. 

"I  have  nothing  to  make  me  miserable,"  she  said,  getting 

calmer;  "but  can  you  understand  that  everything  has  become 

hateful'  loathsome,  coarse  to  me,  and  I  myself  most  of  all? 
You  can't  imagine  what  loathsome  thoughts  I  have  about 

everything. " 
"  Why,  whatever  loathsome  thoughts  can  you  have  I     asked 

Dolly,  smiling. 

"The  most  utterly  loathsome  and  coarse;  I  can  t  tell  you. 

It's  not  unhappiness,  or  low  spirits,  but  much  worse.     As 

though  everything  that  was  good  in  me  was  all  hidden  a
way, 

and  nothing  was  left  but  the  most  loathsome.     Come,  how  a
m 

I  to  tell  you?"  she  went  on,  seeing  the  puzzled  look  in  he
r 

sister's  eyes.     "Father  began  saying  something  to  me  just 

now      ...     It  seems  to  me  he  thinks  all  I  want  i
s  to  be 

married.    Mother  takes  me  to  a  ball:  it  seems  to  me  s
he  only 

takes  me  to  get  me  married  off  as  soon  as  may  be,  and  be
  rid 

of  me.    I  know  it's  not  the  truth,  but  I  can't  drive  a
way  such 

thoughts.     Eligible  suitors,  as  they  call  them— I
  can't  bear  tc 

see  them.     It  seems  to  me  they're  taking  stock 
 of !  me  anc 

summing  me  up.     In  old  days  to  go  anywhere
  in  a  ball-area 

was  a  simple  joy  to  me,  I  admired  myself ;  now  I  feel  ashamec 

and  awkward.    And  then!    The  doctor.    .    .    .    Then    ..
. 

Kitty  hesitated;  she  wanted  to  say  further 
 that  ever  sine 

this  change  had  taken  place  in  her,  Stepan  Ar
kadyevitch  hat 

become  insufferably  repulsive  to  her,  and  that 
 she  could  no 

see  him  without  the  grossest  and  most  hi
deous  conception- 

rising  before  her  imagination. 

"Oh  well,  everything  presents  itself  to  me  in  t
he  coarses 

most  loathsome  light,"  she  went  on.  "Tha
t's  my  illnea 

Perhaps  it  will  pass  off." 

1 '  But  you  mustn  't  'think  about  it. " 
"I  can't  help  it.     I'm  never  happy  except  with  the  chi 

dren  at  your  house." 

"What  a  pity  you  can't  be  with  me!" 
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''Oh,  yes,  I'm  coming.  I've  had  scarlatina,  and  I'll  per- suade mamma  to  let  me. ' ' 

Kitty  insisted  on  having  her  way,  and  went  to  stay  at  her 
sister's,  and  nursed  the  children  all  through  the  scarlatina, for  scarlatina  it  turned  out  to  be.  The  two  sisters  brought 
all  the  six  children  successfully  through  it,  but  Kitty  was&no better  in  health,  and  in  Lent  the  Shtcherbatskys  went  abroad. 

CHAPTER  IV 

The  highest  Petersburg  society  is  essentially  one :  in  it  every 
one  knows  every  one  else,  every  one  even  visits  every  one  else. 
But  this  great  set  has  its  subdivisions.     Anna  Arkady evna 
Karenina  had  friends  and  close  ties  in  three  different  circles 
)f  this  highest  society.    One  circle  was  her  husband's  govern- 
nent,  official  set,  consisting  of  his  colleagues  and  subordinates, 
>rought  together  in  the  most  various  and  capricious  manner, 
ind  belonging  to  different  social  strata.     Anna  found  it  diffi- 
:ult  now  to  recall  the  feeling  of  almost  awe-stricken  reverence 
vhich  she  had  at  first  entertained  for  these  persons.     Now  she 
mew  all  of  them  as  people  know  one  another  in  a  country 
own ;  she  knew  their  habits  and  weaknesses,  and  where  the 
hoe  pinched  each  one  of  them.     She  knew  their  relations  with 
ine  another  and  with  the  head  authorities,  knew  who  was  for 
fhom,  and  how  each  one  maintained  his  position,  and  where 
hey  agreed  and  disagreed.     But  that  circle  of  political,  mascu- 
ine  interests  had  never  interested  her,  in  spite  of  Countess 
^idia  Ivanovna's  influence,  and  she  avoided  it. 
Another  little  set  with  which  Anna  was  in  close  relations 

'as  the  one  by  means  of  which  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had 
lade  his  career.     The  centre  of  this  circle  was  the  Countess 
idia  Ivanovna.     It  was  a  set  made  up  of  elderly,   ugly, 
enevolent,  and  godly  women,  and  clever,  learned,  and  am- 
itious  men.     One  of  the  clever  people  belonging  to  the  set 
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had  called  it ' '  the  conscience  of  Petersburg  society.  Alex
ey 

Alexandrovitch  had  the  highest  esteem  
for  tins  circle;  and 

Anna,  with  her  special  gift  for  getting  on 
 with  every  one  had 

in  the  early  days  of  her  life  in  Petersburg  
made  friend m  thn 

circle  also.  Now,  since  her  return  from  M
oscow,  she  had  come 

to  feel  this  set  insufferable.  It  seemed  
to  her  that  both  she 

and  all  of  them  were  insincere,  and  she 
 felt  so  bored  and  ill 

at  ease  in  that  world  that  she  went  to  
see  the  Countess  Lidia 

Ivanovna  as  little  as  possible.  _    .  I 

The  third  circle  with  which  Anna  had 
 ties  was  preeminently 

the  fashionable  world-the   world   of 
 balls,   of   dinners,   of 

sumptuous  dresses,  the  world  that  hung
  on  to  the  court  with  ; 

on'hand,  so  as  to  avoid  sinking  to  the  lev
el  of  the  demi-mond  . 

For  the  demi-monde  the  members  of 
 that  fashionable  world  be- 

lieved that  they  despised,  though  their  tast
es  were  not  merely 

similar  but  in  fact  identical.     Her  co
nnection  with  this  cue  e 

Ts  kept  up  through  Princess  Be
tsy  Tverskoy,  her  cousm 

wtfe   who  had  an  income  of  a  hund
red  and  twenty  thousand 

roubleTand  who  had  taken  a  great
  fancy  to  Anna  ever  since 

he  first  came  out,  showed  her  much  at
tention,  and ̂ drew  hJ 

into  her  set  making  fun  of  Countess
  Lidia  Ivanovna  s  cotene. 

'When  I'm  old  and  ugly  I'll  be  the  same,
"  Betsy  used    o 

say ;   'but  for  a  pretty  young  woman  like  y
ou  it's  early  dajj 

for  that  house  of  charity."  Princess 
Anna  had  at  first  avoided  as  far

  as  she  could  Brmces 

Tvtskoyl  world,  because  it  nec
essitated  an  expenditure  be- 

yond her  means,  and  besides  in  her  heart  she ,  pr
e. frre t he ,  f, £ 

eircle     But  since  her  visit  to  Mosco
w  she  had  done  quite  the 

contrary      She  avoided  her  serio
us-minded  friends,  and  went 

SET  the  fashionable  world.     T
here  she  met  Vronsky,  and 

experienced  an  agitating  joy  at
  those  meetings.    She  me* 

Vronsky  specially  often  at  Betsy
's,  for  Betsy  was  a  V.onsky 

b    b"rth  and  his  cousin.    Vronsky 
 was  everywhere  where  he 

hldlny  chance  of  meeting  Anna,  and
  speaking  to  her  whj iiau  cuj  encouragement,  t>ui 

he  could,  of  his   ove.    She  gave ̂ h,m  ̂   ̂   ̂  
every  time  she  met  him  there  surge

u  uy 

feeling  of  quickened  life  that  ha
d  come  upon  hei  that  day 
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the  railway  carriage  when  she  saw  him  for  the  first  time  She 
was  conscious  herself  that  her  delight  sparkled  in  her  eyes  and curved  her  lips  into  a  smile,  and  she  could  not  quench  the  ex- pression of  this  delight. 

At  first  Anna  sincerely  believed  that  she  was  displeased 
with  him  for  daring  to  pursue  her.  Soon  after  her  return 
from  Moscow,  on  arriving  at  a  soiree  where  she  had  expected 
to  meet  him,  and  not  finding  him  there,  she  realized  distinctly 
from  the  rush  of  disappointment  that  she  had  been  deceiving herself,  and  that  this  pursuit  was  not  merely  not  distasteful 
to  her,  but  that  it  made  the  whole  interest  of  her  life. 

The  celebrated  singer  was  singing  for  the  second  time,  and 
all  the  fashionable  world  was  in  the  theatre.  Vronsky  seeing 
his  cousin  from  his  stall  in  the  front  row,  did  not  wait 'till  the entr'acte,  but  went  to  her  box. 

•'Why  didn't  you  come  to  dinner?"  she  said  to  him     "I marvel  at  the  second-sight  of  lovers,"  she  added  with  a  smile 
so  that  no  one  but  he  could  hear;  "she  wasn't  there     But come  after  the  opera." 
Vronsky  looked  inquiringly  at  her.  She  nodded.  He thanked  her  by  a  smile,  and  sat  down  beside  her. 
"But  how  I  remember  your  jeers!"  continued  Princess Betsy,  who  took  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  following  up  this  pas- sion to  a  successful  issue.  -What's  become  of  all  that? iou  re  caught,  my  dear  boy." 

"That's  my  one  desire,  to  be  caught,"  answered  Vronsky frith  his  serene,  good-humored  smile.  "If  I  complain  of  any' flung -it  s  only  that  I'm  not  caught  enough,  to  tell  the  truth. i  begin  to  lose  hope. " 

™Z!!VVh/teVZ  h°Pe  Can  y0U  have?"  said  Betsy.  offended 
m  behalf  of  her  friend.    "Entendons  nous.  »    But 

Lentil the?  T6  8lfamS  °f  Hght  that  *******  that  s«e 
Si  have  P  PreCiS6ly  aS  he  dld  What  h°Pe  he 

"None  whatever,"  said  Vronsky,  laughing  and  showing  his *en  rows  of  teeth.    ' « Excuse  me, ' '  he  added,  taking  an  opera- 
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glass  out  of  her  hand,  and  proceeding  to  scrutinize,  over  her 

bare  shoulder,  the  row  of  boxes  facing  them.  "I'm  afraid 

I'm  becoming  ridiculous. ' ' 

He  was  very  well  aware  that  he  ran  no  risk  of  being  ridicu- 

lous in  the  eyes  of  Betsy  or  any  other  fashionable  people.  He 

was  very  well  aware  that  in  their  eyes  the  position  of  an  un- 
successful lover  of  a  girl,  or  of  any  woman  free  to  marry,  might 

be  ridiculous.  But  the  position  of  a  man  pursuing  a  married 

woman,  and,  regardless  of  everything,  staking  his  life  on  draw- 

ing her  into  adultery,  has  something  fine  and  grand  about  it, 
and  can  never  be  ridiculous ;  and  so  it  was  with  a  proud  and 

gay  smile  under,  his  mustaches  that  he  lowered  the  opera-glass 
and  looked  at  his  cousin. 

"But  why  was  it  you  didn't  come  to  dinner?"  she  said,f)i 
admiring  him. 

"I  must  tell  you  about  that.  I  was  busily  employed,  ano^ 

doing  what,  do  you  suppose  f  I  '11  give  you  a  hundred  guesses, 

a  thousand  .  .  .  you 'd  never  guess.  I  've  been  reconciling 

a  husband  with  a  man  who  'd  insulted  his  wife.    Yes,  really ! " 

1 '  Well,  did  you  succeed  ? ' ' 
"Almost." 

"You  really  must  tell  me  about  it,"  she  said,  getting  up. 

"Come  to  me  in  the  next  entr'acte." 

"I  can't;  I'm  going  to  the  French  theatre." 
"From  Nilsson?"  Betsy  queried  in  horror,  though  she  could 

not  herself  have  distinguished  Nilsson's  voice  from  any  chorus 

girl's.  .     I 
"Can't  help  it.     I've  an  appointment  there,  all  to  do  with  i 

my  mission  of  peace. ' ' 
"  ' Blessed  are  the  peacemakers;  theirs  is  the  kingdom  oi 

heaven,'  "  said  Betsy,  vaguely  recollecting  she  had  heard  somi 

similar  saying  from  some  one.  "Very  well,  then,  sit  down 

and  tell  me  what  it's  all  about." 
And  she  sat  down  again. 

i 

t 
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CHAPTER  V 

"This  is  rather  indiscreet,  but  it's  so  good,  it's  an  awful 
emptation  to  tell  the  story,"  said  Vronsky,  looking  at  her 
nth  his  laughing  eyes.     "I'm  not  going  to   mention   any *ames." 

"But  I  shall  guess,  so  much  the  better." 
'Well,  listen:  two  festive  young  men  were  driving   " Officers  of  your  regiment,  of  course  ? ' ' 

"I  didn't  say  they  were  officers,— two  young  men  who  had een  lunching. ' ' 

"In  other  words,  drinking." 
"Possibly.     They  were  driving  on  their  way  to  dinner  with friend  in  the  most  festive  state  of  mind.  And  they  beheld  a 

.retty  woman  in  a  hired  sledge;  she  overtakes  them,  looks 
ound  at  them,  and,  so  they  fancy  anyway,  nods  to  them  and 
mghs.  They,  of  course,  follow  her.  They  gallop  at  full 
peed.  To  their  amazement,  the  fair  one  alights  at  the  en- 

hance of  the  very  house  to  which  they  were  going.  The  fair tie  darts  up-stairs  to  the  top  story.  They  get  a  glimpse  of 3d  lips  under  a  short  veil,  and  exquisite  little  feet." 

"You  describe  it  with  such  feeling  that  I  fancy  you  must b  one  of  the  two. " 

' '  And  after  what  you  said,  just  now !  Well,  the  young  men >  in  to  their  comrade's;  he  was  giving  a  farewell  dinner 
here  they  certainly  did  drink  a  little  too  much,  as  one  always )es  at  farewell  dinners.  And  at  dinner  they  inquire  who 
res  at  the  top  in  that  house.  No  one  knows ;  only  their  host 's 
net,  m  answer  to  their  inquiry  whether  any  « young  ladies' 
•e  living  on  the  top  floor,  answered  that  there  were  a  great any  of  them  about  there.  After  dinner  the  two  young  men 
)  into  their  host's  study,  and  write  a  letter  to  tne  unknown 
|  one.  They  compose  an  ardent  epistle,  a  declaration  in 
ct,  and  they  carry  the  letter  up-stairs  themselves,  so  as  to 
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etactiate^  perfectly  intelligible  in 

the  letter."  .  wll,„ 
4 '  Why  are  you  telling  me  these  horrible  stories  ?  W  ell  i 

< '  They  ring  A  maid-servant  opens  the  door,  they  hand  h
er 

the  letter,  and  assure  the  maid  that  they're  
both  so  in  love 

that  they'll  die  on  the  spot  at  the  door.  The  ma
id,  stupefied, 

carries  in  their  messages.  All  at  once  a  gent
leman  appears 

with  whiskers  like  sausages,  as  red  as  a  lobster,  
announces  that 

there  is  no  one  living  in  that  flat  except  his  w
ife,  and  sends 

them  both  about  their  business." 

4 'How  do  you  know  he  had  whiskers  like  sausages,  as
  yoil 

^  "  Ah,  you  shall  hear.     I  've  just  been  to  make  peace  bet
ween 

them." 
1 '  Well,  and  what  then  V ' 
<  <  That 's  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  story.     It  appears 

that  it's  a  happy  couple,  a  government  cle
rk  and  his  lady 

The  government  clerk  lodges  a  complaint,  
and  I  became  a 

mediator,  and  such  a  mediator!     ,j"-;    
I  assure  you  Talley- 

rand couldn't  hold  a  candle  to  me." 1 '  Whv,  where  was  the  difficulty  ? 

« Ah/ you  shall  hear.    .    .    .    We  apologi
ze  in  due  form; 

we  are  in  despair,  we  entreat  forgiveness  
for  the  unfortunate 

misunderstanding.    The  government  c
lerk  With  the  sausage 

begins  to  melt,  but  he,  too,  desires  
to  express  his  sentiments 

and  as  soon  as  ever  he  begins  to  express  t
hem  he  begin* ;  to  ge 

hot  and  say  nasty  things,  and  again  I
'm  obliged  to  trot  ou 

all  mv  diplomatic  talents.    I  allowed  
that  their  conduct  wJ 

bad,  but  I  urged  him  to  take  into  
consideration  their  hed 

lessness,  their  youth;  then,  too,  the  young  men
  had  only ju 

been  lunching  together.     'You  understand^    
They  regret 

deeply,  and  beg  you  to  overlook  their  m
isbehavior.     The  gov 

erument  clerk  was  softened  once  more. 
    'I  consent,  counl 

and  am  ready  to  overlook  it;  but  you  pe
rceive  that  my  wite- 

mv  wife's  a  respectable  woman— has  bee
n  exposed  to  tn 

persecution,  and  insults,  and  effrontery  
of  young  upstarti 

scoundrels    .    .    .'    And  you  must  unders
tand,  the  youfl 
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upstarts  are  present  all  the  while,  and  I  have  to  keep  the  peace 
between  them.  Again  I  call  out  all  my  diplomacy,  and  again 
as  soon  as  the  thing  was  about  at  an  end,  our  friend  the  gov- 

ernment clerk  gets  hot  and  red,  and  his  sausages  stand  on  end 
with  wrath,  and  once  more  I  launch  out  into  diplomatic  wiles." 

"Ah,  he  must  tell  you  this  story!"  said  Betsy,  laughing,  to a  lady  who  came  into  her  box.  "He  has  been  making  me laugh  so." 

•'Well,  bonne  chance!"  she  added,  giving  Vronsky  one finger  of  the  hand  in  which  she  held  her  fan,  and  with  a  shru* 
of  her  shoulders  she  twitched  down  the  bodice  of  her  gown that  had  worked  up,  so  as  to  be  duly  naked  as  she  moved  for- 

ward towards  the  footlights  into  the  light  of  the  gas,  and  the ight  of  all  eyes. 

Vronsky  drove  to  the  French  theatre,  where  he  really  had 
o  see  the  colonel  of  his  regiment,  who  never  missed  a  single )erformance  there.  He  wanted  to  see  him,  to  report  on  the esult  of  his  mediation,  which  had  occupied  and  amused  him 
or  the  last  three  days.  Petritsky,  whom  he  liked,  was  impli- 

cated in  the  affair,  and  the  other  culprit  was  a  capital  fellow md  first-rate  comrade,  who  had  lately  joined  the  regiment :he  young  Prince  Kedrov.  And  what  was  most  important  the nterests  of  the  regiment  were  involved  in  it  too. 
Both  the  young  men  were  in  Vronsky 's  company.     The 

olonel  of  the  regiment  was  waited  upon  by  the  government 
lerk,  Venden,  with  a  complaint  against  his  officers,  who  had 
nsulted  his  wife.     His  young  wife,  so  Venden  told  the  story— ie  had  been  married  half  a  year— was  at  church  with  her 
nother,  and  suddenly  overcome  by  indisposition,  arising  from 
er  interesting  condition,  she  could  not  remain  standing  she ■rove  home  m  the  first  sledge,  a  smart-looking  one,  she  came 
eross     On  the  spot  the  officers  set  off  in  pursuit  of  her-  she 
ras  alarmed,  and  feeling  still  more  unwell,  ran  up  the  stair- ase  home.     Venden  himself,  on  returning  from  his  office 
eard  a  ring  at  their  bell  and  voices,  went  out,  and  seeing  the itoxicated  officers  with  a  letter,  he  had  turned  them  out. Ie  asked  for  exemplary  punishment. 
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"Yes,  it's  all  very  well,"  said  the  colonel  to 
 Vronsky,  whom 

he  had  invited  to  come  and  see  him.  "
Petritsky  s  becoming 

impossible.  Not  a  week  goes  by  withou
t  some  scandal  This 

government  clerk  won't  let  it  drop,  he'll  
go  on  with  the  thing. 

Vronsky  saw  all  the  thanklessness  of  t
he  business  and  that 

there  could  be  no  question  of  a  duel  in  i
t,  that  everything  must 

be  done  to  soften  the  government  cle
rk,  and  hush  the  matter 

up  The  colonel  had  called  in  Vronsk
y  just  because  he  knew 

Mm  to  be  an  honorable  and  intelligen
t  man,  and,  more  than 

all  a  man  who  cared  for  the  honor  
of  the  regiment.  They 

takedTover,  and  decided  that  Petri
tsky  and  Kedrov  must  , 

go  wfth  Vron  ky  to  Venden's  to  apo
logize.  The  colonel  and  * 

Vronsky  were  both  fully  aware  that 
 Vronsky's  name  and  rank 

would  be  sure  to  contribute  greatly 
 to  the  softening  of  the 

in  hired  husband's  feelings. 

And  these  two  influences  were  not
  in  fact  without  effect; 

thou!  the  result  remained,  as  V
ronsky  had  described,  un- 

^On^eaching  the  French  theatre,  Vro
nsky  retired  to  the 

foyer  wTth The  colonel,  and  report
ed  to  him  his  success   or 

non  sulcess     The  colonel,  thinking  
it  all  over,  made  up  his 

m'nd  not  to  pursue  the  matter  further
,  but  then  for  his  own 

Tatlfact  on  proceeded  to  cross-e
xamine  Vronsky  about  h* 

ntervTew    and  it  was  a  long  while 
 before  he  could  restrain  hi 

aughter    as  Vronsky  described  
how  the  government  clerk 

af ̂ subsiding  for  a  while,  would  
suddenly  flare  up  agam 

he  recalled  the  details,  and  how 
 Vronsky,  at  the  last  hai 

word  of  conciliation,  skilfully  m
anoeuvred  a  retreat,  shoving 

^trdtgttM  ̂ ory,  but  killing.    Kedrov  re
ally  can. 

figh  the  gSmln!    Was'he  so  awfu
lly ̂ hot!"  he  c— rtj i       u-   ~     "Hut  what  do  vou  say  to  Claire  to-day  £    ̂ ne  i is.,-  r-s?i—  -  •  sscirs 

-However  often  you  see  her,  e
very  day  she  s  different, 

only  the  French  who  can  d
o  that." 
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CHAPTER  VI 

Princess  Betsy  drove  home  from  the  theatre,  without  wait- 
ing for  the  end  of  the  last  act.  She  had  only  just  time  to  go 

into  her  dressing-room,  sprinkle  her  long,  pale  face  with 
powder,  rub  it,  set  her  dress  to  rights,  and  order  tea  in  the  big 
drawing-room,  when  one  after  another  the  carriages  drove  up to  her  huge  house  in  Bolshaia  Morskaia.  Her  guests  stepped 
out  at  the  wide  entrance,  and  the  stout  porter,  who  used  to 
read  the  newspapers  in  the  mornings  behind  the  glass  door,  to 
the  edification  of  the  passers-by,  noiselessly  opened  the  im- 

mense door,  letting  the  visitors  pass  by  him  into  the  house. 
Almost  at  the  same  instant  the  hostess,  with  freshly  ar- 

ranged coiffure  and  freshened  face,  walked  in  at  one  door  and 
her  guests  at  the  other  door  of  the  drawing-room,  a  large  room 
with  dark  walls,  downy  rugs,  and  a  brightly  lighted  table 
gleaming  with  the  light  of  candles,  white  cloth,  silver  samovar,' md  transparent  china  tea-things. 
The  hostess  sat  down  at  the  table  and  took  off  her  gloves. 
hairs  were  set  with  the  aid  of  footmen,  moving  almost  im- 

perceptibly about  the  room;  the  party  settled  itself,  divided 
nto  two  groups :  one  round  the  samovar  near  the  hostess,  the 
)ther  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  drawing-room,  round  the  hand- 

some wife  of  an  ambassador,  in  black  velvet,  with  sharply  de- 
ined  black  eyebrows.  In  both  groups  conversation  wavered, 
is  it  always  does,  for  the  first  few  minutes,  broken  up  by  meet- 
ngs,  greetings,  offers  of  tea,  and  as  it  were  feeling  about  for omethmg  to  rest  upon. 

''She's  exceptionally  good  as  an  actress;  one  can  see  she's tudied  Kaulbaeh,"  said  a  diplomatic  attache  in  the  group ound  the  ambassador's  wife.  "Did  you  notice  how  she  fell own?     .     .     ." 

"Oh,  please,  don't  let  us  talk  about  Nilsson!  No  one  can -ossibly  say  anything  new  about  her,"  said  a  fat,  red-faced, axen-headed  lady,  without  eyebrows  and  chignon,  wearing 
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an  old  silk  dress.  This  was  Princess  Myaky,  noted  for  her 

simplicity  and  the  roughness  of  her  manners,  and  nicknamed 

enfant  terrible.  Princess  Myaky,  sitting  in  the  middle  be- 

tween the  two  groups,  and  listening  to  both,  took  part  in  the 

conversation  first  of  one  and  then  of  the  other.  ' '  Three  people 

have  used  that  very  phrase  about  Kaulbach  to  me  to-day 

already,  just  as  though  they  had  made  a  compact  about  it. 

And  I  can't  see  why  they  liked  that  remark  so." 
The  conversation  was  cut  short  by  this  observation,  and  a 

new  subject  had  to  be  thought  of  again. 

' 'Do  tell  me  something  amusing  but  not  spiteful,"  said  the* 

ambassador's  wife,  a  great  proficient  in  the  art  of  that  elegant 

conversation  called  by  the  English  small-talk.     She  addressed 

the  attache,  who  was  at  a  loss  now  what  to  begin  upon. 

"They  say  that  that's  a  difficult  task,  that  nothing's  amus- 

ing that  isn't  spiteful,"  he  began  with  a  smile.  "But  I'll 

try.  Get  me  a  subject.  It  all  lies  in  the  subject.  If  a  sub- 

ject's given  me,  it's  easy  to  spin  something  round  it.  I  often 

think  that  the  celebrated  talkers  of  last  century  would  have 

found  it  difficult  to  talk  cleverly  now.     Everything  clever  i
s 

so  stale     ..."  . 

"That  has  been  said  long  ago,"  the  ambassador  s  wife  i
n- 

terrupted him,  laughing. 

The  conversation  began  amiably,  but  just  because  it  was
  too 

amiable  it  came  to  a  stop  again.  They  had  to  have 
 recourse 

to  the  sure,  never-failing  topic— gossip. 

"Don't  you  think  there's  something  Louis  Qumze  about 

Tushkevitch?"  he  said,  glancing  towards  a  handsome, 
 fan* 

haired  young  man,  standing  at  the  table. 

1 '  Oh,  yes !  He 's  in  the  same  style  as  the  drawing-room,  and 

that 's  why  it  is  he 's  so  often  here. " 

This  conversation  was  maintained,  since  it  rested
  on  allu- 

sions to  what  could  not  be  talked  of  in  that  room— that  is  to  | 

say,  of  the  relations  of  Tushkevitch  with  their  hostess.
  ^ 

Round  the  samovar  and  the  hostess  the  conver
sation  had 

been  meanwhile  vacillating  in  just  the  same  way  bet
ween  thra 

inevitable  topics:  the  latest  piece  of  public  news, 
 the  theatre, 
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and  scandal.    It,  too,  eame  finally  to  rest  on  the  last  topic, that  is,  ill-natured  gossip. 

"Have  you  heard  the  Maltishtchev  woman— the  mother  not the  daughter— has  ordered  a  costume  in  diable  rose  color?" 
Nonsense !    No,  that 's  too  lovely ! ' ' 

'I  wonder  that  with  her  sense-for  she's  not  a  fool,  you know— that  she  doesn't  see  how  funny  she  is." 
Every  one  had  something  to  say  in  censure  or  ridicule  of  the 

luckless  Madame  Maltishtchev,  and  the  conversation  crackled merrdy,  like  a  burning  fagot-stack. 
The  husband  of  Princess  Betsy,  a  good-natured  fat  man  an ardent  collector  of  engravings,  hearing  that  his  wife  had visitors,  came  into  the  drawing-room  before  going  to  his  club 

Myakyng  nWSelmIy  Wer  the  thick  rUgs' he  went  UP  to  Princess 

"How  did  you  like  Nilsson?"  he  asked. 
"Oh  how  can  you  steal  upon  any  one  like  that!  How  you startled  me!"  she  responded.  • ' Please  don 't  talk  to  me  about the  opera;  you  know  nothing  about  music.  I'd  better  meet you  on  your  own  ground,  and  talk  about  your  maiolica  and 

K^T    f-T6  n°W'  What  treaSUre  have  y°u  bee"  buying lately  at  the  old  curiosity  shops  ?  " 

"Would  you  like  me  to  show  you?    But  you  don't  under- tand  such  things. " 

l-wii^™  me!  9IVe  b6en  learninS  about  them  at  those 
-what  s  their  names?    .    .    .    the  bankers    .  they've some  splendid  engravings.    They  showed  them  to  us  " 

Why,  have  you  been  at  the  Schutzburgs ? "  asked  the wstess  from  the  samovar.  - 

ndTnM  ̂   t^  Th6y  aSk6d  my  husband  and  ™  to  dinner, nd  told  us  the  sauce  at  that  dinner  cost  a  hundred  pounds  " nncess  Myaky  said,  speaking  loudly,  and  conscious  every one 
Vp  hllTm8,;  J      Ve7  nasty  Sauce  h  was'  some  green  mess. 
Ve  had  to  ask  them,  and  I  made  them  sauce  for  eighteenpence, nd  everybody  was  very  much  pleased  with  it.    I  can't  run  to undred-pound  sauces." 

"She's  unique!"  said  the  lady  of  the  house. 
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' '  Marvelous ! ' '  said  some  one. 

The  sensation  produced  by  Princess  My
aky's  speeches  was 

always  unique,  and  the  secret  of  the  
sensation  she  produced 

lay  in  the  fact  that  though  she  spoke  not  al
ways  appropriately, 

as  now,  she  said  simple  things  with  som
e  sense  in  them  In 

the  society  in  which  she  lived  such  plai
n  statements  produced 

the  effect  of  the  wittiest  epigram.  Princes
s  Myaky  could  never 

see  why  it  had  that  effect,  but  she  knew 
 it  had,  and  took  aa- 

^As^very'one  had  been  listening  while  Princess  Myak
y 

spoke,  and  so  the  conversation  around  
the  ambassador  s  wife 

had  dropped,  Princess  Betsy  tried  to  br
ing  the  whole  party 

together,  and  she  turned  to  the  ambassad
or 's  wife. 

"Will  you  really  not  have  tea?    You  sh
ould  come  over  here 

by'?No   we're  very  happy  here,"  the  ambassador's  wife
  re- 

sponded with  a  smile,  and  she  went  on  with  
the  conversation 

*2  It  aTry  arable  conversation.    Th
ey  were  criticizin, 

*. SaraSSSS-  -y  in  Moscow.    There,  . 
something  strange  about  her, ' '  said  her  friend. 

"The  Ireat  change  is  that  she. brough
t  back  with  her  the 

shadow  of  Alexey  Vronsky, ' '  said  the  ambassador  s  wife. 

"Well,  what  of  it?  There's  a  fable  of 
 Grimm's  about  a  man 

without  a  shadow,  a  man  who's  lost  his  s
hadow.  And  tha^ 

his  punishment  for  something.  I  n
ever  could  understand  how 

it  was  a  punishment.    But  a  woman  
must  dislike  being  without 

a  " YeTbut  women  with  a  shadow  usually  
come  to  a  bad  end,'^ 

"Mate  K.renin.'s  a  splendid  woman.   
 I  don  t  lik.  her  ho 

hand  but  I  like  her  very  much."  
M 

"Why  don't  you  like  her  husband?
  He's  such  aremarkaU 

man/'  said  the  ambassador's  wife. 
 "My  husband  says  ther 

are  few  statesmen  like  him  in  Europ
e. 

I 



we  should  see  the  fect^as  ZZe     t^  ̂   ̂   t0  ™> 
to  my  thinking,  is  simply  I  Zl   I  s'ayt  inT  AhleXandrovitch- 
but  doesn't  it  really  make  eve  ytWclearrR?er    V"    ■ was  told  to  consider  him  clever  tT,,,  ef°re'  when  X 

and  thought  myself  ̂ 2,'^  *»  »  ability, 
lie's  a  fool,  though  onlv  in  «  £2  g     ;  but  dlrectly  J  said, 
isn't  it?"  '         g    °nly  m  a  whlsPer>  everything's  explained, 

^'How  spiteful  you  are  to-day  i" 

had  to^  abfooirAnd  tell  T  £'  °f  *    °ne  of  «"  two oneself."  d'  We"'  you  ̂   one  can't  say  that  of 
"  'No  one  is  satisfied  with  hii  fm-t,,™ 

pr with  *  s: : The ^-^tifpSet 
b^Ai&^ssk turned  to  him- 
k    She's  so  nice,  so  charm  n    t  **  *°  y°Ur  mer" 

Aey're  all  in  love  with  her  ™d  foll^i,  ""J*0  hdp  *  if »ws?"  '  and  follow  her  about  like  shad- 

I  ''Oh,  I  had  no  idea  of  blaming  her  for  it  "  4        >    *  • aid  in  self-defense  '     Anna's  friend 

r^^SSSS* shadow'  that's  -  -oof 

<£  X%XtCei°hf  tfna'hS  ̂   *  ̂incess 
>«  group  at  the  ta2  whlre  tn  ambaSSador  's  wife,  joined 
ith  the  king  of  PrussL  conversation  was  dealing 

-What  wicked  gossip  were  you  talking  over  there?"  asked 

'^0Ai:tZtT"\^Tnr  gr us  a  "**  * ** .as  she  sat  down  a't  the  table    ̂ ^  «*  with  a 

i^hWeedoodrn,t4eharhere'  ""  ̂ ^  **<*  *»** 
f  -ith  a  smile  to  v££X  £?£* « ' '  £  -*  «-* 
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~  ron^was  not  -e^uaint^h  ̂ J* 
whom  he  was  ̂ ^tSr^SS  <L  enters  a 

"Where  do  I  come  from?     hesaid,  m  foj.       x 

from  the  ambassador's  wife.       Well
  ther  ^ 

enjoy  it.    This  evening    .     .    •  tell  some- 

£  sun.:  £■«=£  *  r  H horror;  cut  him  short.  , , 

-Please  don't  tell  us  about  ha '*J™  one  knows  those) 
-All  right,  I  won't,  especially  

as  eveiy  o 

horrors."  ,        -f  -t  were  accepted  as  the 

"And  we  should  all  go  to  s  e ton if*  w  ky 

correct  thing,  like  the  op
era,    chimed 

CHAPTER  VII 

StEPS  were  heard  at  the  door,  £^^£3 

it  was  Madame  Karenina  < Jnce, a j*  J -sky.      ̂  
ing  towards  the  door,  and  his  face  ™«  j       timidly,  J 
sion.  Joyfully,  -^'^1  anfsloX  he  rose  to  his  fe* 

^"towr^gSg^ZMte  herself  e: 
Anna  walked  into  the  « awing  and  m0 

tremely  erect,  as  always  lookmg  s  raight ̂
b  ̂ ^ 

ing  with  her  swift,  ̂ l^SelZed  the  short  spa 
her  from  all  other  society  women  s  ^  ̂   ̂  

toherh«^^^»2*er'^iy  bowed  low  a, 
smile  looked  round  at  Vro

nsky. 

pushed  a  chair  up  for  her. 



She  acknowledged  this  only  by  a  slieht  ,wl  fl,  .,  T~ir~* 
and  frowned.  But  inunediall*  ̂   fe  "  fdh  !  r"  'T' acquaintances,  and  shaking  the  hands  n«fffJ  ,*  ,"lg  her 
addressed  Princess  Betsy:  proffered  to  her,  she 
"I  have  been  at  Countess  r.iriia'o       j 

here  earlier,  but  I  stayed  on     2     t\    *  meaUt  t0  have  eome 
interesting.-  J-    Slr  Jo«n  was  there.    He's  very 

Oh,  that's  this  missionary V » 

lh»',J*.!  h<!  '0lCl  ™  *b0""  "">*  i»  I»<1».  ««  imoresting 

birJohn      Yes  Sir  Tnfm    t>  ,  . 

The  Vlassiev  girl  'sou   e  in  ̂     ̂f  T  ̂    He  SPeaks  well. <<.  .5" a  s  quite  m  love  with  him  " 

topovr-18  *  tfUe  th6  *"»**  ̂ ssiev  girl's  to  marry 
"Yes,  they  say  it's  quite  a  settled  thing  " 
^1  wonder  at  the  parents-    They  ̂   .  ̂   - 

aihSioviin  t^s-Sr^r yo; have!  c-  « 
"What's  to  be  doneT  It'   ffooir  -  w    °.r'S  Wife 

'P  still,"  said  Vronsky  °W  fashlon  that's  kept 

^etlytppy6  ̂   ??»  wh°  k-P  up  the  fashion, ence."  Py  marriages  I  know  are  marriages  of  pru- 
^es,  but  then  how  often  +h*  u 

amages  flies  away  U^ZtJT^^^  *""  PrUdmt 
P  that  they  have  refused  T,  T*6  that  Passion  turns 

"JB«t  by  marrlit  0f  ZT^"'     Mid  Vr0nsk^ 
lh  parties  have  sown  theh       J?  ̂  m6an  those  *  wWch- 

arlatina-one  has      g0  fh  01 SI"1",  ̂ ^     That'*  ̂ e. 
"Then  thev  oU!?ht  tn  fl    Y        .       aUd  get  xt  ora'-" 
■allpox."    '      ght  t0  find  °Ut  how  t0  vaccinate  for  love,  like 

"Prince  Sky    "Si's  t^  "f  a  deaC0«'"  ̂  *3."  y        *  don  *  k110^  that  it  did  me  any 
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^'^L^y^^-^^^^''  sald  Prmcess 
^"Iven  alter  mamagel"  said  the 

 ambassador's  wife  play- 

fU-It's  never  too  late  to  mend.'  "    The  atta
che  repeated  the 

E "Sst^Betsy  agreed;  "one  mnst  make 
 mistakes  and 

correetthem.  What  do  yon  t
hink  about  it?"  She  turned* 

Anna  who  with  a  faintly  percep
tible  resolute  smile  on  her 

K™  was  listening  in  silence  to  the 
 conversation. 

hP^thinV '  sail  Anna,  playing  with  the  glove  she  had  t
aken 

off  "I  think  .  .  •  if  so  many  m
en  so  many  minds,  cer 

tainly  so  many  hearts,  so  many  
kinds  of  love. 

Vronsky  was  gazing  at  Anna
,  and  with  a  fainting .hear 

waiting  for  what  she  would  say. 
   He  sighed  as  after  a  dan0e, 

escaped  when  she  uttered  thes
e  words. 

Anna  suddenly  turned  to  him 

'  ■  Oh,  I  have  had  a  letter  from  Moscow.
    They  write  me  tna 

Kitty  Shtcherbatsky's  ver
y  ill." 

"Really?"  said  Vronsky,  knitting 
 his  brows. 

Anna  looked  sternly  at  him. 

"That  doesn't  interest  you?"  ft  ̂  
"On  the  contrary,  it  does,  very  m

ucn. 

they  told  you,  if  I  may  know
?"  he  questioned. 

Anna  ffot  up  and  went  to  Betsy. 

"G^e  me  a'cup  of  tea,"  she  said,  standing  *J-«JV 

mile  Betsy  was  pouring  out  
the  tea,  Vronsky  went  up 

A""what  is  it  they  write  to  you?"  he  repeated. 

"I  often  think  men  have  no  understandin
g  oi  wbjt^n 

honorable  though  tjey^j^^l 

3?  sheTdS  SJ?.^
  -a/she  sat  dov 

said,  handing  her  the  cup. 

\ 
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She  glanced  towards  the  sofa  beside  "her,"  and  he  instantly sat  down.  
J 

-Yes,  I  have  been  wanting  to  tell  you,-  she  said,  not  looking at  nun.       You  behaved  wrongly,  very  wrongly. ' ' 

"Do  you  suppose  I  don't  know  that  I've  acted  wrongly? But  who  was  the  cause  of  my  doing  so  ?  " 

'What  do  you  say  that  to  me  for?"  she  said,  glancing severely  at  him. 

'You  know  what  for,"  he  answered  boldly  and  joyfully meeting  her  glance  and  not  dropping  his  eyes. Not  he,  but  she,  was  confused. 

'That  only  shows  you  have  no  heart,"  she  said.  But  her eyes  said  that  she  knew  he  had  a  heart,  and  that  was  why  she was  afraid  of  him. 

'What  you  spoke  of  just  now  was  a  mistake,   and   not 
\  love. 

'  rgempjnber  thai  IJiamiorbiddejcLXQU la jitter_Hiat  word, lhat  hateful  word,"  said  Anna,  with  a  shudder.  But  at  once she  felt  that  by  that  very  word  -forbidden"  she  had  shown 
that  she  acknowledged  certain  rights  over  him,  and  by  that I  very  fact  was  encouraging  him  to  speak  of  love.  "I  have 
long  meant  to  tell  you  this,"  she  went  on,  looking  resolutely into  his  eyes,  and  hot  all  over  from  the  burning  flush  on 

? her  cheeks.  "I've  come  on  purpose  this  evening,  knowing  I should  meet  you.  I  have  come  to  tell  you  that  this  must  end 
I  have  never  blushed  before  any  one,  and  you  force  me  to  feel to  blame  for  something. ' ' 

He  looked  at  her  and  was  struck  by  a  new  spiritual  beauty m  her  face. 

J|  What  do  you  wish  of  me?"  he  said  simply  and  seriously. I  want  you  to  go  to  Moscow  and  ask  for  Kitty's  forgive- 
ness, "  she  said. 

"You  don't  wish  that?"  he  said. 
He  saw  she  was  saying  what  she  forced  herself  to  say  not rtiat  she  wanted  to  say. 

flf  you  love  me,  as  you  say,"  she  whispered,  "do  so  that  I lay  be  at  peace. ' ' 
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^SSt^  aU  my  life  to  nut  But  I  know 

no  peace,  Ld  I  can  "t  give  it  you ,  all  xnysel ̂   love    •         . 

belaid     Butlnstead  of  that  she 
 let  her  eyes  rest  ou  him,  full 

°f  ̂   :lrteTho~n  ecstasy.    "When  I  was  begm 

ning  to  de^air,  and  it  seemed  
there  would  be  no  eud-U  s 

T^rJ  «  S  Sr  -*  thin,  to 
 me,  and 

let  us  be  friends,"  she  said  in  w
ords;  but  her  eyes  spoke  quite 

diff'Frknds   we   shall  never  be,   you  know   that   yours
elf 

WhetheTwe  shall  be  the  happiest  
or  the  wretchedest  of  people 

Jt^Z^nk^^
^^^  me  to  di* 

'  ̂ J I  d^pea,    You  shall  not  see  me  if  my
  presence 

is  distasteful  to  you." "T  don't  want  to  drive  you  away.  ,,      m 

"Ontv  don't  change  anything,  leave  e
verything  as  it  *     h, .  .       _n  i        ~;^     ̂   TTprp 's  vour  husband. 

^  «t2SSJS
^««  did  in  fact  walk  int<[ 

the  room  with  his  calm *"£™J_*£  went  up  t0  the  lady  « 
Glancing  at  his  wife  and  Vron  ky  n w         p 

It 

if 



versation  on  the  subiect  nf  mJ         i  a  Senous  con" 

Alesandrovitch  l^^S^STt^'  ^ 
began  seriously  defend,™  tT/  mterfsted  ln  the  subject,  and 

Prineess  Bets/wttadTttleLT  "*?*  **"»  « 
Vronsky  and  Anna  still  sat  at  the  little  table, mis  is  getting  indecorous,"  whiwroH  n™  1  j 

"What  did  I  Mil  ,ouf "  raid  Anna's  ,,|e„d. 

jUra  to  listen  ,„  ] Z^SLZSSLT'S"  ""  h  '"  her 
"I'm  always  nmaaaH  .,  Va      ,  ' ,"d  wen,uI>  »  Jm>«- 

nsband's  l,„^a™ ?£  Lid  ""at  *nd  Pr~  °<  »- 

»d  n«;  Said,;":  •"*»:,'  35 1 7*  -  » 

f.  sh,  -™aSSssri™r"' Pper.  Alexey  Alexanrlrn^faait  T'  ,  ,  6  Was  stay)ng  to 

The  fat  old  Tatar  M  j|°  t  "^  hlS  b°WS  and  withdrew. 

ffieultyholdinfon^A  Kar/nina'«  coachman,  was  with 

<j  ̂inT^relzr\ofrays' ehiiied  ™th  the  «*» 
mage  door     It?    *       A  f°°tman  stood  °P«™g  the 

or  o?t£  hoJehe  t"  P°rr  f°°d  h0ldi^  open  the  Jrca nouse.    Anna  Arkadyevna,  with  her  quick  little 
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^T^^unt^t^t^T^^fh^d^
ve,  caught  in  the 

£*  oT^  fur  cloak  and  with  bent  head  ̂ t= -? 

rapture  to  the  words  Vronsky  
murmured  as  he  escorted  her 

^You've  said  nothing,  of  course
,  and  I  ask  -thing  "he  was 

saying;  "but  you  know  that  frie
ndship  not  * 

that  there's  only  one  happiness 
 in  life  for  me,  that  wora 

^Love"'  1  repeated^  - 
 an" inner  -ice,  and  sud- 

denly at  the  very  instant  she  unhoo
ked  the  lace,  she  added aeniy,  <ii  uu=        j  .    moans  too  much  to  me, 

^A\n,Tr  T  rlnn't  like  the  word  is  that  it  mean
*  tuu 

faymorethan  youean  understa
nd,"  and  she  glanced  into

  his 

f the  ̂   ££  band,  and  with
  her  rapid,  springy  step  she 

pihedgby  the  ̂ *^&»?SZ~  He 

kid  tt^f rbanfd^    J tfiS- ^3 
months. 

CHAPTER  VIII 

But  he  notW  ttat  to  th.  mt  ot  *lj^     "^     , 

that  he  must  spea \of  ̂   h^^ndr0vitch  went  to  his  stud. On  -aching  home  A   xey  Alexa  ,  ^  ̂    ̂  
as  he  usually  did,  seat ea  m  the 

book  on  the  Papacy  at ̂ ij-jf  ̂   as  he  usually  die 
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his  head,  as  though  to  drive  away  something      AtlT   ,' tan.  he  got  up  and  made  his  toil      f0I 7e  nfl      T 

^heyrt 5*2 ye^Te  in- with  ̂sft^s; 
thoughts  ̂ z^LnSxza:vs%iT\ot  s usuai 
were  absorbed  by  his  wifeTnd  so^tL  /"'  hlS  th°Ughts 

nected  with  her     ContrTrv  and.  somethlnS  ̂ agreeable  con- 

into  bed,  but  fell  toZ^lpltZnt'  **  ̂  **  get 
hands  clasped  behind  his  b2k  tt?  ,?  r°°mS  with  his 

feeling  that  it  was  aLlutettedfu    Zt™l  TV  J*' 

X7*nir % position Lt  ̂ - -Sl  to thmk 
lis  tiSh^  \rroufithit  rf up  f mind  that and  simple  matter     R,,t  L      ̂   Seemed  a  very  easy 

the  ̂ ^XT^m'SSS  tffT t0  thr  ove" rery  complicated  and  difficult  '  *  S6emed  to  him 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  not  ranl.ni.     t„  i 

o  his  notions  was  an  insult  to  one's  wfe       ̂   aCCOrding 

jave  confidence  in  one's  wife     W^  o"e  oult  toV^  t0 dence   that  iQ  +^  c„  ,  ̂   ougnt  to  have  con- 

oroKen,  and  that  there  is  a  chasm  below.    That  chasm 
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in 

was  life  itself,  the  bridge  that  artificial  life  in  which  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  had  lived.  For  the  first  time  the  question 

presented  itself  to  him  of  the  possibility  of  his  wife's  loving 
some  one  else,  and  he  was  horrified  at  it. 

He  did  not  undress,  but  walked  up  and  down  with  his 

regular  tread  over  the  resounding  parquet   of  the  dining- 

room,  where  one  lamp  was  burning,  over  the  carpet  of  the 

dark  drawing-room,  in  which  the  light  was  reflected  on  the 

big  new  portrait  of  himself  hanging  over  the  sofa,  and  across 

her  boudoir,  where  two  candles  burned,  lighting  up  the  por- 

traits of  her  parents  and  woman  friends,  and  the  pretty  knick* 

knacks  of  her  writing-table,  that  he  knew  so  well.   He  walked  ̂  

across  her  boudoir  to  the  bedroom  door,   and  turned  back 

again.     At  each  turn  in  his  walk,  especially  at  the  parquet 

of  the  lighted  dining-room,  he  halted  and  said  to  himself, 

''Yes,  this  I  must  decide  and  put  a  stop  to;  I  must  express 

my  view  of  it  and  my  decision."    And  he  turned  back  again. 

"But  express  what— what  decision ?"  he  said  to  himself  in  the 

drawing-room,  and  he  found  no  reply.     "But  after  all,"  h| 

asked  himself  before  turning  into  the  boudoir,   "what  has 

occurred?    Nothing.    She  was  talking  a  long  while  with  him, 

But  what  of  that?     Surely  women  in  society  can  talk  to 

whom  they  please.    And  then,  jealousy  means  lowering  
both 

myself  and  her,"  he  told  himself  as  he  went  into  her  boudoir j 

but  this  dictum,  which  had  always  had  such  weight  with  
him 

before,  had  now  no  weight  and  no  meaning  at  all.    And  fro
m 

the  bedroom  door  he  turned  back  again;  but  as  he  enter
ed 

the  dark  drawing-room  some  inner  voice  told  him  that  it  w
ai 

not  so,  and  that  if  others  noticed  it  that  showed  that  
then 

was  something.    And  he  said  to  himself  again  in  the  dining 

room,  "Yes,  I  must  decide  and  put  a  stop  to  it,  and  exprel 

my  view  of  it.    ..."    And  again  at  the  turn  in  the  drawing 

room  he  asked  himself,  "Decide  how?"    And  again  he  askej 

himself,  "What  had  occurred?"  and  answered,  "Nothing 
and  recollected  that  jealousy  was  a  feeling  insulting  to  hi' 

wife ;  but  again  in  the  drawing-room  he  was  convinced  thj 

something  had  happened.    His  thoughts,  like  his  body,  we* 
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round  a  complete  circle,  without  coming  upon  anythingTew! He  noticed  this,  rubbed  his  forehead,  and  sat  down  in  her boudoir. 

There,  looking  at  her  table,  with  the  malachite  blotting-case 
lying  at  the  top  and  an  unfinished  letter,  his  thoughts  suddenly 
phanged.  He  began  to  think  of  her,  of  what  she  was  thinking 
bid  feeling.  For  the  first  time  he  pictured  vividly  to  himself 
ber  personal  life,  her  ideas,  her  desires,  and  the  idea  that  she 
*ould  and  should  have  a  separate  life  of  her  own  seemed  to  him b  alarming  that  he  made  haste  to  dispel  it.  It  was  the  chasm 
vhich  he  was  afraid  to  peep  into.  To  put  himself  in  thought 
tnd  feeling  in  another  person's  place  was  a  spiritual  exercise 
lot  natural  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  He  looked  on  this  spir- 
tual  exercise  as  a  harmful  and  dangerous  abuse  of  the  fancy 
"And  the  worst  of  it  all,"  thought  he,  "is  that  just  now,  at he  very  moment  when  my  great  work  is  approaching  com- 

pletion" (he  was  thinking  of  the  project  he  was  bringing  for- 'ard  at  the  time),  -when  I  stand  in  need  of  all  my  mental eace  and  all  my  energies,  just  now  this  stupid  worry  should 
ill  foul  of  me.  But  what's  to  be  done?  I'm  not  one  of 
lose  men  who  submit  to  uneasiness  and  worry  without  having le  force  of  character  to  face  them." 

'I  must  think  it  over,  come  to  a  decision,  and  put  it  out  of y  mind,     he  said  aloud. 

'The  question  of  her  feelings,  of  what  has  passed  and  may passing  m  her  soul,  that's  not  my  affair;  that's  the  affair 
:  her  conscience,  and  falls  under  the  head  of  religion  "  he id  to  himself,  feeling  consolation  in  the  sense  that  he  had und  to  which  division  of  regulating  principles  this  new  cir- imstance  could  be  properly  referred. 

"And  so  "  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  said  to  himself,  "ques- >ns  as  to  her  feelings,  and  so  on,  are  questions  for  her  con- 
ence,  with  which  I  can  have  nothing  to  do.  My  duty  is >arly  defined  As  the  head  of  the  family,  I  am  a  person hnd  m  duty  to  guide  her,  and  consequently,  in  part  the  per- h  responsible ;  I  am  bound  to  point  out  the  danger  I  per- ve,  to  warn  her,  even  to  use  my  authority.    I  ought  to  speak 
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plainly  to  her. ' '  And  everything  that  he  would  say  to-n
ight  to 

his  wffe  took  dear  shape  in  Alexey  
Alexandrovitch  s  head 

Thinking  over  what  he  would  say,  he  
somewhat  regretted  that 

ne  should  have  to  use  his  time  and  m
ental  powers  for -domestic 

consumption,  with  so  little  to  show  for  i
t  but  m  spite  of  _ that 

the  form  and  contents  of  the  speech  
before  him  shaped  itself 

as  clearly  and  distinctly  in  his  head 
 as  a  ministerial  report. 

"i  must  say  and  express  fully  the  follo
wing  points:  first 

exposidon  of  Ye  value  to  be  attach
ed  to  public  opinion  and 

oPde  orum;  secondly,  exposition  of  r
eligious  significance ,  of 

marriage-  thirdly,  if  need  be,  refere
nce  to  the  calamity  pos- 

"bly  ensuing  to  our  son;  fourthly,  ref
erence  to  the  unhapp- 

ness  1  kely  to  result  to  herself."  
And,  interlacing  his  fingers 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  stretched  t
hem,  and  the  joints  of  the 

£££  cracked.  This  trick,  a  bad
  habit,  the  cracking ;«  Ul 

fingers,  always  soothed  him,  and  g
ave  precision  to  his  thoughts, 

so  needful  to  him  at  this  juncture. 

There  was  the  sound  of  a  carriage 
 driving  up  to   he  front 

crossed  fingers,  waiting  to  see 
 if  the  crack  woum 

him.    .    • 

CHAPTER  IX 

Anna  came  in  with  hanging  head
,  V^Me  tasseul 

her  hood.  Her  face  was  brilliant  ̂ JZ™™^*.. 

WM  not  one  of  brightness;  «™^^       ™^g  * 

ZSSK&SX&G&.  - though  shc  h* 
just  waked  up. 



aressmg-room.       It  s  late,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  "  she  «ud 
when  she  had  gone  through  the  doorway  '  SMd' 

"w"tT  me't-T" •/"  "V0  haVe  a  talk  with  **" witn  me/     she  said,  wonderingly.    She  ramp  ™+  * 
behind  the  door  of  the  dressing-^,  and  look  d  a    Z 

to  get  io lep  '"'   *  *  S  S°  ̂ ^^    But  i{  ™«"d  be  better 
Anna  said  what  came  to  her  lins    anrl  mn^^T  ^    i_       . hprsplf    Qf   k™  p  '  ana  marveled.  hearing 

neiseii,   at  her  own  capacity  for  lvine-      H™„     •      ,      U1s 

aid  and  was  supporting  her.  G  t0  her 

"Anna,  I  must  warn  you,-  he  began. Warn  me?"  she  said.    ■  < Of  what « ' ' 

K tfwl^irA  "  »*"*  that  -^  one  who uu  iuiow  ner  as  her  husband  knew  her  ennlri  ™t  i. 
.otieed  anything  unnatural,  either  in  the  sound  or  T        * ►f  her  words     But  tn  h;™  •      7         fcouna  or  the  sense 

vcr  he  went'to  bei  fivJ  '•  T?S  her'  knowinS  that  when- 
t,  and  alked  L^LT  ̂ £  V"-  ̂   ̂   "0ticed 

very  pleasure  and  pain  tha"  'she  S  J"0™8  tHat  6V6ry  ** 
t  onee;  to  him,  now,  t see  that 'tt'T*?***  *°  ** 
is  state  of  mind   that  ,nf %l  dld  not  care  to  n°tice 

erself,  meant  a  great  dea  £  ̂  "?  t0  S&y  a  W°rd  about 
f  "er  soul,  that  had  alwL    ̂   ̂   the  inmost  rec^s 

-eelosedagXt'hfm^X  hant tte  ̂   T  h™' 'at  she  was  not  even  perturbed  at  W  u  T  °m  her  t0ne 
raight  out  to  him  •  "vTs  Ttltv.  *  '  ̂  aS  rt  Were  said 

iU  be  in  future"''   Now\f  *  UP'  ?d  S°  !t  must  be>  and 
an  might  have  return  ̂ Tf  E  feeHng  such  a*  a 
*edup.  4uip  harttr6  and  flnding  Ws  own  h0^ 
exey  llexandrbvitch T  *  ""*  **  be  f°Und' "  tho^ 

"I  want  to  warn  you,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "that  through 



I 

188  ANNA  KARENINA   

tho^ghUessnessaTdladTof  caution  you 
 may  cause  yourself  to 

be  talked  about  in  society.  Your  to
o  animated  conversation 

this  evening  with  Count  Vronsky"  (h
e  enunciated  the  name 

firmly  and  with  deliberate  emphasis)
  "attracted  attention 

He  talked  and  looked  at  her  laughing  eyes,
  which  frightened 

him  now  with  their  impenetrable  look,  and,
  as  he  talked,  he 

felt  all  the  uselessness  and  idleness  of  
his  words. 

"  "You're  always  like  that,"  she  answered,  as  though  com-
 

pletely misapprehending  him,  and  of  all  he  ha
d  said  onlyj 

faking  in  the  last  phrase.  ' '  One  time  you  don  t  like  my  being 

dull,  and  another  time  you  don't  like  my
  being  lively.  1 

wasn't  dull.    Does  that  offend  you?" 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  shivered,  and  bent  h
is  hands  to  make 

the  ioints  crack.    

"Oh,  please,  don't  do  that,  I  do  so  dislike  it, 
    she  said. 

"Anna   is  this  you?"  said  Alexey  Alexandr
ovitch,  qmetlj 

making  an  effort  over  himself,  and  res
training  the  motion  o' 

hl" But6 what  is  it  all  about?"  she  said,  with  such  genuine  anc 

droll  wonder.    "  What  do  you  want  of  me  
? ' 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  paused,  and  r
ubbed  his  forehead  an, 

his  eves  He  saw  that  instead  of  d
oing  as  he  had  intended- 

that  is  to  say,  warning  his  wife  agains
t  a  mistake  in  the  eye 

of  the  world-he  had  unconsciously  b
ecome  agitated  over  wha 

was  the  affair  of  her  conscience,  and 
 was  struggling  again^ 

the  barrier  he  fancied  between  th
em. 

"This  is  what  I  meant  to  say  to  you,"  he
  went  on  co  dly  an 

composedly,  "and  I  beg  you  to  listen  t
o  it.  I  consider  jealous^ 

as  you  know,  a  humiliating  and  degrading
  feeling,  and  I  sj 

never  allow  myself  to  be  influenced  by  i
t ;  but  there ̂ re  cei *. 

rules  of  decorum  which  cannot  be  disregar
ded  with  impun| 

This  evening  it  was  not  I  observed  it,  but
  judging  by  the  tf 

pression  made  on  the  company,  every 
 one  ob served  that  yov 

conduct  and  deportment  were  not  alt
ogether  what  could  I 

desired  •  ,      -.  j 

"I  positively  don't  understand,"  said  Anna, 
 shrugging  h. 

shoulders.-" He  doesn't  care,"  she  tho
ught.     "But  oth, 
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people  noticed  it,  and  that's  what  upsets  him. "—" Yon '«  not 
well  Alexey  Alexandroviteh,"  she  added,  and  she  got  up,  and would  have  gone  towards  the  door;  but  he  moved  forward  as though  he  would  stop  her. 

His  face  was  ugly  and  forbidding,  as  Anna  had  never  seen 
him.  She  stopped,  and  bending  her  head  back  and  on  one 
side,  began  with  her  rapid  hand  taking  out  her  hairpins 

''Well,  I'm  listening  to  what's  to  come,"  she  said,  calmly and  ironically;  "and  indeed  I  listen  with  interest,  for  I  should like  to  understand  what's  the  matter." 
She  spoke,  and  marveled  at  the  confident,  calm,  and  natural 

tone  in  which  she  was  speaking,  and  the  choice  of  the  words she  used. 

''To  enter  into  all  the  details  of  your  feelings  I  have  no right,  and  besides,  I  regard  that  as  useless  and  even  harmful  " 
began  Alexey  Alexandroviteh.    "Ferreting  in  one's  soul   one often  ferrets  out  something  that  might  have  Iain  there  un- 
notmed.    Your  feelings  are  an  affair  of  your  own  conscience ; but  I  am  m  duty  bound  to  you,  to  myself,  and  to  God,  to  point 
mt  to  you  your  duties.    Our  life  has  been  joined,  not  by  man, »ut  by  God.    That  union  can  only  be  severed  by  a  crime  and crime  of  that  nature  brings  its  own  chastisement  " 
"I  don't  understand  a  word.    And,  oh  dear!  how  sleepy  I m    unluckily,"  she  said,  rapidly  passing  her  hand  through er  hair,  feeling  for  the  remaining  hairpins 
"Anna    for  God's  sake  don't  speak  like  that!"  he  said ently.    •  Perhaps  I  am  mistaken,  but  believe  me,  what  I  say 'say  as  much  for  myself  as  for  you.    I  am  your  husband,  and love  you.  ' 

For  an  instant  her  face  fell,  and  the  mocking  gleam  in  her 
res  died  away;  but  the  word  love  threw  her  into  revolt  again 
ie  thought :  < '  Love?    fahwi    *f  hr  hn;^thnriiJLijL EiSch_a_thing  as  love,  he  would  neyerhave^iedThe  word  ' e  doesn  t  even  know  what  love  \f,"  "   
•^AIf^y,AleXandr0viteh'  real]y  X  don't  understand,"  she id.       Define  what  it  is  you  find     .     .     . " 

"Pardon,  let  me  say  all" I  have  to  say".    I  love  you.    But  I  am 
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matter  are  our  son  and  yourself.  It  may
  very  well  be,  I  repeat 

Tat  my  words  seem  to  you  utterly
  unnecessary  and  out  of 

pla ceTit  -ay  be  that  they  are  ealled  forth  by  -
9^H 

impression.  In  that  case,  I  beg  you  to  f
orgive  me.  But  if  >  ou 

are  coSus  yourself  of  even  
the  smallest  foundation  for 

Tern    then  I  beg  you  to  think  
a  little,  and  if  your  heart 

PX7^ 
 ■*■* something 

ntterlv  unlike  what  he  had  prepared. 

<  I  have  nothing  to  say.    And  besides
,"  she  said  hurriedly 

with  difficulty  repressing  a  smile,  "
it's  really  tune  to  be  m 

^Alexey  Alexandrovitch  sighed,  and,  w
ithout  saying  more, 

went  into  the  bedroom. 
 .     ,    ,  Fei 

When  she  eame  into  the  bedroom, 
 he  was  already  in  bed L 

Hislips  were  sternly  compressed, 
 and  his  eyes  looked  away  L 

from  hr  Anna  got  into  her  bed,  
and  lay  expecting  eve  y  j 

mTute  that  he  would  begin  to  speak
  to  her  again     She  both,, 

n  a  o+  fc™  own  snoring,  and  ceased;  but 
 alter  ai 

ISlTKiSC  
S  s/o're  sounded  again,  w

ith! 

while  she  lay,  not  moving,  with  open 
 eyes  -^e  b  fmncc 

almost  fancied  she  could  herse
lf  see  in  the  darkness. 

From  that  time  a  new 

CHAPTER  X 

life  began  for  Alexey  Ale
xandrovil 
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s  ss^e  i^zrr happened-  *«^rs 
androvitch  saw  this   but  mnlrf  If      +,rywner^    ̂ lexey  Alex- 

draw  her  into  open'dilSn  t Ton^ted  "  £  ̂   t0 which  he  could  not  nenetratP  ™  1  con*ronted  W1*h  a  barrier 

Plexity.  Ontwa^SSr^S?  *  *  *  """^  *» 
-elations  were  completely  chafed     S  !',  bUt  **  inner 
nan  of  great  power  in  he  w0rfd  of  poSl  IE?"?*'  " 
k  in  this.  Like  an  ox  with  head  0^  V  ™^  P" 
Raited  the  blow  which  he  fid?         ,.,,*»  subm>ss>vely  he 

k  he  began  to  tltk  ab0  J  f  Tfe  1  hatT"  hlm-  ̂  
lore,  that  by  kindness   tZU*'       iel\that  he  must  try  once 

till  hope  of  saving  her  SIS  f  1™"™°"  there  was 

-y  day  he  .ade"  ready  0  a  f^  heT  "t^  ̂   «* egan  talking  to  her  he  felt  th„t  I  •        *  CVery  time  he 
hich  hid  tat™  •  at  the  sPlnt  of  evil  and  deceit 

5  he  tiled  tn 7^°°  °f  her'  had  Passion  of  him  too 

earn  tot  k^vTnnVaX'f:  2?  ̂   h  Which  he  bad 
ne  of  jeering  at  Ini  ™ I  I  ̂   t0  her  in  Ms  habitual 

ad  in  tha    ton!  W  °U'd  My  what  he  was  saying 
id  to  her  "  ̂  "nP0SSible  t0  -V  wha*  needed  to  be 

CHAPTER  XI 

«  the  louder  he  spoke,  the  lower  she  dropped  her  once 
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nroud  and  «a+,  now  shame-strick
en  head;  and  she  bowed  down 

and  sank  from  the  sofa  where  s
he  was  sitting,  down  on  the 

floor  at  his  feet ;  she  wonld  have  falle
n  on  the  earpet  if  he  had  J 

n0«<SdGocl!    Forgive  me!"  she  said,  sobbing,  pressing
  his  - 

hands  to  her  bosom.  ,       ,    *  |j 

She  felt  so  sinfnl,  so  guilty,  that 
 nothing  was  lef   he bu 

to  humiliate  herself  and  beg  f  orgrven
e ss;  and  as  ̂  there  wa 

no  one  in  her  life  but  him,  to  him  
she  addressed  her  praj  er  tor 

tegWenes,    Looking  at  him,  she  had  a  P^  "J"  *£ 

humiliation,  and  she  could  say  nothing
  , rnore.    Hnj el tjh t. 

murderer  must  feel,  when  he  sees
  the  body  he  has  roDDea  o 

Me     That  body,  robbed  by  him
  of  life,  was  the.r  love,  th 

fir*  stage  of  their  love.     Ther
e  was  something  awful  an 

nw  ™  the  memory  of  what  had 
 been  bought  at  tin, revolting  in  the  memory  o  spiritual  nakednes » 

fearful  price  of  shame.     Shame  at  ineu  »
y  , 

crushed  her  and  infected  him.
  But  m  spite  of  all  th 

brer's  horror  before  the  body  of  ̂   -cti
m,  he  -^ 

it  to  pieces,  hide  the  body,  must
  use  what  he  has  gamed  d. 

"with  fury,  as  it  were  with 
 passion,  the  murderer  faU 

face  and I  should^  what  has  been  bough  by  th 

Same,  ̂ d  -J-* 
 —  ^  a-ys  be  nunc

-* 

rHe  SZSZm  la  S  Jsec  her  fa
ce ;  but  s>  J 

ft  "aid  nothing.    At  last,  as  though  makmg 
 anrfjj 

over  herself,  she  got  up  and  push
ed  him  away.    Her  face  wl 

still  as  beautiful,  but  it  was  only 
 the  more  pitiful  to ̂ that. 

"All  is  over,"  she  said;  "I  have
  nothing  but  you. 

^an  tier  forget  what  is  my 
 whole  life.    For  one  hJ 

°f  SS"  she  saidwith  horror  and  loathing  and  I  [ 

hor £ ̂"unconsciously  infected  him.  "For  pity's
  sake,  not| 

word,  not  a  word  more." 



She  rose  quickly^moved~awa7  f^^ Not  a  word  more,"  she  repeated,  and  with  a  look  of  ehill 
feTt^tmaCt°ZtehenSible  t0„him'  She  Parted  fr-^  Sh reu  mat  at  that  moment  she  ooulH  rm+  ««*  ■*  *  \ 

he  eould  express  the  complexity  of  her  feeling  indeed  she kuld  not  even  find  thoughts  in  which  she  could  clearly  t'hLk m  all  that  was  in  her  soul  
cieany  tinnk 

nS whSVlmTalme;^? tr  '  P?  **  °f  *  Iat- 
hat  would  happen  to  her,  and  what  she  ought  to  do  IT 
«ne  over  her  and  she  drove  those  thoughts  Lay      '       ° "* Later  later,"  she  said_«when  I  am  calmer  " 
But  m  dreams,  when  she  had  no  control  over  her  thoughts ^position  presented  itself  to  her  in  all  its  hideous  nleS 

^hlelo  he"      ̂   mreIing  that  ft  had  "*  ̂ emedTm. 
eve^o^r-  ™?  laminf  t0  them>  lauShi^  that  this s  ever  so  much  simpler,  and  that  now  both  of  them  wP™ 

Ere"  ST*    ̂   ̂  *<"»  -ighedonteTlS ntmare,  and  she  awoke  from  it  in  terror. 

CHAPTER  XII 

fA6  !fJIy  ̂   after  Ms  return  from  Moscow,  whenever in  shuddered  and  grew  red,  remembering  the  dilrace  Z -ejection,  he  said  to  himself:  "This  was  just  how/used   o 
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shudder  and  blush,  thinking  mysel
f  utterly  lost,  when  I  was 

plucked  in  physics  and  did  not  ge
t  my  remove;  and  how  I 

fhoutht  myself  utterly  ruined  aft
er  I  had  imsmanaged  that 

affial  of  my  s Lr's  that  was  intru
sted  to  me.  And  yet,  now 

tha  yearThave  passed,  I  recall 
 it  and  wonder  that  i  could 

Stress  me  so  much.  It  will  be  th
e  same  thmg  too  with  h 

troubkt    Time  will  go  by  and  I
  shall  not  mmd  about  tins 

61  But  three  months  had  passed  and  he  had  not  left
  off  minding  J 

about  it-  and  it  was  as  painful  for  hi
m  to  think  of  it  as  it  had about  it ,  ai  because  after 

JSStSXSS 
 and  feeling  himself  so  ripe  for

 

it   he  was  still  not  married,  and 
 was  further  than  ever  from 

narriage     He  was  painfully  consc
ious  himself,  as  were  a  1 maniage.  i  for  man  tQ  be  alone  , 

tlm^b-dtw  before  star
ting  for  Moscow  he  had  one, 

Z      *  „*;„  rtmitrievitch  "    But  marriage  h
ad  now  oecom| 

f  Tw  Iff  tto   ver     The  place 
 was  taken,  and  whenever  h further  off  than  ever      i      y  he  fd 

tried  to  imagme  any  of  the  girls  ™™         h    recollection  oB 

that  it  was  ̂ terly  impossib e^ tt ̂   eove  .    he  r  
i 

the  rejection  and  the  part  he  had  piaye
a  J 

Wm  with  shame.    ?-^^^Sother  humiliaj 

in  nowise  to  blame  m  it,  that [  recoUect  
j 

ing  reminiscences  of  a  sim  lar  k  nd  ^.P 

blush.    There  had  been  m  h£  Past,  «  *  "^nce  ought 
recognized  by  him. as  ba d  f or^vhi  h  ^.^  ̂   ̂ 
have  tormented  him;  but  the  

memoiy 

far  from  causing  him  -  -u*  jufferin         those^     ̂  humiliating  reminiscences.     lneseAV0™       Wection  and  tl 

with  these  memories  was  now  
ranged  his  lejec turn a 

Z  tiful  position  in  which  he  must  
have  appeared  to  others  U pititui  posiuun  in  Bitter  memonl 

evening.    But  time  and  work  did  th
eir  part.     •  , 

were  more  and  more  covered  up
  by  the  mcidents-paltiy  ml 



eyes,  but  really  importam^fhi^uM^Tirfl      ^   T 
he  thought  less  often  of  Kittv  Jlmntry.  hfe\  EverJ  week 
forwar/to  the  newTthat  2  L  marked  TT^  ̂  
married,  hoping  that  such  uL  won Z £  CinT"  1°  S out,  completely  cure  him  g  a  tooth 

»  which  „,,„,,,  ̂   mdC8'rej™"ahtr'STT 

•urity-hadbe  nkeutbvh      T^   re^tion-that   of 

U  had  usX  Tart  nimHXS  JS*  ft  *"»> 
3ok  every  one  straight  in  the  face  Tn  F^  ̂   K  C°Uld 
eceived  a  letter  from  mJ,     xri    ,  Febraary  he  had 

rother  NikoSs  Stf  wl  N;kolaevna  tellinS  him  that  his 

ot  take  advice  andt  ,L  *  **  T^  bUt  that  he  would 

»  Moscow  to  his  brother 'srqrnCe  "V*-  Ietter  Levin  ™* 
>  see  a  doctor  and  ̂ „tt  SUCC6eded  *  Persuading  hba 
ieded  so  win  ,.         g  i°  a  waterin?-Plaee  abroad.    He  sue 

oney  for  tt  ̂urTev     "tf  ""  ̂ ^  and  in  Ending  him 

g,  which  called  for  snecb,,"^     .'■         addltl0n  to  his  farm" 

reading,Levinhadbe' „  hi     •  ?n  "  ̂ ^  in  addition 
e  Plan  of  which  turned   "  ttt  ""^  *  W°rk  °n  apiculture, 
the  laborer  on  the  land  ,g  f°  account  the  ̂ x-actw 

■  ,-stion,  £   h    Sate  a°nd  l^^-hle  data  °f 
Sucing  all  the  nrinrfnll      *      •         S°l1'  and  consequently 

»  the"  data  "of  MaSTS!  f*?V*  ̂  ^te,  and.a  certain  ifikta^  th?,°J  "^ is,  in  spite  of  his  solitn^  ,™  •       V""dcter  ot  the  laborer. 

We  was  exceedingly  Ml '   n"?  C°nse,quence  of  his  solitude, 
satisfied  desire   ocomii,tyvrareIy  he  SUffered  from  an 
ides  Agafea  mLKT^K?  ^T  t0  SOme  °ne 

U  fell  into  discussions  ̂ Z^  ̂ J^ 
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culture,  f^^^^^^i  
philosophy  was  Agafea 

Mihalovna's  favorite  subject.  '»  i     ;+ 

Spring  was  slow  in  unfolding.    For
  the  last  few  weeks 

had  been  steadily  fine  frosty  weather. 
    In  the  daytime  it 

thawed  in  the  sun,  but  at  night  there  w
ere  even  seven  degree 

of  frost     There  was  such  a  frozen  surf
ace  on  the  snow  that 

they  drove  the  wagons  anywhere  off  t
he  roads     Easter  came 

in  the  snow.    Then  all  of  a  sudden,  on  Eas
ter  Monday,  a  warm 

wind  sprang  up,  storm-clouds  swoop
ed  down,  and  f thiee 

davs  and  three  nights  the  warm,  driv
ing  ram  fell  m  streams. 

On  Thursday  the  wind  dropped,  and  a
  thick  gray  fog  brooded 

over  the  land  as  though  hiding  the  mys
teries  of  the  transf  orm* 

tions  that  were  being  wrought  in  nature.     Behind
  the     oj 

there  was  the  flowing  of  water,  the  crac
kmg  and  floa tmg  of ice 

the  swift  rush  of  turbid,  foaming  torr
ents;  and  on  the  follow 

ng  Monday,  in  the  evening,  the  f
og  parted,  the  storm-cloud 

spUt  up  into  little  curling  crests  of  cl
oud,  the  sky  cleared,  anc 

tne  real  spring  had   come.     In   the
  morning  the  sun  ro» 

brHlian    and  quickly  wore  away  th
e  thin  layer  of  me  tha 

e  red  the  water,  and  all  the  warm  a
ir  was  ̂ vering  w  ti 

the  steam  that  rose  up  from  the  A^
kened  ear <L    The  oh 

grass  looked  greener,  and  the  young  gras
s  th rust  up >  * ^ 

blades-  the  buds  of  the  guelder-ro
se  and  of  the  curiant  art 

Scky  birch-buds  were  swollen 
 with  sap,  and  an  exp on* 

bee  was  humming  about  the  gold
en  blossoms  that  studded  tn 

Sr   Larks  trilled  unseen  a
bove  the  velvety  green  field 

™d  the  ice-covered  stubble-land;  
peewits  wailed  over  the  Id 

W   and  mTshes  flooded  by  the
  pools ;  cranes  and  wild  ge« 

flew  hiffh  across  the  sky  uttering 
 their  spring  calls.     Tl 

caeulehbaldam  patches  where  the  new  ̂ ^gjH 
lowed  in  the  pastures;  the  bo

w-legged  lambs  frisked  ram 

hlir  bleating  mothers.    Nimble  children  ran  abou
t ̂    d  yj 

mths    covered  with  the  prints  o
f  bare  feet,     there  was 

metv  ehTtter  of  peasant  women  ove
r  their  linen  at  the  pj 

Tnd  the  ring  of  axes  in  the  yard,
  where  the  peasants  were  r 

pairing  Ploughs  and  harrow,   
 The  real  spring  had  eome.   I 

ia 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

I  Levin  put  on  his  big  boots,  and,  for  the  first  time  a  cloth aeket,  mstead  of  his  fur  eloak,  and  went  out  to  looTafter  2 arm,  stepping  over  streams  of  water  that  flashed  t  the  Sun 

ZZ?£££S and  treading  one  minute  -*S 

«%£  zsxsz  £  hk  sPtndg  as: l0t  Whati°™  will  be  taken  by  the  young  shoofs  ana  t2 npnsoned  m  its  swelling  buds,  hardly  knew  what  unlr 
.fangs  he  was  going  to  begin  upon  now  in  the  Irm-lrk  that" as  so  dear  to  h.m.    But  he  felt  that  he  was  ful"he  mos t         Plans  and  projects.    First  of  all  he  went  to  the  eaWe he  cows  had  been  let  out  into  their  paddock,  and  the  r  smooth 
des  were  already  shining  with  their  new,  sleek,  spr  "."21 ley  basked  m  the  sunshine  and  lowed  to  go  to  the  meadow 

r  me  meadow     The  cowherd  girls,  picking  up  their  netti 
ats    ran  splash.ng  through  the  mud  with bare legs    si" 

penter  was  ̂ W^T^    But  "  apPeared  that  the    V 

JC^bS^t^Sw""' whieh  ought  t0  have oeiorei.ent.    This  was  very  annoying  to  Levin. 
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It  was  annoying  to  come  upon  ̂ at  everlastmg  slovenhness  m 

the  farm-work  against  which  he  had  be
en  striving  with  all  h.s 

rntht  for  so  many  years.    The  hurdl
es,  as  he  ascertained,  be- 

"not  wanted  in  winter,  had  been  carri
ed  to  the  cart  horses' 

S  and  there  broken,  as  they  
were  of  light  construction, 

onlv  meant  for  folding  calves.     Moreov
er,  it  was  apparent  also 

thai  tTha-rowsand  all  the  agricul
tural  implements,  winch 

he  Ld  dit  "d  to  be  looked  over  and  r
epaired  in  the  winter 

for  which  very  purpose  he  had  hired
  three  carpenters,  had  not 

been  put  into  repair,  and  the  h
arrows  were  being  repaired 

when  they  ought  to  have  been  harrowing  the ,  fie  d. J
jjjb  sent, 

for  his  bailiff,  but  immediately  went 
 off  himself  to  look  f 01  hun. 

The  bailiff,  beaming  all  over,  like  every  ™J™
toy,™£ 

sheepskin  bordered  with  astrachan, 
 came  out  of  a  barn,  twistl 

ins  a  bit  of  straw  in  his  hands
.  )i 

"Why  isn't  the  carpenter  at  the  t
hrashing-machine? 

"Oh,  I  meant  to  tell  you  yesterda
y   the  harrows  want  ro meant  iu   i^"-  j~~  */    ,    .       »      x±  ij     >> 

pairing.    Here  it's  time  they  got 
 to  work  m  the  fields. 

"But  what  were  they  doing  in  the  w
inter  then? 

"But  what  did  you  want  the  carpe
nter  for? 

"Where  are  the  hurdles  for  the  cal
ves   paddock? 

"I  ordered  them  to  be  got  ready.     W
hat  would ̂  you  ha* 

with  those  peasants!"  said  the  bailiff
,  with  a  wave  of  h.s  hand, 

• *    'snoUhose peasants butthis bailiff !' 'said Levm  get  m, 

an^rv     "Why   what  do  I  keep  you  for?" 
 he  cried     Bui 

SnkingTimsclf  that  this  would  no
t  help  matters,  he  s  opp* 

short  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence,  and  merely 
 sighed        Wei  ( 

what  do  you  say?    Can  sowing  
begin?"  he  asked,  after  I 

^"Behind  Turkin  to-morrow  or  next  d
ay  they  might  beginl 

:^7JZ  and  Mishka;  ̂ y 're  sowmg     0  J 

don't  know  if  they'll  manage  to  ge
t  through;  it  s  so  slush* 

"How  many  acres?" 

"About  fifteen." 
"WW  not,  sow  all?"  cried  Levin. 

tKNSL  only  sowing  th
e  clover  on  fifteen  acres,  J 

I 



a 
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in  all  the  forty-five,  waa  still  more  annoyta^to  Mm.    Clow 
as  he  knew,  both,  from  books  and  from  his  own "xper  ence' never  did  well  except  when  it  was  sown  as  early  JS 
Almost  m  the  snow.     And  yet  Levin  could  ZS  SS 

"There's  no  one  to  send.    What  would  you  have  with  such set  of  peasants?    Three  haven't  turned  up.    And  theret Semyon     .     .     . > >  mere  s 

''Well,  you  should  have  taken  some  men  from  the  thatch- 
"&• 

"And  so  I  have,  as  it  is." 
"Where  are  the  peasants,  then?" 
/'Five  are  making  compote"  (which  meant  compost)   "four 

CSSff  ̂   f01'  f ̂   °f  a  t0UCh  °f  -^Kon'stant" 

i^EnJlZ:?*  7eI1  that  "a  t0UCh  °f  mildew"  ™ant  that is  English  seed  oats  were  already  ruined.    Again  thev  had ot  done  as  he  had  ordered.  y 
"Why,  but  I  told  you  during  Lent  to  put  pipes  "  he  cried 
"Don't  put  yourself  out;  we  shall  get  it  all  aone  in  tt    " Levin  waved  his  hand  angrily,  went  into  Z  g~  to 

fcspoi L Boau?;rd  then  to  the  stabie- The  «S  ™£ 
Ten  thev  mi>h    ̂   T?  *  T™  C&nying  the  °ats  in  *!»** 

Ignat!"  he  called  to  the  coachman,  who,  with  his  sleeves fer^8  ̂   Carriage  WheeIS>  ''f**  -  '' 
V Well,  let  it  beKolpik." 
['Yes,  sir." 

fe^L^  Tddling  f  h°rse'  Levin  a^ain  ca"ed  up 
L   and  h!      Was„han^  ab™t  «  sight,  to  make  it  up  with 

V£»2£:  t£S? spri-  — 
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The  wagons  were  to  begin  carting  manure  earlier,  so 
 as  to 

get  all  done  before  the  early  mowing.  And  the  p
loughing 

of  the  further  land  to  go  on  without  a  break  so  as  to
  let  it 

ripen  lying  fallow.  And  the  mowing  to  be  all  done
  by  hired 

labor,  not  on  half -profits.  The  bailiff  listened  attenti
vely,  and 

obviously  made  an  effort  to  approve  of  his  employer's
  projects. 

But  still  he  had  that  look  Levin  knew  so  well  that 
 always 

irritated  him,  a  look  of  hopelessness  and  despondency
.  That 

look  said : ' '  That 's  all  very  well,  but  as  God  wills. 

Nothing  mortified  Levin  so  much  as  that  tone.  But  i
t  was 

the  tone  common  to  all  the  bailiffs  he  had  ever  had
.  They 

had  all  taken  up  that  attitude  to  his  plans,  and  so  n
ow  he 

was  not  angered  by  it,  but  mortified,  and  felt  al
l  the  more 

roused  to  struggle  against  this,  as  it  seemed,  el
emental  force 

continually  ranged  against  him,  for  which  he  cou
ld  find  no  « 

other  expression  than  ' '  as  God  wills. "  ^ 

"If  we  can  manage  it,  Konstantin  Dmitnevitch,     sai
d  the 

bailiff. 

' '  Why  ever  shouldn  't  you  manage  it  ? 

-We  positively  must  have  another  fifteen  laborers. 
    And 

they  don't  turn  up.     There  were  some  here
  to-day  asking)! 

seventy  roubles  for  the  summer." 
 |( 

Levin  was  silent.  Again  he  was  brought  fa
ce  to  face  with 

that  opposing  force.  He  knew  that  howeve
r  much  they  tried 

they  could  not  hire  more  than  forty-thirty
-seven  perhaps  of 

thirty-eight-laborers  for  a  reasonable  sum.
  Some  forty  had 

been  taken  on,  and  there  were  no  more.  
But  still  he  cou* 

not  help  struggling  against  it. 

-Send  to  Sury,  to  Tchefirovka;  if  they  don't
  come  we  must 

look  for  them."  .  ,  , 

-Oh  I'll  send,  to  be  sure,"  said  Vassily  Fe
dorovitch  de 

spondently.    "But  there  are  the  horses  too, 
 they're  not  gooc 

for  much."  .     nAA- 

-We'll  get  some  more.  I  know,  of  course, 
 Levin  addec 

laughing,  -you  always  want  to  do  with  as 
 little  and  as  pool 

quality  as  possible ;  but  this  year  I  'm  not  go
ing  to  let  you  hav< 

things  your  own  way.     Ill  see  to  everythin
g  myself. 



ANNA  KARENINA  201 

"Why,  I  don't  think  you  take  m^ch^asTt  is.  iidu^ us  up  to  work  under  the  master's  eye 

"So  they're  sowing  clover  behind  the' Birch  Dale?  I'll  so and  have  a  look  at  them,"  he  said,  getting  on  to  the  little  bay cob,  Kolplk,  who  was  led  up  by  the  coachman 

Mt'I^^  f  *  8C1?SS  the  Streams>  Konstantin  Dmilrie- vitcn,     the  coachman  shouted. 

"All  right,  I'll  go  by  the  forest." 
And  Levin  rode  through  the  slush  of  the  farmyard  to  the 

gate  and  out  into  the  open  country,  his  good  little  horse,  after us  long  inactivity,  stepping  out  gallantly,  snorting  over  the ?ools,  and  asking,  as  it  were,  for  guidance.    If  Levin  had  felt 
mppy  before  in  the  cattle-pens  and  farmyard,  he  felt  happier ret  m  the  open  country.    Swaying  rhythmically  with  the unblmg  paces  of  his.  good  little  cob,  drinking  in  the  warm 
'et  fresh  scent  of  the  snow  and  the  air,  as  he  rode  through  his orest  over  the  crumbling,  wasted  snow,  still  left  in  parts,  and oyered  with  dissolving  tracks,  he  rejoiced  over  every  tree nth  the  moss  reviving  on  its  bark  and  the  buds  swelling  on 
Ln  w"      I        u6  Came  °Ut  0f  the  forest'  »  the  immense am  before  him,  his  grass  fields  stretched  in  an  unbroken 
arpet  of  green,  without  one  bare  place  or  swamp,  only  spotted ere  and  there  in  the  hollows  with  patches  of  melting  snow re  was  not  put  out  of  temper  even  by  the  sight  of  the 
easants'  horses  and  colts  trampling  down  his  young  grass w  told  a  peasant  he  met  to  drive  them  out),  nor  by  the ireastic  and  stupid  reply  of  the  peasant  Ipat,  whom  he  met 
i  the  way,  and  asked,  "Well,  Ipat,  shall  we  soon  be  sowing 1" We  must  get  the  ploughing  done  first,  Konstantin  Dmit- 
evitch,    answered  Ipat.     The  further  he  rode,  the  happier  he same  and  plans  for  the  land  rose  to  his  mind  each  better 
an  the  last ;  to  plant  all  his  fields  with  hedges  along  the 
Iluthern  borders,  so  that  the  snow  should  not  lie  under  them- 
divide  them  up  into  six  fields  of  arable  and  three  of  pasture a  hay;  to  build  a  cattle-yard  at  the  further  end  of  the 
ate  and  to  dig  a  pond  and  to  construct  movable  pens  for -  cattle  as  a  means  of  manuring  the  land.    And  then  eight 
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Li 

hundred  acres  of  wheat,  three  hundred  of  potatoes, 
 and  four 

hundred  of  clover,  and  not  one  acre  exhausted. 

Absorbed  in  such  dreams,  carefully  keeping  his  horse  b
y  the 

hedges,  so  as  not  to  trample  his  young  crops,  he  rode  u
p  to  the 

laborers  who  had  been  sent  to  sow  clover.  A  cart  
with  the 

seed  in  it  was  standing,  not  at  the  edge,  but  in  the  mi
ddle  of 

the  crop,  and  the  winter-corn  had  been  torn  up  by  the
  wheels 

and  trampled  by  the  horse.  Both  the  laborers  were  s
itting  m 

the  hedge,  probably  smoking  a  pipe  together.  Th
e  earth  m 

the  cart,  with  which  the  seed  was  mixed,  was  not  crus
hed  to 

powder, 'but  crusted  together  or  adhering  in  clods.  Seein
g 

the  master,  the  laborer,  Vassily,  went  towards  the  cart
,  while 

Mishka  set  to  work  sowing.  This  was  not  as  it  should  be,  b
ut 

with  the  laborers  Levin  seldom  lost  his  temper.  When  Vas
sily 

came  up,  Levin  told  him  to  lead  the  horse  to  the  hedge. 

<  <  It 's  all  right,  sir,  it  11  spring  up  again, ' '  responded  Vassily. 

-Please   don't   argue,"    said   Levin,    "but   do   as   you're 

told-"  ,     ,     v        i    i     A 
-Yes,  sir,"  answered  Vassily,  and  he  took  the  horse  s  head.) 

"What 'a  sowing,  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch, "  he  said,  hes
itat- 

ing; "  first-rate.     Only  it 's  a  work  to  get  about !     You  drag  a  I 

ton  of  earth  on  your  shoes. ' '  . 

"Why  is  it  you  have  earth  that's  not  sifted?"  sa
id  Levin. 

-Well,  we  crumble  it  up,"  answered  Vassily,  taking  up
 

some  seed  and  rolling  the  earth  in  his  palms. 

Vassily  was  not  to  blame  for  their  having  filled  up  
his  cart 

with  unsifted  earth,  but  still  it  was  annoying. 

Levin  had  more  than  once  already  tried  a  way  he  kn
ew  toi 

stifling  his  anger,  and  turning  all  that  seemed  dark  ri
ght  again, 

and  he  tried  that  way  now.  He  watched  how  Mis
hka  strode 

along,  swinging  the  huge  clods  of  earth  that  clun
g  to  each 

foot;  and  getting  off  his  horse,  he  took  the  sieve  from
  Vassily 

and  started  sowing  himself. 

-Where  did  you  stop?" 

Vassily  pointed  to  the  mark  with  his  foot,  and  Levin  
weni 

forward,  as  best  he  could,  scattering  the  seed  on  the  lani 

Walking  was  as  difficult  as  on  a  bog,  and  by  the  time  Levil
 

k 

I, 
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had  ended  the  row  he^aTinTg^aTtor^dl^o^d^nd gave  up  the  sieve  to  Vassily. 

"Well  master,  when  summer's  here,  mind  you  don't  seold me  for  these  rows,"  said  Vassily. 

method?"  Sald  LeVln  Cheerily'  already  feeling  the  effect  of  his 
"Why,  you'll  see  in  the  summer-time.    It'll  look  different Look  you  where  I  sowed  last  spring.    How  I  did  work  at  it ! i  I  do  my  best,  Konstantin  Dmitrieviteh,  d'ye  see,  as  I  would  for 

«  my  own  father.     I  don 't  like  bad  work  myself,  nor  would  I  let ,  mother  man  do  it.     What 's  good  for  the  master 's  good  for  us m.     To  look  out  yonder  now,"  said  Vassily,  pointing   "it ioes  one's  heart  good."  f  R     * 
"It's  a  lovely  spring,  Vassily." 

helkl'J ''Y  Spring,fucn  as  the  old  men  don't  remember 
Jw  ♦        .     WaS  UP  h°me;  an  old  man  UP  there  has  sown vneat  too,  about  an  aore  nf  if      tt«  ,  - 

:now  it  from  rye.™  '  WM  ̂ ^  Y°U  Wmlda,t 

"Have  you  been  sowing  wheat  long?" 
fav7™  Z'  **  ̂  y°U  taUght  US  the  year  before  last.     You 
STrood0"1"638"68-    ̂   S0W  ab°Ut  dght  «  -- 

m'ardf'h? W  ?„IdbLUP  ̂   Cl°dS'"  "^  LCTin'  g0ing im-p'o  ,        7  eep  an  ̂   on  Mishka.    And  if 
jeres  a  good  erop  you  shall  have  half  a  rouble  for  every 

ffi^SSS  Wer rry wel1  eontent'  -'  - " -" ,7  II?    ,  and  rode  towards  the  field  where  was 

:S^'  ̂   ̂   °ne  WHeh  ™  P'oughedWreaedeyr 

iTrvividv:;^hfngup  innf  r  re  was  magnifleent- 

fc:rr2£  d™n7hohoof  r a, suT 
nere  there  was  ice,  and  m  the  thawing  furrows  he 
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sank  deep  in  at  each  step.  The  ploughland  was  in
  splendid 

condition ;  in  a  couple  of  days  it  would  be  fit  for  harrowing 

and  sowing.  Everything  was  capital,  everything  
was  cheer- 

ing Levin  rode  back  across  the  streams,  hoping  the  wat
er 

would  have  gone  down.  And  he  did  in  fact  get  acro
ss,  and 

started  two  ducks.  "There  must  be  snipe  too,"  he 
 thought, 

and  just  as  he  reached  the  turning  homewards  he
  met  the 

forest  keeper,  who  confirmed  his  theory  about  the  sn
ipe. 

Levin  went  home  at  a  trot,  so  as  to  have  time  to  ea
t  his 

dinner  and  get  his  gun  ready  for  the  evening. 

CHAPTER  XIV 

ceil As  he  rode  up  to  the  house  in  the  happiest  fram
e  of  mind, 

Levin  heard  the  bell  ring  at  the  side  of  the  pri
ncipal  entrance i 

of  the  house.  .  ,       ,.    ■ 

' '  Yes  that 's  some  one  from  the  railway  station,    he  thought,  
t 

'Must  the  time  to  be  here  from  the  Moscow  tram  .    . 

Who  could  it  be?    What  if  it's  brother  Nikolay? 
   He  did  say:  k 

'Maybe  I'll  go  to  the  waters,  or  maybe  I'll  come
  down  to  a 

von  '"    He  felt  dismayed  and  vexed  for  the  first  minute
  that 

his  brother  Nikolay's  presence  should  come
  to  disturb ,  h«  k 

happy  mood  of  spring.    But  he  felt  asham
ed  of  the  feeling,  I 

and  at  once  he  opened,  as  it  were,  the  ar
ms  of  his  soul and 

with  a  softened  feeling  of  joy  and  expectation,
  now  he  hoped.; 

with  all  his  heart  that  it  was  his  brother.    He 
 pricked  up  his 

horse,  and  riding  out  from  behind  the  acacia
s  he  saw  a  h,r« 

three-horse  sledge  from  the  railway  station,
  and  a  gentleman 

!„  a  fur  coat.     It  was  not  his  brother.     "Oh
,  if lit  were  only  , 

some  nice  person  one  could  talk  to  a  littl
e!"  he  though t 

"Ah!"  cried  Levin  joyfully,  flinging  up  b
oth  his  hands. 

"  Here 's  a  delightful  visitor !  Ah,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you
  H 

he  shouted,  recognizing  Stepan  Arkadyevit
ch.  | 

"I  shall  find  out  for  certain  whether  she
's  married  or  wh» 

she 's  going  to  be  married, ' '  he  thought.    And  on  that  dehc.ous 
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"Well  you  didn't  expect  me,  eh?"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- vitch,  getting  ont  of  the  sledge,  splashed  with  mud  on  the bridge  of  his  nose,  on  his  eheek,  and  on  his  eyebrows  but radiant  with  health  and  good  spirits.  "I've  come  to  se  you 
■n  the  first  place,"  he  said,  embracing  and  kissing  him  ''to lave  some  stand-shooting  second,  and  to  sell  the  forest  at 
prgushovo  third."  

eM  at 

''Delightful!    What  a  spring  we're  having!    How  ever hd  you  get  along  in  a  sledge?" 

"In  a  cart  it  would  have  been  worse  still,  Konstantin  Dmit- levitch,  '  answered  the  driver,  who  knew  him 
'Well,  I'm  very,  very  glad  to  see  you,"  said  Levin,  with  a enume  smile  of  childlike  delight 

Levin  led  his  friend  to  the  room  set  apart  for  visitors,  where ■tepan  Arkadyevitch's  things  were  carried  also-a  bag  a  tun i  a  case,  a  satchel  for  cigars.    Leaving  him  there  to  wash 

.  spCe kTfc^fthe0^  VVhl  Went  °ff  t0  the  ̂  ^ speak  about  the  ploughing  and  clover.    Agafea  Mihalov,^ 
ways  very  anxious  for  the  credit  of  the  house,  met  n  m  n  2 all  with  inquiries  about  dinner. 

"Do  just  as  you  like,  only  let'it  be  as  soon  as  possible  "  he nd,  and  went  to  the  bailiff  
posMoie,     ne 

rb^eame'oro?? '  StePa\Ark^vitch,  washed  and 

2  upSrstgether!  ̂   ̂   *  **"***  ***  «*  ̂  

''-WeU   I  am  glad  I  managed  to  get  away  to  you  I    Now  I Zt'z ss  s? the  mr erious  busi  *«*  ££ 

JSSSL'r&^iiT; not  Sw^SB 
£  perhaps;  but  for  your  severe  monastic  style  it  does  very 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  told  him  many  interesting  pieces  of 
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ne^TespeciallTinteresting  to  Levin  was  the  
news  that  his 

brother,  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  was  intending  to  pay  
him  a  visit 

in  the  summer.  . 

Not  one  word  did  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  say  in  refer
ence  to 

Kitty  and  the  Shtcherbatskys ;  he  merely  gave  him  greetings 

from  his  wife.     Levin  was  grateful  to  him  for  his  delica
cy,  and 

was  very  glad  of  his  visitor.    As  always  happened 
 with  him 

during  his  solitude,  a  mass  of  ideas  and  feelings 
 had  been 

accumulating  within  him,  which  he  could  not  commu
nicate  to 

those   about   him.     And   now   he   poured   out   upon   St
epan 

Arkadyevitch  his  poetic  joy  in  the  spring,  and  his  fa
ilures  and 

plans  for  the  land,  and  his  thoughts  and  critic
isms  on  the 

books  he  had  been  reading,  and  the  idea  of  his  own 
 book  the 

basis  of  which  really  was,  though  he  was  unaware
  of  it  him- 

self  a  criticism  of  all  the  old  books  on  agriculture.     Ste
pan 

Arkadyevitch,  always  charming,  understanding  
everything  at 

the  slightest  reference,   was  particularly  charm
ing  on   this 

visit,  and  Levin  noticed  in  him  a  special  tenderness
,  as  it  were, 

and  'a  new  tone  of  respect  that  nattered  him.  I 

The  efforts  of  Agafea  Mihalovna  and  the  cook,  t
hat  tne$f 

dinner  should  be  particularly  good,  only  ended
  in  the  two 

famished  friends  attacking  the  preliminary  cour
se,  eating  a 

great  deal  of  bread-and-butter,  salt  goose  and 
 salted  mush-  k 

rooms,  and  in  Levin's  finally  ordering  the  soup
  to  be  served 

without  the  accompaniment  of  little  pies,  with 
 which  the  coob 

had  particularly  meant  to  impress  their  vi
sitor  But  tnougn 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  accustomed  to  v
ery  different  dinners., 

he  thought  everything  excellent:  the  herb
-brandy,  and  in 

bread,  and  the  butter,  and  above  all  the  sa
lt  goose  and  the 

mushrooms,  and  the  nettle  soup,  and  the  
chicken  in  whit 

sauce,  and  the  white  Crimean  wine— everyth
ing  was  supert 

and  delicious.  .  , 

-Splendid,  splendid !"  he  said,  lighting  a  fat  cigar
  after  th< 

roast.  ■ '  I  feel  as  if,  coming  to  you,  I  had  landed  on  a  pea
ceiu, 

shore  after  the  noise  and  jolting  of  a  steamer.  And
  so  yew 

maintain  that  the  laborer  himself  is  an  element  to 
 be  studia, 

and  to  regulate  the  choice  of  methods  in  agri
culture. 

i 
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course   I'm  an  ignorant  oatsiderr  but  I  should  fancy  theo^ and  its  application  will  have  its  influence  on  the  laborer 

T  >™  Teul bUt  ?  u  a  bit  X  'm  not  talking  of  P0"tieal  economy, I  m  talking  of  the  science  of  agriculture.  It  ought  to  be  like the  natural  sciences,  and  to  observe  given  phenomena  and  the laborer  in  his  economic,  ethnographical    .  " 
At  that  instant  Agafea  Mihalovna  came  in  with  jam 

in„?^\AgaieAMnlal0Vna'"  Said  StePan  Arkadyevitch,  kiSK- 
brandv  1PS  °f  hlS  ̂   f***'  "What  Salt  g00Se>  what  h^b- 

Sr'he'added^  *"  T  <f*  **  *  *"?  t0  ̂  

\^7^0TLftZ^r. at  the  sun  sinking  behind  the 
,Zl?  h\time'"  he  said-     "Kouzma,  get  ready  the  trap," Mid  he  ran  down-stairs. 

nvern^V  rka^t»h '  going  down>  carefUlIy  took  the  canvas ever  off  his  varnished  gun-case  with  his  own  hands,  and  open- ng  it,  began  to  get  ready  his  expensive  new-fashioned  gun fouzma,  who  already  scented  a  big  tip,  never  left  Stepan 
nd  W         ?  td\a"d   PUt   Wm   °n   b°*h  h*   dockings 
Jd  boots,  a  task  which  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  readily  left 

''Kostya,    give    orders    that    if    the    merchant    Ry^ 
Til  a  ♦'    '■:*  t0  COme  t0-day'  he's  to  be  brought i  and  to  wait  for  me    ... " 

JabTnin'?"0  ̂   ****  t0  "y  y°U're  SeUing  the  forest  to 
"Yes.    Do  you  know  him?" 
"To  be  sure  I  do.  I  have  had  to  do  business  with  him 'ositively  and  conclusively.'  "  ' 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  laughed.  "Positively  and  conclu- vely    were  the  merchant's  favorite  words. 
' '  Yes  it 's  wonderfully  funny  the  way  he  talks.  She  knows here  her  master's  going!"  he  added,  patting  Laska,  who ing  about  Levin,  whining  a„d  licking  his  hands,  his  boots, id  his  gun.  

' 



208  ANNA  KAREN  IN  A 

Stll 

[rii 

Th*  t*ap  was  already  at  the  steps  when  they  
went  out. 

<<I  told  them  to  bring  the  trap  round;  or  would  you
  rather 

™<No  we'd  better  drive,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  getting 

into  the  trap.  He  sat  down,  tueked  the  tige
r-skin  rug  round 

him,  and  lighted  a  cigar.  "How  is  it  you  
don  t  smoke?  A 

cigar  is  a  sort  of  thing,  not  exactly  a  pleasure, 
 but  the  crown 

and  outward  sign  of  pleasure.  Come,  thi
s  is  life!  How 

splendid  it  is !     This  is  how  I  should  like  
to  live ! 

"Why  who  prevents  you?"  said  Levin,  smil
ing. 

f '  No  you  're  a  lucky  man !  You ' ve  got  everything  you  like. 

You  like  horses-and  you  have  them;  dogs-y
ou  have  them; 

shooting— you  have  it ;  farming— you  have  
it*  " 

"Perhaps  because  I  rejoice  in  what  I  have,  and  
don  t  trefl 

for  what  I  haven  % ' '  said  Levin,  thinking  of  Kitty. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  comprehended,  looked  at 
 him,  but  said 

I0Lev\n  was  grateful  to  Oblonsky  for  noticing,  with  his  never- 

failing  tact,  that  he  dreaded  conversation  
about  the  Shtcher- 

batskys,  and  so  saying  nothing  about  them. 
 But  now  Levin 

was  longing  to  find  out  what  was  tormenting  him 
 so,  yet  ne 

had  not  the  courage  to  begin.  . 

1 '  Come,  tell  me  how  things  are  going  with  you,  said  Levin
,i 

bethinking  himself  that  it  was  not  nice  of  him  to 
 think  only 

of  himself. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  eyes  sparkled  merrily. 

"You  don't  admit,  I  know,  that  one  can  be  fond  ot
  ne* 

rolls  when  one  has  had  one's  rations  of  bread— 
to  your  mind 

it's  a  crime;  but  I  don't  count  life  as  life  without
  love,  he 

said,  taking  Levin 's  question  in  his  own  way.  '  What  am  1  to 

do T  I'm  made  that  way.  And  really,  one  does  
so  little  harm 

to  any  one,  and  gives  oneself  so  much  pleasure     .     .     ̂  

■  <  What !  is  there  something  new,  then  ? ' '  queried  Levin. 

-Yes  my  boy,  there  is!  There,  do  you  see,  you 
 know  tner( 

type  of  Ossian's  women  .  .  .  Women,  such 
 as  one  sees  in  - 

dreams  .  .  .  Well,  these  women  are  someti
mes  to  be  met  p 

in  reality         .     .     and  these  women  are  terrib
le.     Woman, m 

tin 
is 

we 

ft 

( 
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don 't  you  know,  is  such  a  subj^Tth^Tl^e^^Wo^ study  it,  it  s  always  perfectly  new. ' ' 

"Well,  then,  it  would  be  better  not  to  study  it." 
"No.    Some  mathematician  has  said  that  enjoyment  lies  in the  search  for  truth,  not  in  the  finding  it." 

Levin  listened  in  silence,  and  in  spite  'of  all  the  efforts  he made  he  could  not  in  the  least  enter  into  the  feelings  of  his friend  and  understand  his  sentiments  and  the  charm  of  study- ing such  women.  
' 

CHAPTER  XV 

The  place  fixed  on  for  the  stand-shooting  was  not  far  above 
l  ?T  f  I  hUle  aSpen  c°Pse-  0n  reaching  the  copse,  Levin 
:ot  out  of  the  trap  and  led  Oblonsky  to  a  corner  of  a  mossy wampy  glade,  already  quite  free  from  snow.  He  went  back 
imself  to  a  double  birch-tree  on  the  other  side,  and  leaning is  gun  on  the  fork  of  a  dead  lower  branch,  he  took  off  his  full 
vercoat,  fastened  his  belt  again,  and  worked  his  arms  to  see F  they  were  free. 

Gray  old  Laska,  who  had  followed  them,  sat  down  warily rposite  him  and  pricked  up  her  ears.     The  sun  was  setting 
*hind  a  thick  forest,  and  in  the  glow  of  sunset  the  birch-trees rtted  about  in  the  aspen  copse,  stood  out  clearly  with  their 
inging  twigs,  and  their  buds  swollen  almost  to  bursting From  the  thickest  parts  of  the  copse,  where  the  snow  still 
mamed,  came  the  faint  sound  of  narrow  winding  threads  of 

■iter  running  away.     Tiny  birds  twittered,  and  now  and  then ittered  from  tree  to  tree. 

In  the  pauses  of  complete  stillness  there  came  the  rustle  of 
I  year's  leaves,  stirred  by  the  thawing  of  the  earth  and  the owth  of  the  grass. 

"Imagine!  One  can  hear  and  see  the  grass  growing »" vm  said  to  himself,  noticing  a  wet,  slate-colored  aspen  leaf >vmg  beside  a  blade  of  young  grass.     He  stood,  listened  and 
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^ze^someWs^owiT^rth^et  mossy  grou
nd,  sometimes  at 

Laska  listening  all  alert,  sometimes  at  the  sea
  of  bare  tree-tops 

that  stretched  on  the  slope  below  him,  someti
mes  at  the  dark- 

ening sky,  covered  with  white  streaks  of  cloud. 

A  hawk  flew  high  over  a  forest  far  away  with  slow
  sweep  ot 

its  wings;  another  flew  with  exactly  the  same 
 motion  in  the 

same  direction  and  vanished.  The  birds  twitt
ered  more  and 

more  loudly  and  busily  in  the  thicket.  An  owl 
 hooted  not  far 

off  and  Laska,  starting,  stepped  cautiously  a
  few  steps  tor- 

ward,  and  putting  her  head  on  one  side,  be
gan  to  listen  in- 

tently Beyond  the  stream  was  heard  the  cuckoo.  Tw
ice  she 

uttered  her  usual  cuckoo-call,  and  then  gave  a  hoar
se,  hurried; 

call  and  broke  down. 

-Imagine!  the  cuckoo  already!"  said  Stepan  Arkady
evitch^ 

coming  out  from  behind  a  bush.  ^ 

-Yes  I  hear  it,"  answered  Levin,  reluctantly  bre
aking  the 

stillness  with  his  voice,  which  sounded  disagr
eeable  to  himself. 

-Now  it's  coming!"  i      . 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  's  figure  again  went  
behind  the  bush, 

and  Levin  saw  nothing  but  the  bright  flash  of  a
  match,  fol| 

lowed  by  the  red  glow  and  blue  smoke  of  a  c
igarette.  f 

"Tchk!  tchk!"  came  the  snapping  sound  of  S
tepan  Arkaa- 

vevitch  cocking  his  gun.  .    , 

■    "What's  that  cry?"  asked  Oblonsky,  drawing  Levin  s  at
- 

tention to  a  prolonged  cry,  as  though  a  colt  were  w
hinnying  ii 

a  high  voice,  in  play.  J 

"Oh    don't  you  know  it?    That's  the  hare.    
But  enougl 

talking!    Listen,  it's  flying!"  almost  shrieked  L
evin,  cocknj 

his  gun.  -  .      ,     „„„J 

They  heard  a  shrill  whistle  in  the  distance
,  and  in  the  cxaci 

time,  so  well-known  to  the  sportsman, 
 two  seconds  hater-an- 

other,  a  third,  and  after  the  third  whistle  
the  hoarse,  guttmi  ■ 

cry  could  be  heard. 
 .    . 

Levin  looked  about  him  to  right  and  to  left, 
 and  there,  3u* 

facing  him  against  the  dusky  blue  sky  above  t
he  confuse Iniaj 

of  tender  shoots  of  the  aspens,  he  saw  the  fly
ing  bird  It  n* 

flying  straight  towards  him ;  the  guttural 
 cry,  like  the  ev«, 
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tearing  of  some  strong  stuff,  sounded  dose  to  his  ear;  the  lon« beak  and  neck  of  the  bird  eonld  be  seen,  and  at  the  ery ins  ant  when  Levu,  was  taking  aim,  behind  the  bush  where Oblonsky  stood,  there  was  a  flash  of  red  lightning:  the  bird dropped  like  an  arrow,  and  darted  upwards  again  A  sa  n came  the  red  flash  and  the  sound  of  a  blow,  and  fluttering wings  as  though  trying  to  keep  up  in  the  air,  the  bird  hafted 

2fg;tLan  mstant' and  feu  with  a  *-*  ̂   -  £ 
IZZ^Z^JZ shouted  stepan  Al'kad>witch'  •* 
''Here  it  is!"  said  Levin,  pointing  to  Laska,  who  with  one 

a  kTtlnTT'  '^f d  °f  ̂   Shag^  tail>  ca™  slow™ tack  as  though  she  would  prolong  the  pleasure,  and  as  it  were tabng,  brought  the  dead  bird  to  her  masted    "We  U    I'm 
fad  you  were  successful,"  said  Levin,  who,  at  the  same 'tin* lad  a  sense  of  envy  that  he  had  not  succeeded  in  shootmgThe 

irkadvevit'chtn811,0 '  *?*  *'  *?"  ̂  "  resPonded  S'epan 
Thf  '    i  d'nghisgon.    «Sh    .    .    .    it's  flying. " 

.eardaSin     t^Z-'^'^^  ™»  -other'were «eaid  again      Two  snipe,  playing  and  chasing  one  another 

th t  ;:;  ;meng>  5 crying-  flr ***  at  <he  «£2* 
ike  swaflow  T'  ?  *"  the  rep0rt  of  four  sh°^.  and sssisff swift  somersauits  in  the  - 
o  mottodstndV"8  7*?.  StGPan  A^adyevitch  shot 

t  began  t S  T I  T  tW°'  °f  Whi<?h  one  was  not  f«™d. 

r  soft  lilnl  !,*•  VTS'  bri^ht  and  silvery,  shone  with r  soft   ight  low  down  m  the  west  behind  the  birch-trees  and 

s"  heTd  Le   6  ̂ V™^  ̂   «  «*-  of  Arcturu  " V,  er 
m  agafn     ThT      'VT  """  °f  the  Great  Bear  and  Ios 

sTafa  Httle  W  "Pten  9d  CMSed  ̂ ^  but  Levin  solved 

'    hch   s hould T V     ̂enUS' which  he  "r  below  a  branch 

oi d  beSSSST    Vand  I116/8"  °f  the  Great  Bear peitectly  plain.    Venus  had  risen  above  the  branch, 
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all 

Bi 

3ii 

an¥the~c^r  of  the  Great  Bear  with  its  shaft  was  now  all 
 plainly 

visible  against  the  dark  blue  sky,  yet  still  he  w
aited. 

-Isn't  it  time  to  go  home?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyev
itch. 

It  was  quite  still  now  in  the  copse,  and  no
t  a  bird  was 

stirring.  . 

-Let's  stay  a  little  while,"  answered  Levm. 
' '  As  you  like. "  -J 

They   were  standing  now   about  fifteen 
 paces  from  one 

^Stiva ! ' '  said  Levin  unexpectedly ; ' ' how  is  it  you  don 't  tell 

me  whether  your  sister-in-law's  married  ye
t,  or  when  she  s 

^Levinfelt'so  resolute  and  serene  that  no  answer,  ̂ fancied 

could  affect  him.     But  he  had  never  dream
ed  of  what  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch  replied.  ..,._  J 

-She's  never  thought  of  being  married,  and
  isn  t  thinking 

of  it;  but  she's  very  ill,  and  the  doctors 
 have  sent  her  abroad. 

Thev  're  positively  afraid  she  may  not  live. 

-What!"  cried  Levin.  "Very  ill?  What  i
s  wrong  with 

her?    How  has  she    .     .     -tn  .  .    , 

While  they  were  saying  this,  Laska,  wi
th  ears  pricked  up,  h 

was  looking  upwards  at  the  sky,  and
  reproachfully  at  them 

"They  have  chosen  a  time  to  talk,"  she  was  thinki
ng.       It  ■  . 

on  the  wing    .    .    .    Here  it  is,  yes,  
it  as.    They'll  miss  it,  J 

th0ButatLthS"ta;ery  instant  both  suddenly  heard  a  shrill  whistle  , 

which  as  it  were,  smote  on  their  ears,  
and  both  suddenly  se.zcd  „ 

S  guns  and  Wo  flashes  gleamed,  
and  two  bangs  sounded  , 

at  he  very  same  instant.  The  snipe  
flying  high  above  nv„ 

stUfly  folded  its  wings  and  fell  into
  a  thicket,  bending  down 

^ SpSdf^gether!"  cried  
Levin,  and  he  ran  witl 

Laska  into  the  thicket  to  look  for  the  snip
e  ,, 

<  <  Oh,  yes,  what  was  it  that  was  unpleasa
nt  ?     he  wondere* 

"Yes,  kitty's  ill.     .    •    •    Well,  it  can't  be
  helped;  I  m  ve| 

""C'sfotdt !    isn't  she  a  clever  thing?"  he  said,  taki* 

I 
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the  warm  bird  from  Easka's  mouth  and  packing  it  into  tito almost  full  game-bag.    "  I  Ve  got  it,  Stiva ! "  he  shouted. 

CHAPTER  XVI 

ImJ^J?   I T!      -V1f  aSkGd  a"  d6taiIS  °f  Kitty'S  illnes« md  the  Shtcherbatskys'  plans,  and  though  he  would  have  been ishamed  to  admit  it,  he  was  pleased  at  what  he  heard.    He  was pleased  that  there  was  still  hope,  and  still  more  pleased  that ihe  should  be  suffering  who  had  made  him  suffer  so  much 
tlZl  "  ̂6Pan  Arkadyevitch  ̂ gan  to  speak  of  the  causes 
>t  Kitty  s  illness,  and  mentioned  Vronsky's  name,  Levin  cut nm  snort. 

I  have  no  right  whatever  to  know  family  matters,  and,  to ell  the  truth,  no  interest  in  them  either." 

'  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled  hardly  perceptibly,  catching e  instantaneous  change  he  knew  so  well  in  Levin's  face 

lefore         beC°me  "  gl°°my  ES  U  had  been  bright  a  minut« 

"Have  you  quite  settled  about  the  forest  with  Ryabinin?" 
sked  Levin. 

"Yes   it's  settled.    The  price  is  magnificent;  thirty-eight musand.     Eight  straight  away,  and  the  rest  in  six  vears 

ve  moTe  ̂       hlg  ab°Ut  h  for  ever  so  lonS-    No  one  would 

"Then  you've  as  good  as  given  away  your  forest  for  noth- g,     said  Levin  gloomily. 

tlH0W^d°  y0U,"lean  for  nothing?"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- tch  with  a  good-humored  smile,  knowing  that  nothing  would s  right  in  Levin's  eyes  now. 

"Because  the  forest  is  worth  at  least  a  hundred  and  fifty ubles  the  acre, "  answered  Levin. 

"Oh,  these  farmers!"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  playfully >Tour  tone  of  contempt  for  us  poor  townsfolk  I  But ien  it  comes  to  business,  we  do  it  better  than  any  one     I 
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assure  you  I  have  reckoned  it  all  out,"  he  said,  "and  the  forest 

is  fetching  a  very  good  price — so  much  so  that  I'm  afraid  of 

this  fellow's  crying  off,  in  fact.  You  know  it's  not  'timber,' 

said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  hoping  by  this  distinction  to  con- 

vince Levin  completely  of  the  unfairness  of  his  doubts.  ' '  And 
it  won't  run  to  more  than  twenty-five  yards  of  fagots  per 

acre,  and  he's  giving  me  at  the  rate  of  seventy  roubles  the 

acre." 

Levin  smiled  contemptuously.  ' '  I  know, ' '  he  thought, ' '  that 

fashion  not  only  in  him,  but  in  all  city  people,  who,  after  being 

twice  in  ten  years  in  the  country,  pick  up  two  or  three  phrases 

and  use  them  in  season  and  out  of  season,  firmly  persuaded 

that  they  know  all  about  it.  'Timber,  run  to  so  many  yards 

the  acre.'    He  says  those  words  without  understanding  them 

himself." 
"I  wouldn't  attempt  to  teach  you  what  you  write  about  in 

your  office,"  said  he,  "and  if  need  arose,  I  should  come  to  you 

to  ask  about  it.  But  you're  so  positive  you  know  all  the  lore 

of  the  forest.     It's  difficult.     Have  you  counted  the  trees V 

"How  count  the  trees?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  laugh 

ing,  still  trying  to  draw  his  friend  out  of  his  ill-tempe
r. 

"Count  the  sands  of  the  sea,  number  the  stars.  Some  higher 

power  might  do  it."  .      j 
"Oh,  well,  the  higher  power  of  Ryabinin  can.  Not  a  single 

merchant  ever  buys  a  forest  without  counting  the  trees,  unlesj 

they  get  it  given  them  for  nothing,  as  you're  doing  now
.  1 

know  your  forest.  I  go  there  every  year  shooting,  and  your 

forest's  worth  a  hundred  and  fifty  roubles  an  acre  paid  down, 

while  he's  giving  you  sixty  by  instalments.  So  that  in  fact 

you're  making  him  a  present  of  thirty  thousand." 
"Come,  don't  let  your  imagination  run  away  with  you, 

said   Stepan   Arkadyevitch  piteously.     "Why   was   it   none 

would  give  it,  then?" 
"  Whv,  because  he  has  an  understanding  with  the  merchants! 

he 's  bought  them  off.  I  've  had  to  do  with  all  of  them ;  I  knotf 

them.  They're  not  merchants,  you  know;  they're  specula- 
tors.   He  wouldn't  look  at  a  bargain  that  gave  him  ten,  fifteei 

< 



ANNA  KARENINA  215 

per  cent,  profit,  but  holds  back  to  buy  a  rouble's  worth  te twenty  kopecks. ' ' 

Well,  enough  of  it !     You  're  out  of  temper. ' ' 
"Not  the  least, ' '  said  Levin  gloomily,  as  they  drove  up  to  the 

1  house. 

At  the  steps  there  stood  a  trap  tightly  covered  with  iron 
and  leather,  with  a  sleek  horse  tightly  harnessed  with  broad 
collar-straps.    In  the  trap  sat  the  chubby,  tightly  belted  clerk who  served  Ryabinin  as  coachman.     Ryabinin  himself  was  al- 

ready in  the  house,  and  met  the  friends  in  the  hall.    Ryabinin 
was  a  tall,  thinnish,  middle-aged'  man,  with  mustache  and  a projecting  clean-shaven  chin,  and  prominent  muddy-looking eyes.    He  was  dressed  in  a  long-skirted  blue  coat,  with  buttons 
below  the  waist  at  the  back,  and  wore  high  boots  wrinkled over  the  ankles  and  straight  over  the  calf,  with  big  goloshes drawn  over  them.    He  rubbed  his  face  with  his  handkerchief 
and  wrappmg  round  him  his  coat,  which  sat  extremely  well is  it  was,  he  greeted  them  with  a  smile,  holding  out  his  hand 
•o^epan  Arkadyevitch,  as  though  he  wanted  to  catch  some- 

nZdlln°\VTtUre  t0  disre?ard  yur  excellency's  com- 
mands, though  the  road  was  extremely  bad.  I  jLtiveTy valked  the  whole  way,  but  I  am  here  at  my  time.     KonsS 

XnTtoo  '  T  Tr^" ;  ^  tUmed  t0  Levin'  ***  to  S is  hand  too.    But  Levin,  scowling,  made  as  though  he  did  not notice  his  hand,  and  took  out  the  snipe.    "Your  honors  have een  diverting  yourselves  with  the  chase  1    What  2nd  of  bird 

. L  JSJV  ̂ j****  looking  contempt^   y 

s  heaT^     "  grcat1dellca^'  I  ̂PPose."    And  he  shook is  head  disapprovingly,   as  though  he  had   grave   doubts 'hether  this  game  were  worth  the  candle 

Wh^fr  S\!Si  g°.int0  my  Study?"  Le™  »id  in rench  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  scowling  morosely.    ' '  Go  into iy  study ;  you  can  talk  there. " 

"Quite  so,  where  you  please,"  said  Ryabinin  with  con- 
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temptuous  dignity,  as  though  wishing  to  make  it  felt  tha
t 

others  might  be  in  difficulties  as  to  how  to  behave,  but  that  he 

could  never  be  in  any  difficulty  about  anything. 

On  entering  the  study  Ryabinin  looked  about,  as  his  habit 

was,  as  though  seeking  the  holy  picture,  but  when  he  had 

found  it,  he  did  not  cross  himself.  He  scanned  the  bookcases 

and  bookshelves,  and  with  the  same  dubious  air  with  which  he 

had  regarded  the  snipe,  he  smiled  contemptuously  and  shook
 

his  head  disapprovingly,  as  though  by  no  means  willing  to 

allow  that  this  game  were  worth  the  candle. 

"Well,  have  you  brought  the  money!"  asked  Oblonsky.! 

' ' Sit  down.' ' 

"Oh,  don't  trouble  about  the  money.     I've  come  to  see  you 

to  talk  it  over. " 

"What  is  there  to  talk  over?     But  do  sit  down." 

"I  don't  mind  if  I  do,"  said  Ryabinin,  sitting  down  and 

leaning  his  elbows  on  the  back  of  his  chair  in  a  position  
of 

the  intensest  discomfort  to  himself.  "You  must  knock 
 it 

down  a  bit,  prince.  It  would  be  too  bad.  The  money
  is 

ready  conclusively  to  the  last  farthing.  As  to  paying  th
e 

money  down,  there'll  be  no  hitch  there." 

Levin,  who  had  meanwhile  been  putting  his  gun  away  in  t
he 

cupboard,  was  just  going  out  of  the  door,  but  catc
hing  thcig 

merchant's  words,  he  stopped. 

"Why  you've  got  the  forest  for  nothing  as  it  is,  he  saidjj 

<  <  He  came  to  me  too  late,  or  I  'd  have  fixed  the  price  for  him. 

Ryabinin  got  up,  and  in  silence,  with  a  smile
,  he  looked 

Levin  down  and  up.  u    .     .        , ,  , 

"Very  close  about  money  is  Konstantin  Dmitnevitch,     
he 

said  with  a  smile,  turning  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitc
h ;  "  there 

positively  no  dealing  with  him.     I  was  bargain
ing  for  some 

wheat  of  him,  and  a  pretty  price  I  offered  too. "  _       J 
"Why  should  I  give  you  my  goods  for  nothing?  I  d

idn  t 

pick  it  up  on  the  ground,  nor  steal  it  either."
 

"Mercy  on  us!  nowadays  there's  no  chance  at  all  of  s
tealing. 

With  the  open  courts  and  everything  done  in  style, 
 nowadays 

there's  no  question  of  stealing.     We  are  just  talk
ing  things 

W! 

1V( 

If 
1( 
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over  like  gentlemen.  His  excellency 's  asking  too  ̂ hfo7tS 
forest.  I  can't  make  both  ends  meet  over  it.  I  must  ask  for a  little  concession. ' ' 

"But  is  the  thing  settled  between  you  or  not?  If  it's settled,  it 's  useless  haggling ;  but  if  it 's  not, "  said  Levin  "HI buy  the  forest. "  ' 

The  smile  vanished  at  once  from  Ryabinin  's  face.    A  hawk- 
like, greedy,  cruel  expression  was  left  upon  it.    With  ranid Dony  fingers  he  unbuttoned  his  coat,  revealing  a  shirt   bronze waistcoat  buttons,  and  a  watch-chain,  and  quickly  pulled  out I  fat  old  pocketbook. 

"Here  you  are,  the  forest  is  mine,"  he  said,  crossing  him- elf  quickly,  and  holding  out  his  hand.  <  <  Take  the  money  -it's 
ay  forest.  That's  Ryabinin 's  way  of  doing  business ]  he oesn  t  haggle  over  every  halfpenny,"  he  added,  scowling  and 'avmg  the  pocketbook.  5       ■ 

''I  wouldn't  be  in  a  hurry  if  I  were  you,"  said  Levin Come,  really,"  said  Oblonsky  in  surprise,  "I've  given  mV ord,  you  know."  
8  y 

,oS  tnW6^  °?Z  1 the  r°0m'  Slamming  the  do01'    ******* oked  towards  the  door  and  shook  his  head  with  a  smile 
It  sail  youthfulness-positively  nothing  but  boyishness. ny  I  m  buying  it,  upon  my  honor,  simply,  believe  me  for e  glory  of  it,  that  Ryabinin,  and  no  one  e,se,  should  hav ought  the  copse  of  Oblonsky.    And  as  to  the  profits,  why must  make  what  God  gives.    In  God 's  name.     If  you  would pndly  sign  the  title-deed  " 

Ilf down"  h7,  th,e  merChani'  Str°king  Ms  hi%  ove™«t 
k  hk  iw  andth,001kmg  UP  his  Jaeket>  ™th  the  agreement 

wit  ntSloU'.tIef0lkS!"  ̂   SaW  t0  the  **     "The^ 

rtZwT ','  rfP°nded  the  clerk>  handing  him  the  reins  and ittomng  the  leather  apron.    "But  can  I  congratulate  you  on *e  purchase,  Mihail  Ignatitch*" 
"Well,  well.    .    .      " 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

Stefan  Arkadyevitch  went  up-stairs  with  his  pocket  
bulg- 

ing with  notes,  which  the  merchant  had  paid  him  fo
r  three 

months  in  advance.  The  business  of  the  forest  was 
 over,  the 

money  in  his  pocket;  their  shooting  had  been  ex
cellent,  and 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  in  the  happiest  frame  of 
 mmd,  and 

so  he  felt  specially  anxious  to  dissipate  the  ill-hu
mor  that  had 

come  upon  Levin.  He  wanted  to  finish  the  day  at 
 supper  as 

pleasantly  as  it  had  been  begun.  I 

Levin  certainly  was  out  of  humor,  and  in  spite 
 of  all  hia 

desire  to  be  affectionate  and  cordial  to  his  charmi
ng  visitor,  he 

could  not  control  his  mood.  The  intoxication
  of  the  news 

that  Kitty  was  not  married  had  gradually  begun  
to  work  upon 

hl  Kitty  was  not  married,  but  ill,  and  ill  from  love  for  a  manj. 
who  had  slighted  her.    This  slight,  as  it  were,  

rebounded  upon 

him     Vronsky  had  slighted  her,  and  she  ha
d  slighted  him, 

Levin.     Consequently  Vronsky  had  the  right  
to  despise  Levin 

and  therefore  he  was  his  enemy.    But  all  this
  Levin  did  no 

think  out.    He  vaguely  felt  that  there  was  
something  in  it 

insulting  to  him,  and  he  was  not  angry  no
w  at  what  had  dis- 

turbed him,  but  he  fell  foul  of  everything  that  pr
esented  itself. 

The   stupid   sale   of  the   forest,    the   fraud   
practised   upon 

Oblonsky  and  concluded  in  his  house,  exasperated 
 him  ■ 

"Well,  finished?"  he  said,  meeting  Stepan
  Arkadyevitch  ft 

up-stairs'.    "Would  you  like  supper?
"  * 

"Well,  I  wouldn't  say  no  to  it.    What  an  a
ppetite  I  get 

in  the  country !    Wonderful !    Why  didn  't  you  offer  Ryabm.fi 

something?" 

"Oh,  damn  him!"  .    '^  '  <<v 

"Still    how  you  do  treat  him!"  said  Oblonsk
y.       \* 

didn't  even  shake  hands  with  him.     W
hy  not  shake  hands  with 

^"Becanse  I  don't  shake  hands  with  a  waiter,  
and  a  waiter'.J 

a  hundred  times  better  than  he  
is." 
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"What   a  reactionist  you  are,   really!     What   about   the malgamation  of  classes?''  said  Oblonsky. 
"Any  one  who  likes  amalgamating  is  welcome  to  it,  but  it ickens  me." 

"You're  a  regular  reactionist,  I  see." 
"Really,  I  have  never  considered  what  I  am.    I  am  Kon- itantin  Levin,  and  nothing  else." 

"And  Konstantin  Levin  very  much  out  of  temper,"  said Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  smiling. 

'Yes,  I  am  out  of  temper,  and  do  you  know  why?     Be- cause—excuse  me— of  your  stupid  sale.     .     .     ." 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  frowned  good-humoredly,  like  one  who 

feels  himself  teased  and  attacked  for  no  fault  of  his  own. 
"Come,  enough  about  it!"  he  said.     "When  did  anybody >ver  sell  anything  without  being  told  immediately  after  the 

ale,  'It  was  worth  much  more'?     But  when  one  wants  to  sell 10  one  will  give  anything.     .     .     .     No,  I  see  you 've  a  grudge gainst  ttiat  unlucky  Ryabinin." 

'Maybe  I  have.     And  do  you  know  why  ?     You  '11  say  again hat  I'm  a  reactionist,  or  some  other  terrible  word;  but  all he  same  it  does  annoy  and  anger  me  to  see  on  all  sides  the 
nipoverishmg  of  the  nobility  to  which  I  belong,  and  in  spite f  the  amalgamation  of  classes,  I  'm  glad  to  belong.     And  their tnpov^nshment  is  not  due  to  extravagance-that  would  be 
othing;  living  in  good  style— that's  the  proper  thing  for 
oblemen:  it's  only  the  nobles  who  know  how  to  do  it      Now lie  peasants  about  us  buy  land,  and  I  don't  mind  that      The 
tentLeman  does  nothing,  while  the  peasant  works  and  sup- 
lants  the  idle  man.     That 's  as  it  ought  to  be.     And  I  'm  very *ad  .for  the  peasant.     But  I  do  mind  seeing  the  process  of  im- ovenshment  from  a  sort  of— I  don't  know  what  to  call  it— 
noc-ence.     Here  a  Polish  speculator  bought  for  half  its  value magnificent  estate  from  a  young  lady  who  lives  in  Nice nc*  there  a  merchant  will  get  three  acres  of  land,  worth  ten 
•a^les,  as  security  for  the  loan  of  one  rouble.     Here,  for  no 
m  of  reason,  you've  made  that  rascal  a  present  of  thirty omsand  roubles." 
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* '  Well,  what  should  I  have  done  1     Count  every  tree  f ' ' 

"Of  course,  they  must  be  counted.  You  didn't  count  them, 

but  Ryabinin  did.  Ryabinin's  children  will  have  means  of 

livelihood  and  education,  while  yours  maybe  will  not!" 

"Well,  you  must  excuse  me,  but  there's  something  mean  in 

this  counting.  We  have  our  business  and  they  have  theirs, 

and  they  must  make  their  profit.  Anyway,  the  thing's  done, 
and  there's  an  end  of  it.  And  here  come  some  poached  eggs, 

my  favorite  dish.  And  Agafea  Mihalovna  will  give  us  thattj  ̂ 

marvelous  herb-brandy.     ..."  fc 

Stepan   Arkadyevitch   sat   down   at   the   table   and  began  ̂  

joking  with  Agafea  Mihalovna,  assuring  her  that  it  was  long 

since  he  had  tasted  such  a  dinner  and  such  a  supper. 

"Well,  you  do  praise  it,  anyway,"  said  Agafea  Mihalovna, 

"but  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch,   give  him  what  you  will— a  jr 

crust  of  bread— he'll  eat  it  and  walk  away." 

Though  Levin  tried  to  control  himself,  he  was  gloomy  and 

silent.  He  wanted  to  put  one  question  to  Stepan  Arkadye- 

vitch, but  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  the  point,  and  could 

not  find  the  words  or  the  moment  in  which  to  put  it.  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch  had  gone  down  to  his  room,  undressed,  again 

washed,  and  attired  in  a  night-shirt  with  goffered  frills,  ;he  had 

got  into  bed,  but  Levin  still  lingered  in  his  room,  talking  o
f 

various  trifling  matters,  and  not  daring  to  ask  what  he  Wante
d 

to  know. 

"How  wonderfully  they  make  this  soap,"  he  said,  gaz\ng  at 

a  piece  of  soap  he  was  handling,  which  Agafea  Mihalovna
  had 

put  ready  for  the  visitor  but  Oblonsky  had  not  used. 
 "Only 

look ;  why,  it 's  a  work  of  art. ' ' 

"Yes,  everything's  brought  to  such  a  pitch  of  perfection 

nowadays,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  with  a  moist  and 

blissful  yawn.  "The  theatre,  for  instance,  and  the  entertain-
 

ments   .    .    .    a-a-a!"  he  yawned.    "  The  electric  light  ev  er^ 

where     .     .     .     a-a-a!" 

"Yes,  the  electric  light,"  said  Levin.  "Yes.  Oh,  and 

where's  Vronsky  now?"  he  asked  suddenly,  laying  down!  the 
soap. 

ril 

«1 

is 

it 



^           ANNA  KARENINA  221 

"Vronsky?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh,  checkingTiis  yawn ; '  he 's  in  Petersburg.  He  left  soon  after  you  did,  and  he 's  not >nce  been  in  Moscow  since.  And  do  you  know,  Kostya,  I'll 
;ell  you  the  truth/ '  he  went  on,  leaning  his  elbow  on  the  table, ind  propping  on  his  hand  his  handsome  ruddy  face,  in  which 
lis  moist,  good-natured,  sleepy  eyes  shone  like  stars.  "It's 
'our  own  fault.  You  took  fright  at  the  sight  of  your  rival. 
Sut,  as  I  told  you  at  the  time,  I  couldn't  say  which  had  the 
►etter  chance.  Why  didn't  you  fight  it  out?  I  told  you  at 
he  time  that  .  .  ."  He  yawned  inwardly,  without  open- tig  his  mouth. 

"Does  he  know,  or  doesn't  he,  that  I  did  make  an  offer?" 
ievin  wondered,  gazing  at  him.  "Yes,  there's  something 
umbugging,  diplomatic  in  his  face,"  and  feeling  he  was 
lushing,  he  looked  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh  straight  in  the  face ithout  speaking. 

"If  there  was  anything  on  her  side  at  that  time,  it  was othing  but  a  superficial  attraction, ' '  pursued  Oblonsky.  "His 
eing  such  a  perfect  aristocrat,  don't  you  know,  and  his  future 
osition  in  society,  had  an  influence  not  with  her,  but  with er  mother." 

Levin  scowled.  The  humiliation  of  his  rejection  stung  him 
)  the  heart,  as  though  it  were  a  fresh  wound  he  had  only  just 
iceived.  But  he  was  at  home,  and  the  walls  of  home  are  a ipport. 

'Stay,  stay,"  he  began,  interrupting  Oblonsky.  "You  talk his  being  an  aristocrat.  But  allow  me  to  ask  what  it  con- 
sts  in,  that  aristocracy  of  Vronsky  or  of  anybody  else,  beside 
hich  I  can  be  looked  down  upon?  You  consider  Vronsky 
1  aristocrat,  but  I  don't.  A  man  whose  father  crawled  up om  nothing  at  all  by  intrigue,  and  whose  mother— God 
lows  whom  she  wasn't  mixed  up  with.  ...  No,  excuse e,  but  I  consider  myself  aristocratic,  and  people  like  me,  who 
n  point  back  in  the  past  to  three  or  four  honorable  genera- 
>ns  of  their  family,  of  the  highest  degree  of  breeding  (talent 
d  intellect,  of  course  that's  another  matter),  and  have  never 
rried  favor  with  any  one,  never  depended  on  any  one  for 
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anything,  like  my  father  and  my  grandfather.  And  I  know 

many  such.  You  think  it  mean  of  me  to  count  the  trees  in  my 

forest,  while  you  make  Ryabinin  a  present  of  thirty  thousand 

but  you  get  rents  from  your  lands  and  I  don't  know  what, 

while  I  don't,  and  so  I  prize  what's  come  to  me  from  my  an- 

cestors or  been  won  by  hard  work.  ...  We  are  aristo- 

crats, and  not  those  who  can  only  exist  by  favor  of  the  power- 

ful  of  this  world,  and  who  can  be  bought  for  twopence  hal
f- 

k 

ion 

penny. ' ' 

k 

ml 

Well,  but  whom  are  you  attacking?     I  agree  with  you, 

said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  sincerely  and  genially;  though
  he 

was  aware  that  in  the  class  of  those  who  could  be  bought
  for 

twopence  halfpenny  Levin  was  reckoning  him  too
.     Levin 'J 

warmth  gave  him  genuine  pleasure.     "Whom  are  you  atta
ckj 

ing?     Though  a  good  deal  is  not  true  that  you  say  ab
out 

Vronsky,  but  I  won't  talk  about  that.     I  tell  you  stra
ight  outl 

if  I  were  you,  I  should  go  back  with  me  to  Moscow,  and  .  .  . 
   I 

<  'No-  I  don't  know  whether  you  know  it  or  not,  but  I  don  t 

care     And  I  tell  you— I  did  make  an  offer  and  was  r
ejected^! 

and  Katerina  Alexandrovna  is  nothing  now  to  me 
 but  a  pan*" 

ful  and  humiliating  reminiscence." 

1  ■  What  ever  for  ?     What  nonsense ! "  J 
"But  we  won't  talk  about  it.    Please  forgive  me,  if  1 

 vd 

been  nasty,"  said  Levin.     Now  that  he  had  opened  h
is  hearj 

he  became  as  he  had  been  in  the  morning.     "Y
ou're  not  angry 

with  me,  Stiva  ?     Please  don 't  be  angry, ' '  he  said,  and  smiling, 
he  took  his  hand.  ,   , 

"Of  course  not;  not  a  bit,  and  no  reason  to  be.    1  m  giaq 

we've  spoken  openly.     And  do  you  know,  stand-
shooting    n 

the  morning  is  usually  good-why  not  go?  
I  couldn  t  sleep 

the  night  anyway,  but  I  might  go  straight  f
rom  shooting    o 

the  station." 
"Capital." 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 

Although  all  Vronsky's  inner  life  was  absorbed  in  his  pas- on,  his  external  life  unalterably  and  inevitably  followed  along ie  old  accustomed  lines  of  his  social  and  regimental  ties  and 
iterests.  The  interests  of  his  regiment  took  an  important 
Lace  in  Vronsky's  life,  both  because  he  was  fond  of  the  regi- ent,  and  because  the  regiment  was  fond  of  him.  They  were 
ot  only  fond  of  Vronsky  in  his  regiment,  they  respected  him 
k>,  and  were  proud  of  him;  proud  that  this  man,  with  his  im- 
ense  wealth,  his  brilliant  education  and  abilities,  and  the 
ith  open  before  him  to  every  kind  of  success,  distinction,  and nbition,  had  disregarded  all  that,  and  of  all  the  interests  of 
fe  had  the  interests  of  his  regiment  and  his  comrades  nearest 
his  heart.     Vronsky  was  aware  of  his  comrades'  view  of 

m,  and  in  addition  to  his  liking  for  the  life,  he  felt  bound  to lep  up  that  reputation. 

It  need  not  be  said  that  he  did  not  speak  of  his  love  to  any his  comrades,  nor  did  he  betray  his  secret  even  in  the  wildest 
inking  bouts  (though  indeed  he  was  never  so  drunk  as  to 
se  all  control  of  himself).     And  he  shut  up  any  of  his oughtless  comrades  who  attempted  to  allude  to  his  connec- 
>n.     But  in  spite  of  that,  his  love  was  known  to  all  the  town  • 
ery  one  guessed  with  more  or  less  confidence  at  his  relations 
th  Madame  Karenina.     The  majority  of  the  younger  men vied  him  for  just  what  was  the  most  irksome  factor  in  his 
re-the  exalted  position  of  Karenina,  and  the  consequent bJicity  of  their  connection  in  society. 
The  greater  number  of  the  young  women,  who  envied  Anna 
d  had  long  been  weary  of  hearing  her  called  virtuous,  re- 
ced  at  the  fulfilment  of  their  predictions,  and  were  only 
itmg  for  a  decisive  turn  in  public  opinion  to  fall  upon  her 
h  all  the  weight  of  their  scorn.  They  were  already  making 
dy  their  handfuls  of  mud  to  fling  at  her  when  the  right 
ment  arrived.     The  greater  number  of  the  middle-aged 
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In 

people  and  certain  great  personages  were  displeased  at  the 

prospect  of  the  impending  scandal  in  society: 

Vronsky  's  mother,  on  hearing  of  his  connection,  was  at  first 

pleased  at  it,  because  nothing  to  her  mind  gave  such  a  finish, 

ing-touch  to  a  brilliant  young  man  as  a  liaison  in  the  highesj 

society ;  she  was  pleased,  too,  that  Madame  Karenina,  who  haJ 

so  taken  her  fancy,  and  had  talked  so  much  of  her  son,  was, 

after  all,  just  like  all  other  pretty  and  well-bred  women,— at 

least  according  to  the  Countess  Vronsky 's  ideas.  But  she  had 
heard  of  late  that  her  son  had  refused  a  position  offered  him 

of  great  importance  to  his  career,  simply  in  order  to  remaifl 

in  the  regiment,  where  he  could  be  constantly  seeing  Madame  * 
Karenina.  She  learned  that  great  personages  were  displeased 

with  him  on  this  account,  and  she  changed  her  opinion.  Sh{ 

was  vexed,  too,  that  from  all  she  could  learn  of  this  connection* 

it  was  not  that  brilliant,  graceful,  worldly  liaison  which  shj 
would  have  welcomed,  but  a  sort  of  Werterish,  desperai 

passion,  so  she  was  told,  which  might  well  lead  him  inl 

imprudence.  She  had  not  seen  him  since  his  abrupt  departure 

from  Moscow,  and  she  sent  her  elder  son  to  bid  him  come  ti 
see  her. 

This  elder  son,  too,  was  displeased  with  his  younger  brothel} 

He  did  not  distinguish  what  sort  of  love  his  might  be,  big  dj 

little,  passionate  or  passionless,  lasting  or  passing  (he  kept  i 

ballet-girl  himself,  though  he  was  the  father  of  a  family,  so  M 

was  not  disposed  to  be  severe  on  that  score),  but  he  knew  thl 

this  love-affair  was  viewed  with  displeasure  by  those  whom  I 

was  necessary  to  please,  and  therefore  he  did  not  approve  I 

his  brother 's  Conduct. 

Besides  the  service  and  society,  Vronsky  had  another  gre| 

interest— horses ;  he  was  passionately  fond  of  horses. 

That  year  races  and  a  steeplechase  had  been  arranged  fj 

the  officers.  Vronsky  had  put  his  name  down,  bought  a  thor 

oughbred  English  mare,  and  in  spite  of  his  love-affair,  ho  was 

looking  forward  to  the  races  with  intense,  though  reserved 
excitement.     .     .     . 

These  two  passions  did  not  interfere  with  one  another.     Ol 

ID 

II 
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,he  contrary,  he  needed  occupation  and  distraction  quite  apart 
rom  his  love,  s^o  as  to  recruit  and  rest  himself  from  the  violent 
Amotions  that  agitated  him. 

CHAPTER  XIX 

On  the  day  of  the  races  at  Krasnoe  Selo,  Vronsky  had  come 
arlier  than  usual  to  eat  beefsteak  in  the  common  mess-room 
f  the  regiment.  He  had  no  need  to  be  strict  with  himself, 
s  he  had  very  quickly  been  brought  down  to  the  required 
ight  weight;  but  still  he  had  to  avoid  gaining  flesh,  and  so 
e  eschewed  farinaceous  and  sweet  dishes.  He  sat  with  his 
oat  unbuttoned  over  a  white  waistcoat,  resting  both  elbows 
n  the  table,  and  while  waiting  for  the  steak  he  had  ordered 
e  looked  at  a  French  novel  that  lay  open  on  his  plate.  He 
'as  only  looking  at  the  book  to  avoid  conversation  with  the 
fficers  coming  in  and  out ;  he  was  thinking. 
He  was  thinking  of  Anna's  promise  to  see  him  that  day  after le  races.  But  he  had  not  seen  her  for  three  days,  and  as  her 
usband  had  just  returned  from  abroad,  he  did  not  know 
hether  she  would  be  able  to  meet  him  to-day  or  not,  and  he 
id  not  know  how  to  find  out.  He  had  had  his  last  interview 
ith  her  at  his  cousin  Betsy's  summer  villa.  He  visited  the 
areninas'  summer  villa  as  rarely  as  possible.    Now  he  wanted go  there,  and  he  pondered  the  question  how  to  do  it. 
'Of  course  I  shall  say  Betsy  has  sent  me  to  asH  whether 

_e's  coming  to  the  races.  Of  course,  I'll  go,"  he  decided, fting  his  head  from  the  book.  And  as  he  vividly  pictured 
e  happiness  of  seeing  her,  his  face  lighted  up. 
"Send  to  my  house,  and  tell  them  to  have  out  the  carriage d  three  horses  as  quick  as  they  can,"  he  said  to  the  servant, 
ho  handed  him  the  steak  on  a  hot  silver  dish,  and  moving  the sh  up  he  began  eating. 
From  the  billiard-room  next  door  came  the  sound  of  balls 
locking,  of  talk  and  laughter.    Two  officers  appeared  at  the 
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entrance-door :  one,  a  young  fellow,  with  a  feeble,  delicate  face, 

who  had  lately  joined  the  regiment  from  the  Corps  of  Pages; 

the  other,  a  plump,  elderly  officer,  with  a  bracelet  on  his  wrist, 

and  little  eyes,  lost  in  fat. 

Vronsky  glanced  at  them,  frowned,  and  looking  down  at  his 

book  as  though  he  had  not  noticed  them,  he  proceeded  to  eat 

and  read  at  the  same  time.  j 

"What?  Fortifying  yourself  for  your  work?"  said  thl 

plump  officer,  sitting  down  beside  him. 

"As  you  see,"  responded  Vronsky,  knitting  his  browse 

wiping  his  mouth,  and  not  looking  at  the  officer. 

"So  you're  not  afraid  of  getting  fat?"  said  the  latter,  turn- 
ing a  chair  round  for  the  young  officer. 

"What?"  said  Vronsky  angrily,  making  a  wry  face  of  dil 

gust,  and  showing  his  even  teeth. 

"You're  not  afraid  of  getting  fat?" 
"Waiter,  sherry!"  said  Vronsky,  without  replying,  and 

moving  the  book  to  the  other  side  of  him,  he  went  on  reading. 

The  plump  officer  took  up  the  list  of  wines  and  turned  to 

the  young  officer. 

"You  choose  what  we're  to  drink,"  he  said,  handing  him 
the  card,  and  looking  at  him. 

"Rhine  wine,  please,"  said  the  young  officer,  stealing  a 

timid  glance  at  Vronsky,  and  trying  to  pull  his  scarcely 

visible  mustache.  Seeing  that  Vronsky  did  not  turn  round, 

the  young  officer   got  up. 

"Let's  go  into  the  billiard-room,"  he  said. 

The  plump  officer  rose  submissively,  and  they  moved  towards 
the  door. 

At  that  moment  there  walked  into  the  room  the  tall  and 

well-built  Captain  Yashvin.  Nodding  with  an  air  of  lofty 

contempt  to  the  two  officers,  he  went  up  to  Vronsky. 

"Ah!  here  he  is!"  he  cried,  bringing  his  big  hand  down 

heavily  on  his  epaulet.  Vronsky  looked  round  angrily,  but 

his  face  lighted  up  immediately  with  his  characteristic  ex- 
pression of  genial  and  manly  serenity. 

"That's  it,  Alexey,"  said  the  captain,  in  his  loud  baritone. 

"I 

ft 

»y 

I 
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'You  must  just  eat  a  mouthful,  now,  and  drink  only  one  tinv lass."  
' 

"Oh,  I'm  not  hungry." 

'There  go  the  inseparables,"  Yashvin  dropped,  glancing areastically  at  the  two  officers  who  were  at  that  instant  leav- 
ag  the  room.  And  he  bent  his  long  legs,  swathed  in  tight lding-breeches,  and  sat  down  in  the  chair,  too  low  for  him  so hat  his  knees  were  cramped  up  in  a  sharp  angle. 
"Why  didn't  you  turn  up  at  the  Red  Theatre  yesterday? Jumerova  wasn  't  at  all  bad.     Where  were  you  ?  " 
"I  was  late  at  the  Tverskoys',"  said  Vronsky. "Ah!"  responded  Yashvin. 
Yashvin,  a  gambler  and  a  rake,  a  man  not  merely  without oral  principles,   but  of  immoral  principles,   Yashvin  was 
ronsky  s  greatest  friend  in  the  regiment.     Vronsky  liked im   both  for  his   exceptional   physical   strength,   which   he 
wwed  for  the  most  part  by  being  able  to  drink  like  a  fish  and 
o  without  sleep  without  being  in  the  slightest  degree  affected 
Y  it;  and  for  his  great  strength  of  character,  which  he  showed 
i  his  relations  with  his  comrades  and  superior  officers,  com- anding  both  fear  and  respect,  and  also  at  cards,  when  he 
ould  play  for  tens  of  thousands,  and  however  much  he  might ive  drunk,  always  with  such  skill  and  decision,  that  he  was 
atoned  the  best  player  in  the  English  Club.     Vronsky  re- 

Str      ?°?    f hViD  Particularly  be<*use  he  felt  Yashvin 
n ,rf  nf  Tu  I™  S  uame  and  his  mone>r'  but  for  "imself. nd  of  all  men  he  was  the  only  one  with  whom  Vronsky  would tve  hked  to  speak  of  his  love.  He  felt  that  Yashvin,  in  spite his  apparent  contempt  for  every  sort  of  feeling,  was  the ly  man  who  could,  so  he  fancied,  comprehend  the  intense 

Sin  tWT  T  Med  hiS  Wh°Ie  life-    M<™ •  "e  felt 
rtain  that  Yashvm,  as  it  was,  took  no  delight  in  gossip  and 
ewlf,  ,mtTf6d  MS  feding  ri^'  «»*  *  to  say, 

stTme  bnttrettthat  *"  PaSSi°n  WaS  n0t  a  ̂   *  * stime,  but  something  more  serious  and  important 

Ir7t£  if^1*  Tkm  t0  Mm  °f  his  Passion>  b«t  he  W 'are  that  he  knew  all  about  it,  and  that  he  put  the  right 
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iaterpretatMm  on  it,  and  "he  was  glad  to  se
e  that  in  his 

"Ah'  yes,"  he  said,  to  the  announcement  that  Vronsky 
 had 

been  at  the  Tverskoys' ;  and  his  black  eyes  shining,  he  plucked 

at  his  left  mustache,  and  began  twisting  it  i
nto  his  mouth,  a 

bad  habit  he  had.  ,1 

"Well,  and  what  did  you  do  yesterday?    Win
  anything? 

asked  Vronsky.  ,  , 

"Eight  thousand.    But  three  don't  count;  he
  won  t  pay 

UP"Oh,  then  you  can  afford  to  lose  over  me,"  said  Vron
sky, 

laughing.     (Yashvin  had  betted  heavily 
 on  Vronsky  m  the 

ra"No  chance  of  my  losing.    Mahotin's  the  only  one
  that'* 

rf  And  the  conversation  passed  to  forecasts  of  the  coming  racej 
the  onlv  thing  Vronsky  could  think  of  ju

st  now. 

'  "Come  along,  I've  finished,"  said  Vronsky,  and  get
ting  up 

he  went  to  the  door.    Yashvin  got  up
  too,  stretching  his  loni 

^SS&S:..  to  dine,  but  I  must  have  a  dri
nk" 

I'll  come along  directly.  Hi,  wine!"  he  shouted  ,n ̂  ̂  

voice,  that  always  rang  out  so  loudly  at 
 dnll,  and  set  t  j windows  shaking  now.  .  n-  .„,,.    „f1pJ 

"No,    all    right,"   he   shouted   again  
 immediately    aitel 

"You're  going  home,  so  I'll  go  with  yo
u." 

And  he  walked  out  with  Vronsky. 

VI 

]] 

CHAPTER  XX 



  ANNA  KARENINA  229 

the  partition  and  giving  Petritsky,  who  was  lying  with  ruffled hair  and  with  his  nose  in  the  pillow,  a  prod  on  the  shoulder. 
I  etntsky  jumped  up  suddenly  onto  his  knees  and  looked round. 

"Your  brother's  been  here,"  he  said  'to- Vronsky.  -He aked  me  up,  damn  him,  and  said  he'd  look  in  again  "  And 
pulling  up  the  rug  he  flung  himself  back  on  the  pillow  < '  Oh 
lo  shut  up,  Yashvin!"  he  said,  getting  furious  with  Yashvin vho  was  pulling  the  rug  off  him.  " Shut  up!"  He  turned 
)ver  and  opened  his  eyes.  -You'd  better  tell  me  what  to Irmk ;  such  a  nasty  taste  in  my  mouth,  that     .  '•  > 

"Brandy's     better     than     anything,"     boomed '  Yashvin lereshtchenko!  brandy  for  your  master  and  cucumbers  »  he 
houted,  obviously  taking  pleasure  in  the  sound  of  his  own roice. 

"Brandy  do  you  think?    Eh?"  queried  Petritsky,  blinking nd  rubbing  his  eyes.    "And  you'll  drink  something?    All 

IrlnH  "s^Pt  >ar  a  dl'ink  t0gCther!  Vl'0nsk^  have  a rnik?  said  Petritsky,  getting  up  and  wrapping  the  tiger- 
kin  rug  round  him.  He  went  to  the  door  of  the  partition all,  ra,sed  his  hands,  and  hummed  in  French,  "There  was  a 
mg  in  Thule."    "  Vronsky,  will  you  have  a  drink!" 

andJd  £.       ̂   ̂^^^^  PUtthlg  °U  the  COat  his  valet 
"Where  are  you  off  to?"  asked  Yashvin.    "Oh,  here  are* our  three  horses,"  he  added,  seeing  the  carriage  drive  up. 

f^^^SX^T. got  t0  see  Brya,lsky'  too> ^  ̂  
Vronsky  had  as  a  fact  promised  to  call  at  Bryansky's  some gh  miles  from  Peterhof,  and  to  bring  him  some  money IT r  some  horses;  and  he  hoped  to  have  time  to  get  ̂hat  in 

I  going  there  "**  "  T,  aTO*  that  he  was  not 

J'JJ'  St!U  b™™^,  winked  and  made  a  pout  with  his 

Jansky  "Ug  ̂   ""   "°h'   yeS>   We  kn™   *» 
"Mind  you're  not  late ! ' '  was  Yashvin 's  only  comment ;  and 
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ii, 

k 

to  change  the  conversation:  " How's  my  roan?  is  he  doing  all 

right?"  he  inquired,  looking  out  of  the  window  at  the  middle 

one  of  the  three  horses,  which  he  had  sold  Vronsky. 

"Stop!"  cried  Petritsky  to  Vronsky  as  he  was  just  going; 

out.  ' '  Your  brother  left  a  letter  and  a  note  for  you.  Wait  a 

bit;  where  are  they?" 
Vronsky  stopped.  al 

*  <  Well,  where  are  they  ?  " 

"Where  are  they  ?    That's  just  the  question!"  said  Petritsky! 

solemnly,  moving  his  forefinger  upwards  from  his  nose. 

< '  Come,  tell  me ;  this  is  silly ! ' '  said  Vronsky  smiling. 
< '  I  have  not  lighted  the  fire.     Here  somewhere  about. 

< '  Come,  enough  fooling !     Where  is  the  letter  ? " 
"No,  I've  forgotten  really.     Or  was  it  a  dream?     Wait  a 

bit,  wait  a  bit !     But  what's  the  use  of  getting  in  a  rage.     U 

you'd  drunk  four  bottles  yesterday  as  I  did  you'd  forget  where 

you  were  lying.     Wait  a  bit,  I  '11  remember 
! " 

Petritsky  went  behind  the  partition  and  lay  down  on  his  bedj 

"Wait  a  bit!    This  was  how  I  was  lying,  and  this  was  ho^ 

he  was  standing.     Yes— yes— yes.     .     .     .     Here  it 
 is !  "-and 

Petritsky  pulled  a  letter  out  from  under  the  mattress,
  wheil 

he  had  hidden  it. 

Vronsky  took  the  letter  and  his  brother's  note.  It  was
  the 

letter  he  was  expecting— from  his  mother,  reproachi
ng  him 

•for  not  having  been  to  see  her— and  the  note  was  from 
 hw 

brother  to  say  that  he  must  have  a  little  talk  
with  him. 

Vronsky  knew  that  it  was  all  about  the  same  thing.
  W  nal 

business  is  it  of  theirs!"  thought  Vronsky,  and  crumpling
  ut 

the  letters  he  thrust  them  between  the  buttons  of  hi
s  coat  so 

as  to  read  them  carefully  on  the  road.  In  the  porch 
 of  t* 

hut  he  was  met  by  two  officers ;  one  of  his  regiment  and  one  o 
another.  J 

Vronsky 's  quarters  were  always  a  meeting-place  tor  ail  t| officers. 

"Where  are  you  off  to?" 

1 '  I  must  go  to  Peterhof . ' ' 

"Has  the  mare  come  from  Tsarskoe?" 
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"Yes,  but  I've  not  seen  her  yet." 
"They  say  Mahotin's  Gladiator's  lame." 
"Nonsense!     But  however  are  you  going  to  race  in  this md?"  said  the  other. 

"Here  are  my  saviors!"  cried  Petritsky,  seeing  them  come i.     Before  him  stood  the  orderly  with  a  tray  of  brandy  and 
Uted  cucumbers.     "Here's  Yashvin  ordering  me  to  drink  a ck-me-up. ' ' 

"Well,  you  did  give  it  to  us  yesterday,"  said  one  of  those 
ho  had  come  in;  -you  didn't  let  us  get  a  wink  of  sleep  all 

Oh,   didn't  we  make  a  pretty  finish!"  said  Petritsky Volkov  climbed  onto  the  roof  and  began  telling  us  how  sad 
J  was.    I  said:  ' Let's  have  music,  the  funeral  march!'    He- lrly  dropped  asleep  on  the  roof  over  the  funeral  march." 
" Drink  it  up;  you  positively  must  drink  the  brandy,  and en  seltzer  water  and  a  lot  of  lemon,"  said  Yashvin,  standing 
er  Petritsky  like  a  mother  making  a  child  take  medicine, md  then  a  little  champagne— just  a  small  bottle. " 

"Come   there's  some  sense  in  that.     Stop  a  bit,  Vronsky e'll  all  have  a  drink."  J 

No;  good-bye  all  of  you.     I 'm  not  going  to  drink  to-day. ' » Why   are  you  gaining  weight?    All  right,  then  we  must ve  it  alone.     Give  us  the  seltzer  water  and  lemon  " 
^  Vronsky !"  shouted  some  one  when  he  was  already  outside. 

'You'd  better  get  your  hair  cut,  it'll  weigh  you  down, >ecially  at  the  top." 

Vronsky  was  in  fact  beginning,  prematurely,  to  get  a  little 
Id.     He  laughed  gaily,  showing  his  even  teeth,  and  pulling 
cap  over  the  thin  place,  went  out  and  got  into  his  carriage 
lo  the  stables!"  he  said,  and  was  just  pulling  out  the ;ers  to  read  them  through,  but  he  thought  better  of  it,  and off  reading  them  so  as  not  to  distract  his  attention  before king  at  the  mare.    ' '  Later ! ' ' 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

The  temporary  stable,  a  wooden  shed,  had  been  put  up  close  n 

to  the  race-course,  and  there  his  mare  was  to  have  been  taken 

the  previous  day.     He  had  not  yet  seen  her  there. 

During  the  last  few  days  he  had  not  ridden  her  out  foj 

exercise  himself,  but  had  put  her  in  the  charge  of  the  trainer, 

and  so  now  he  positively  did  not  know  in  what  condition  his 

mare  had  arrived  yesterday  and  was  to-day.  He  had  scarcely 

got  out  of  his  carriage  when  his  groom,  the  so-called  "stablef 
boy, ' '  recognizing  the  carriage  some  Avay  off,  called  the  trainer. 

A  dry-looking  Englishman,  in  high  boots  and  a  short  jacket, 

.clean  shaven,  except  for  a  tuft  below  his  chin,  came  to  meel 

him,  walking  with  the  uncouth  gait  of  a  jockey,  turning  hisf 
elbows  out  and  swaying  from  side  to  side. 

"Well,  how's  Frou-Frou?"  Vronsky  asked  in  English. 

"All  right,  sir,"  the  Englishman's  voice  responded  some-b 

where  in  the  inside  of  his  throat.     "Better  not  go  in,"  he 

added,  touching  his  hat.    "I've  put  a  muzzle  on  her,  and  the 

mare's  fidgety.    Better  not  go  in,  it'll  excite  the  mare." 

"No,  I'm  going  in.     I  want  to  look  at  her." 

"Come  along,  then,"  said  the  Englishman,  frowning,  andi 

speaking  with  his  mouth  shut,  and,  with  swinging  elbows,  W 

went  on  in  front  with  his  disjointed  gait. 

They  went  into  the  little  yard  in  front  of  the  shed.  A 

stable-boy,  spruce  and  smart  in  his  holiday  attire,  met  them 

with  a  broom  in  his  hand,  and  followed  them.  In  the  shed 

there  were  five  horses  in  their  separate  stalls,  and  Vronsky 

knew  that  his  chief  rival,  Gladiator,  a  very  tall  chestnut  horsfl 

had  been  brought  there,  and  must  be  standing  among  them, 

Even  more  than  his  mare,  Vronsky  longed  to  see  Gladiator, 

whom  he  had  never  seen.  But  he  knew  that  by  the  etiquette 

of  the  race-course  it  was  not  merely  impossible  for  him  to  sep 

the  horse,  but  improper  even  to  ask  questions  about  hijji. 

Just  as  he  was  passing  along  the  passage,  the  boy  opened  thr 

door  into  the  second  horse-box  on  the  left,  and  Vronsky  caught 
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glimpse  of  a  big  ohestnut  horse  with  white  legs.   llelmew 
that  this  was  tor,  but,  with  the  feeling  of  a  man  turning 
away  from  tlv  sight  of  another  man's  open  letter,  he  turned 
-ound  and  m  i  nto  Frou-Frou  's  stall. 
"Thehors;  re  belonging  to  Mak     .     .     .     Mak 
never  can  he  name,"  said  the  Englishman,  over  his 

houlder,   pi  g  his   big  finger   and  dirty  nail   towards 
Radiator's 

'  |  Mahotin        fas,  he 's  my  most  serious  rival, ' '  said  Vronsky. 
"If  you    ,ure  riding  him/'  said  the  Englishman,  "I'd  bet >n  you." 

" Frou-Frou h  more  nervous;  he's  stronger,"  said  Vronsky, milmg  at  the  compliment  to  his  riding. 

"In  a  steeplechase  it  all  depends  on  riding  and  on  pluck  " aid  the  Englishman. 

Of  pluck—that  is,  energy  and  courage— Vronsky  did  not lerely  fed  hat  he  had  enough;  what  was  of  far  more  im- 
ortanr*  vas  firmly  convinced  that  no  one  in  the  world 
ould  h;  ore  of  this  "pluck"  than  he  had. 
"Don't  you  think  I  want  more  thinning  down?" 
"Oh,  r  'answered  the  Englishman.  "Please,  don't  speak »ud.  1  mare's  fidgety,"  he  added,  nodding  towards  the oi  se-b  before  which  they  were  standing,  and  from  which n  sound  of  restless  stamping  in  the  straw. 
lie  pened  the  door,  and  Vronsky  went  into  the  horse-box, i  uted  by  one  little  window.     In  the  horse-box  stood 
dark  bay  mare,  with  a  muzzle  on,  picking  at  the  fresh  straw 
ith  her  hoofs.     Looking  round  him  in  the  twilight  of  the 
rse-^ox,  Vronsky  unconsciously  took  in  once  more  in  a  com- 
?eheiisive  glance  all  the  points  of  his  favorite  mare.  Frou- 
rou  was  a  beast  of  medium  size,  not  altogether  free  from 
proach,  from  a  breeder's  point  of  view.  She  was  small- 
med  all  over ;  though  her  chest  was  extremely  prominent  in 
out,  it  was  narrow.  Her  hind-quarters  were  a  little  droop- 
g:  and  in  her  fore-legs,  and  still  more  in  her  hind-legs,  there 
as  a  noticeable  curvature.  The  muscles  of  both  hind  and 
re  legs  were  not  very  thick;  but  across  her  shoulders  the 
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mare  was  exceptionally  broad,  a  peculiarity  specially  striking 

now  that  she  was  lean  from  training.     The  bones  of  her  leg 

below  the  knees  looked  no  thicker  than  a  finger  from  in  front, 

but  were  extraordinarily  thick  seen  from  the  side.     She  looked 

altogether,  except  across  the  shoulders,  as  it  were  pinched  in 

at  the  sides  and  pressed  out  in  depth.     But  she  had  in  the 

highest  degree  the  quality  that  makes  all  defects  forgotten: 

that  quality  was  blood,  the  blood  that  tells,  as  the  English 

expression  has  it.     The  muscles  stood  up  sharply  under  the 

network  of  sinews,  covered  with  the  delicate,  mobile  skin,  as 

soft  as  satin,  and  they  were  hard  as  bone.     Her  clean-cut  head, 

with  prominent,  bright,  spirited  eyes,  broadened  out  at  the 

open  nostrils,  that  showed  the  red  blood  in  the  cartilage  within. 

About  all  her  figure,  and  especially  her  head,  there  was  a 

certain  expression  of  energy,  and,  at  the  same  time,  of  soft- 
ness.    She  was  one  of  those  creatures  which  seem  only  not  tri 

speak  because  the  mechanism  of  their  mouth  does  not  allow 
them  to. 

To  Vronsky,  at  any  rate,  it  seemed  that  she  understood  all 

he  felt  at  that  moment,  looking  at  her. 

Directly  Vronsky  went  towards  her,  she  drew  in  a  deej 

breath,  and,  turning  back  her  prominent  eye  till  the  whil 

looked  bloodshot,  she  started  at  the  approaching  figures  from 

the  opposite  side,  shaking  her  muzzle,  and  shifting  lightly  from 
one  leg  to  the  other. 

'  'There,  you  see  how  fidgety  she  is,"  said  the  Englishman,   i 

"There,  darling!  There!"  said  Vronsky,  going  up  to  thl 
mare  and  speaking  soothingly  to  her. 

But  the  nearer  he  came,  the  more  excited  she  grew.  Only 

when  he  stood  by  her  head,  she  was  suddenly  quieter,  while  the 

muscles  quivered  under  her  soft,  delicate  coat.  Vronsky  patted 

her  strong  neck,  straightened  over  her  sharp  withers  a  stray 

lock  of  her  mane  that  had  fallen  on  the  other  side,  and  moved 

his  face  near  her  dilated  nostrils,  transparent  as  a  bat's  wing. 
She  drew  a  loud  breath  and  snorted  out  through  her  tense 

nostrils,  started,  pricked  up  her  sharp  ear,  and  put  out  her 

strong,  black  lip  towards  Vronsky,  as  though  she  woulc.  nip 
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told  of  his  sleeve.  But  remembering  the  mu^zleT^hT^k 
t  and  again  began  restlessly  stamping  one  after  the  other  her hapely  legs. 

"Quiet,  darling,  quiet!"  he  said,  patting  her  again  over  her und-quarters;  and  with  a  glad  sense  that  his  mare  was  in  the est  possible  condition,  he  went  out  of  the  horse-box. 
The  mare's  excitement  had  infected  Vronsky.  He  felt  that is  heart  was  throbbing,  and  that  he,  too,  like  the  mare,  longed o  move,  to  bite;  it  was  both  dreadful  and  delicious. 

"Well,  I  rely  on  you,  then,"  he  said  to  the  Englishman- half-past  six  on  the  ground." 

;'A11  right,"  said  the  Englishman.  "Oh,  where  are  you 
omg,  my  lord?"  he  asked  suddenly,  using  the  title  "my >rd,     which  he  had  scarcely  ever  used  before. 
Vronsky  in  amazement  raised  his  head,  and  stared,  as  he 
new  how  to  stare,  not  into  the  Englishman's  eyes,  but  at  his 
)rehead,  astounded  at  the  impertinence  of  his  question  But 
sahzing  that  in  asking  this  the  Englishman  had  been  looking 
■•him  not  as  an  employer,  but  as  a  jockey,  he  answered : I  ve  got  to  go  to  Bryansky's;  I  shall  be  home  within  an )ur. 

How  often  I'm  asked  that  question  to-day!"  he  said  to mself  and  he  blushed,  a  thing  which  rarely  happened  to 
m  The  Englishman  looked  gravely  at  him ;  and,  as  though J  too,  knew  where  Vronsky  was  going,  he  added: 
The  great  thing's  to  keep  quiet  before  a  race,"  said  he- don  t  get  out  of  temper  or  upset  about  anything  " 
All  right  "  answered  Vronsky,  smiling;  and  jumping  into s  carriage,  he  told  the  man  to  drive  to  Peterhof 

Before  he  had  driven  many  paces  away,  the  dark  clouds  that id  been  threatening  rain  all  day  broke,  and  there  was  a >avy  downpour  of  rain. 

"What  a  pity!"  thought  Vronsky,  putting  up  the  roof  of e  carriage  "It  was  muddy  before,  now  it  will  be  a  perfect 'amp.  As  he  sat  in  solitude  in  the  closed  carriage,  he  took t  his  mother's  letter  and  his  brother's  note,  and  read  them rough. 
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Yes,  it  was  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again.  Every  one, 

his  mother,  his  brother,  every  one  thought  fit  to  interfere  ini 

the  affairs  of  his  heart.  This  interference  aroused  in  him  a 

feeling  of  angry  hatred— a  feeling  he  had  rarely  known  before. 

"What  business  is  it  of  theirs?  Why  does  everybody  feel 

called  upon  to  concern  himself  about  me?  And  why  do  they 

worry  me  so?  Just  because  they  see  that  this  is  something 

they  can't  understand.  If  it  were  a  common,  vulgar,  worldly 

intrigue,  they  would  have  left  me  alone.  They  feel  that  this 

is  something  different,  that  this  is  not  a  mere  pastime,  that 

this  woman  is  dearer  to  me  than  life.  And  this  is  incompre- 

hensible, and  that's  why  it  annoys  them.  Whatever  our 

destiny  is  or  may  be,  we  have  made  it  ourselves,  and  we  do  not 

complain  of  it,"  he  said,  in  the  word  we  linking  himself  with 

Anna.  "No,  they  must  needs  teach  us  how  to  live.  They 

haven't  an  idea  of  what  happiness  is;  they  don't  know  thai 

without  our  love,  for  us  there  is  neither  happiness  nor  un
J 

happiness— no  life  at  all, ' '  he  thought. 

He  was  angry  with  all  of  them  for  their  interferen
ce  just: 

because  he  felt  in  his  soul  that  they,  all  these  people,  w
ere 

right.  He  felt  that  the  love  that  bound  him  to  Anna  
was  not 

a  momentary  impulse,  which  would  pass,  as  worldl
y  intrigues 

do  pass,  leaving  no  other  traces  in  the  life 
 of  either  but 

pleasant  or  unpleasant  memories.  He  felt  all  
the  torture  of 

his  own  and  her  position,  all  the  difficulty  there  w
as  for  then! 

conspicuous  as  they  were  in  the  eye  of  all  the  
world,  m  con- 

cealing  their  love,  in  lying  and  deceiving;  and  
in  lying,  de- 

ceiving, feigning,  and  continually  thinking  of  others
,  when 

the  passion  that  united  them  was  so  intense  
that  they  were 

both  oblivious  of  everything  else  but  their  love. 

He  vividly  recalled  all  the  constantly  recurring
  instances  of 

inevitable  necessity  for  lying  and  deceit,  which 
 were  so  against 

his  natural  bent.*  He  recalled  particularly  vi
vidly  the  shame 

he  had  more  than  once  detected  in  her  at 
 this  necessity  for 

lying  and  deceit.  And  he  experienced  the  
strange  feeling  that 

had  sometimes  come  upon  him  since  his  sec
ret  love  for  Anna. 

This  was  a  feeling  of  loathing  for  something-
whether  f| 

: 
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Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  or  for  himself,  or  for  the  whole  world, 
he  could  not  have  said.  But  he  always  drove  away  this  strange 
feeling.  Now,  too,  he  shook  it  off  and  continued  the  thread 
pf  his  thoughts. 

'Yes,  she  was  unhappy  before,  but  proud  and  at  peace ;  and bow  she  cannot  be  at  peace,  and  feel  secure  in  her  dignity, 
hough  she  does  not  show  it.  Yes,  we  must  put  an  end  to  it/' le  decided. 

And  for  the  first  time  the  idea  clearly  presented  itself  that 
t  was  essential  to  put  an  end  to  this  false  position,  and  the 
ooner  the  better.  <  <  Throw  up  everything,  she  and  I,  and  hide urselves  somewhere  alone  with  our  love, ' '  he  said  to  himself. 

CHAPTER  XXII 

The  rain  did  not  last  long,  and  by  the  time  Vronsky  arrived, 
is  shaft-horse  trotting  at  full  speed,  and  dragging  the  trace- 
orses  galloping  through  the  mud,  with  their  reins  hanging )ose,  the  sun  had  peeped  out  again,  the  roofs  of  the  summer 
lllas  and  the  old  lime-trees  in  the  gardens  on  both  sides  of 
ie  principal  streets  sparkled  with  wet  brilliance,  and  from  the 
tvigs  came  a  pleasant  drip  and  from  the  roofs  rushing  streams 
f  water.     He  thought  no  more  of  the  shower  spoiling  the 
ace-course,  but  was  rejoicing  now  that— thanks  to  the  rain— 
e  would  be  sure  to  find  her  at  home  and  alone,  as  he  knew 
lat  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  who  had  lately  returned  from  a 
>reign  watering-place,  had  not  moved  from  Petersburg. 
Hoping  to  find  her  alone,  Vronsky  alighted,  as  he  always 
d,  to  avoid  attracting  attention,  before  crossing  the  bridge, 
id  walked  to  the  house.    He  did  not  go  up  the  steps  to  the reet  door,  but  went  into  the  court. 

"Has  your  master  come?"  he  asked  a  gardener. 
"No,  sir.     The  mistress  is  at  home.     But  will  you  please  go the  front  door;  there  are  servants  there,"  the  gardener 
swered.     <  <  They  '11  open  the  door. ' ' 
"No,  I'll  go  in  from  the  garden." 
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And  feeling  satisfied  that  she  was  alone,  and  wanting  to 

take  her  by  surprise,  since  he  had  not  promised  to  be  there 

to-day,  and  she  would  certainly  not  expect  him  to  come  before 

the  races,  he  walked,  holding  his  sword  and  stepping  cautiously 

over  the  sandy  path,  bordered  with  flowers,  to  the  terrace  that 

looked  out  upon  the  garden.    Vronsky  forgot  now  all  that  he 

had  thought  on  the  way  of  the  hardships  and  difficulties  of 

their  position.    He  thought  of  nothing  but  that  he  would  see 

her  directly,  not  in  imagination,  but  living,  all  of  her,  as  she 

was  in  reality.    He  was  just  going  in,  stepping  on  his  whole  i 

foot  so  as  not  to  creak,  up  the  worn  steps  of  the  terrace,  when" 

he  suddenly  remembered  what  he  always  forgot,  and  what") 

caused  the  most  torturing  side  of  his  relations  with  her,  her  son  i 

with  his  questioning— hostile,  as  he  fancied— eyes. 

This  boy  was  more  often  than  any  one  else  a  check  upon" 

their  freedom.    When  he  was  present,  both  Vronsky  and  Anna 

did  not  merely  avoid  speaking  of  anything  that  they  could  not  * 

have  repeated  before  every  one;   they  did  not  even  allow)! 

themselves  to  refer  by  hints  to  anything  the  boy  did  not 

understand.    They  had  made  no  agreement  about  this,  it  had  il 

settled  itself.    They  would  have  felt  it  wounding  themselves  to  i 

deceive  the  child.    In  his  presence  they  talked  like  acquaint-: 

ances.     But  in  spite  of  this  caution,  Vronsky  often  saw  the! 

child's  intent,  bewildered  glance  fixed  upon  him,  and  a  strange 

shyness,  uncertainty,  at  one  time  friendliness,  at  another,  cold- 

ness  and  reserve,  in  the  boy's  manner  to  him;  as  though  the 

child  felt  that  between  this  man  and  his  mother  there  existed 

some  important  bond,  the  significance  of  which  he  could  nJ 
understand. 

As  a  fact  the  boy  did  feel  that  he  could  not  understaij 
this  relation,  and  he  tried  painfully,  and  was  not  able  to  make 

clear  to  himself  what  feeling  he  ought  to  have  for  this  man. 

With  a  child's  keen  instinct  for  every  manifestation  of  feeling, 

he  saw  distinctly  that  his  father,  his  governess,  his  nurse —all 

did  not  merely  dislike  Vronsky,  but  looked  on  him  with  horror 

and  aversion,  though  they  never  said  anything  about  hii| 
while  his  mother  looked  on  him  as  her  greatest  friend. 
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him?    If  I  don't  know,  it's  my  fault;  either  I'm  stupid  or  a naughty  boy,"  thought  the  ehild.    And  this  was  whafeaused *is  dubious  inquiring,  sometimes  hostile,  expression,  and  the 
jhyness  and  uncertainty  which  Vronsky  found  so  irksome his  child  s  presence  always  and  infallibly  called  up  in  Vron- :ky  that  strange  feeling  of  inexplicable  loathing  which  he  had experienced  of  late.    This  child's  presence  called  up  both  to ^onsky  and  m  Anna  a  feeling  akin  to  the  feeling  of  a  sailor vho  sees  by  the  compass  that  the  direction  in  which  he  I 
swiftly  moving  is  far  from  the  right  one,  but  that  to  arrest  his .lotion  is  not  in  his  power,  that  every  instant  is  carrying  him urther  and  further  away,  and  that  to  admit  to  himseff  hfa leviation  from  the  right  direction  is  the  same  as  admitting is  certain  ruin.  

u™6 

This  child,  with  his  innocent  outlook  upon  life,  was  the ompass  that  showed  them  the  point  to  which  they  had  de arted  from  what  they  knew,  but  did  not  want  to  know 
This  Ume  Seryozha  was  not  at  home,  and  she  was  completely me.    She  was  sitting  on  the  terrace  waiting  for  the  return 

ie  ram.    She  had  sent  a  manservant  and  a  maid  out  to  look 

a's XL, "  E  7hite  g°Wn'  d6eply  embroidered,  he as  sitting  ma  corner  of  the  terrace  behind  some  flowers  and 
d  not  hear  him.    Bending  her  curly  black  head,  ZTr'eS 

rrap:rtaendbo?haihSt  f  "fr******  ̂   ̂  ?on  t  e irapet,  and  both  her  lovely  hands,  with  the  rings  he  knew  so 

S  I ,  PeVhi?  \0t  The  beaUt^  of  her  w  JJ  figure  h  ° fed,  her  neck,  her  hands,  struck  Vronsky  every  time  as  some 

:tagsvneVutddunextrcr- He  stood  **  ££«£% 
areTto  her  sh  y     *  ̂   haVe  Made  a  steP  «°  «™> 

iterLl  not  a  7aS  ̂ T  °f  his  Presence'  Pushed  away  the 
-mg;P \       tUmed  her  flllshed  face  towards  him. 
What  s  the  matter?    You  are  ill?  "  he  said  to  hPr  » 

eneh    going  up  to  her.     He  would  have  run  to  her    but 

CSTb^  ̂ r  "^  be  SPeCtat°rS'  he  ̂̂ und Ivards  the  balcony  door,  and  reddened  a  little,  as  he  alwavs 
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reddened,  *eiang  that  be  had  to  be  afraid  and  be 
 on  his  j 

guard.  ,  ,  . 

"No;  I'm  quite  well,"  she  said,  getting  up  and  pressing  h
is 

outstretched  hand  tightly.    "  I  did  not  expect    .    .    .    th
ee. 

"Mercy!  what  cold  hands!"  he  said. 

"You  startled  me,"  she  said.  "I'm  alone,  and  expec
ting 

Seryozh'a ;  he 's  out  for  a  walk ;  they  '11  come  in  from  this  side. 

But,   in  spite  of  her  efforts  to  be  calm,  her  
lips  were 

quivering.  .  ,    i 

"Forgive  me  for  coming,  but  I  couldn't  pass  the  day  with-  
p 

out  seeing  you,"  he  went  on,  speaking  French,  as  he  alw
ays f( 

did  to  avoid  using  the  stiff  Russian  plural  form,  so  impo
ssibly  p 

frigid  between  them,  and  the  dangerously  intimat
e  singular. 

' '  Forgive  you  ?    I  'm  so  glad ! " 

"But  you're  ill  or  worried,"  he  went  on,  not  letting  go  h
er 

hands  and  bending  over  her.    "What  were  you 
 thinking  of? 

' '  Always  of  the  same  thing, ' '  she  said,  with  a  smile.  , 

She  spoke  the  truth.    If  ever  at  any  moment  s
he  had  beeo, 

asked  what  she  was  thinking  of, she  could  have  a
nswered  truly:; 

of  the  same  thing,  of  her  happiness  and  her  unh
appmess.    bt* 

was  thinking,  just  when  he  came  upon  her,  o
f  this:  why  was, 

it,  she  wondered,  that  to  others,  to  Betsy 
 (she  knew  of  her 

secret  connection  with  Tushkevitch)  it  was 
 all  easy,  while  tc 

her  it  was  such  torture?    To-day  his  thoug
ht  gained  special, 

poignancy  from  certain  other  considerat
ions.    She  asked  hiin 

about  the  races.    He  answered  her  questions
,  and   seeing  tM 

she  was  agitated,  trying  to  calm  her,  h
e  began  telling  her! 

the  simplest  tone  the  details  of  his  prepar
ations  for  the  race* 

"Tell  him  or  not  tell  him?"  she  thought,  
looking  into  hi 

quiet,  affectionate  eyes.    "He  is  so  happy
,  so. abso  rbod  in  h» 

races  that  he  won't  understand  as  he  ough
t,  he  won  t  undei 

stand  all  the  gravity  of  this  fact  to  us.
"  1 

"But  you  haven't  told  me  what  you  were  thinking
  of  whj 

I  came  in,"  he  said,  interrupting  his  narrati
ve;     please,  t« 

"she  did  not  answer,  and,  bending  her  he
ad  a  little,  sh. 

looked  inquiringly  at  him  from  under
  her  brows,  her  e* 
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shining  under  their  long  lashes.    Her  hand  shook  as  it  played with  a  leaf  she  had  picked.  He  saw  it,  and  his  face  expressed that  utter  subjection,  that  slavish  devotion,  which  had  done  so much  to  win  her. 

"I  see  something  has  happened.  Do  you  suppose  I  can  be at  peace  knowing  you  have  a  trouble  I  am  not  sharing?  Tell me,  for  God 's  sake, ' '  he  repeated  imploringly 
"Yes;  I  shan't  be  able  to  forgive  him  if  he  does  not  realize 
U2?»T2  £  *etternot  tell=  ̂   P*  him  to  the pi  oof  ?  she  thought,  still  staring  at  him  in  the  same  way,  and 
jeelmg  the  hand  that  held  the  leaf  was  trembling  more  and 

;;For  God's  sake!"  he  repeated,  taking  her  hand. Shall  I  tell  you?" 
"Yes,  yes,  yes    .    .    ." 

"I'm  with  child,"  she  said,  softly  and  deliberately.  The  leaf InJ*?  shook,more  ̂ olently,  but  she  did  not  take  her yes  off  him  watching  how  he  would  take  it.  He  turned 
'lute,  would  have  said  something,  but  stopped;  he  dropped er  hand,  and  his  head  sank  on  his  breast.  "Yes,  he  reaves 
.1  ̂gravity  of  it,"  she  thought,  and  gratefully 'she  pTessed 
But  she  was  mistaken  in  thinking  he  realized  the  gravity  of e  fact  as  she,  a  woman,  realized  it.     On  hearing  It,  he  felt >me  upon  him  with  tenfold  intensity  that  strange  feeling  of "thing  of  some  one.    But  at  the  same  time,  he  felt  that  the rnmg-po,„t  he  had  been  longing  for  had  come  now   that  ft 
d  rrst:  ■?$ on  conceaiing  mngs  fr°m  *-  *££ id  it  was  inevitable  ,n  one  way  or  another  that  thev  should on  put  an  end  to  their  unnatural  position.    But,  b  sides  that 

ITIT  Ph>f  a"y  affMted  him  in  th*  -me  "ay  He 
n flZ  Wlth1a.l00k,0f  ■*■«*»  tenderness,  feed  her M,  got  up,  and,  m  silence,  paced  up  and  down  the  ter- 

r  Tw^i  "S  g°ing  UP  f°  hCT  resolutely-    "Neither  you r  I  have  looked  on  our  relations  as  a  passing  amusement 
d  now  our  fate  is  sealed.    It  is  absolutely  necessary  ™m 
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in  end"— he  looked  round  as  he  spoke— "to  the  dec
eption  in 

which  we  are  living."  . 

<  <  Put  an  end  ?    How  put  an  end,  Alexey  ? '  she  said  softly. 

She  was  calmer  now,  and  her  face  lighted  up  with
  a  tender: 

smile.  „ 

"  Leave  your  husband  and  make  our  life  one. 

"It  is  one  as  it  is,"  she  answered,  scarcely  audibly. 

"Yes,  but  altogether;  altogether."  ^      ' 

"But  how,  Alexey,  tell  me  how?"  she  said  m 
 melancholy 

mockery  at  the  hopelessness  of  her  own  po
sition.  "Is  there 

any  way  out  of  such  a  position?    Am  I  not  the
  wife  of  my 

husband?"  .  _  .  \ 

"There  is  a  way  out  of  every  position.  We  must 
 take  our 

line  "  he  said.  "  Anything 's  better  than  the  position  in  which 

you're  living.  Of  course,  I  see  how  you  torture
  yourself  we* 

everything— the  world  and  your  son  and  you
r  husband. 

"Oh  not  over  my  husband,"  she  said,  with  a 
 quiet  smile 

"I  don't  know  him,  I  don't  think  of  him.    He  doesn'
t  exist] 

"You're  not  speaking  sincerely.    I  know  you.    Y
ou  worr* 

about  him  too."  ,   1 

-Oh  he  doesn't  even  know,"  she  said,  and  sudde
nly  a  hot 

flush  came  over  her  face;  her  cheeks,  her
  brow,  her  necK 

crimsoned,  and  tears  of  shame  came  into  her  eyes
.  *  But  w(j 

won't  talk  of  him." 

CHAPTER  XXIII 

Vronsky  had  several  times  already,  thou
gh  not  so  resolut  J 

as  now,  tried  to  bring  her  to  consider  their
  position,  and I  evej 

time  he  had  been  confronted  by  the  same  s
uperficiali  y  ̂  

triviality  with  which  she  met  his  appeal  no
w  It  was  J 

though  there  were  something  in  this
  which  she  could  not  ■ 

would  not  face,  as  though  directly  she  began  *J^^J 

she,  the  real  Anna,  retreated  somehow  into  he ^f,
  and ̂ aj 

other  strange  and  unaccountable  w
oman  came  out,  whom 

S 
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did  not  love,  and  who^nlielea^dUnl^o^a^n^position to  him.    But  to-day  he  was  resolved  to  have  it  out 
"Whether  he  knows  or  not,"  said  VronsKy,  in  his  usual quiet  and  resolute  tone,  "that's  nothing  to  do  with  us  We 

low""     *    *    •    y0U     cannot     stay     like     this,     especially 

"What's  to  be  done,  according  to  you?"  she  asked  with  the same  frivolous  irony.    She  who  had  so  feared  he  would  take 
ler  condition  too  lightly  was  now  vexed  with  him  for  deducing :rom  it  the  necessity  of  taking  some  step. 
"Tell  him  everything,  and  leave  him." 
'Very  well,  let  us  suppose  I  do  that,"  she  said.  "Do  vou mow  what  the  result  of  that  would  be?  I  can  tell  you  it  all •eforchand  and  a  wicked  light  gleamed  in  her  eyes,  that  had •mi  so  soft  a  minute  before.  "  'Eh,  you  love  another  man, aid  have  entered  into  criminal  intrigues  with  him  ? '  "  (Mim- ckmg  her  husband,  she  threw  an  emphasis  on  the  word  "crim- 

estkt    r7  ̂lexandr°vitch  did-)    "  'l  wa™d  ̂   of  the esults  in  the  religious,  the  civil,  and  the  domestic  relation. 

iv  name6  "?•  ̂T"  t0  ̂    ™°W  *  ""**  let>ou  *■»• 
er  r5r      .T    ?Y-  S°n'  ,She  had  meant  t0  ™y>  but  about er  son  she  could  not  jest,-"  'disgrace  my  name,  and '-and 

tvl'U  offiM  -tyle'"  ̂   ̂ ^  "In  g-ral  terms,  he'll 
Kon  th  t  I  TiT'  and  With  a"  di^inctness  and  pre- ■sion,  that  he  cannot  let  me  go,  but  will  take  all  measures  in Is  power  to  prevent  scandal     And  he  will  ca.mly  and  E*£ 
Lonen  H  aCC°rdance  w"h  Us  words.  That's  what  will |ppen  He  s  not  a  man,  but  a  machine,  and  a  spiteful  ma 
§me  when  he's  angry,"  she  added,  recalling  Alexcy l"  xan lovitch  as  she  spoke,  with  all  the  peculiarities  of  his  figure Id  manner  of  speaking,  and  reckoning  against  him  every Ifect  she  could  find  in  him,  softening  nothing  for  the  ZZ >ng  she  herself  was  doing  him.  g 

L-^t/11?;"^ id,Tr0nsky'  in  a  soft  and  Persuasive  voice, hng  to  soothe  her,  "we  absolutely  must,  anyway,  tell  him 
!<d .if1  be  ̂ ^  ̂   the  line  he  takes. "  ' What,  run  away?" 
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id 

"And  why  not  run  away?    I  don't  see  how  we  ca
n  keep  on 

like  this.    And  not  for  my  sake-I  see 
 that  you  suffer. ' ' 

"Yes,   run  away,   and  become  your  mistress,     
 she  said 

angrily. 

"Anna,"  he  said,  with  reproachful  tenderness. 

"Yes,"  she  went  on,  "become  your  mistress,  and  comp
lete 

the  ruin  of     .     .     •  .,  " 

Again  she  would  have  said  "my  son,"  but
  she  could  not 

utter  that  word.  J 

Vronsky  could  not  understand  how  she,  with  h
er  strong  and 

truthful  nature,  could  endure  this  state  of  decei
t,  and  not  long 

to  get  out  of  it.    But  he  did  not  suspect  t
hat  the  chief  cause 

of  it  was  the  word-son,  which  she  could  no
t  bring  herself  to 

pronounce.     When  she  thought  of  her  son, 
 and  his  future  ( 

attitude  to  his  mother,  who  had  abandoned  hi
s  father,  she  felt  ( 

such  terror  at  what  she  had  done,  that  she
  could  not  face  iti 

but  like  a  woman,  could  only  try  to  comfort  he
rself  with  lyinj 

assurances  that  everything  would  remain
  as  it  always  had 

been,  and  that  it  was  possible  to  forget  
the  fearful  question  of 

how  it  would  be  with  her  son. 

"I  beg  you,  I  entreat  you,"  she  said 
 suddenly,  taking  his 

hand,  and  speaking  in  quite  a  differe
nt  tone,  sincere  and  tcii 

der, ' '  never  speak  to  me  of  that ! ' ' 

« NeverAnLeav'e  it  tome.    I  know  all  the  basen
ess,  all  the ' 

horror  of  my  position;  but  it's  not  so  easy  **^J*J* 

think.    And  leave  it  to  me,  and  do  
what  I  say.    Ncvci  speak 

to  me  of  it.    Do  you  promise  me?    ...    
No,  no,  pio| 

!5l  promise  everything,  but  I  can't  b
e  at  peace,  especialj 

after  what  you  have  told  me.    I  can't  be  at  pea
ce,  when  y| can 't  be  at  peace     ...  J 

"I?"  she  repeated.    "Yes,  I  am  worried  
sometimes;  bu 

that  will  pass,  if  you  will  never  talk  about  this
.    When  y| 

talk  about  it— it's  only  then  it  worries  me. 

"I  don't  understand,"  he  said.  '  ! 

"I  know,"  she  interrupted  him,  "how  hard  it  is  for  >o
j 
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uthful  nature  to  U^dT^^^^T^n "Sink :nat  you  have  ruined  your  whole  life  for  me." 

"I  was  just  thinking  the  very  same  thing,"  he  said;  "how wild  you  sacrifice  everything  for  my  sake?  I  can't  fomive 
myself  that  you're  unhappy." 

"I  unhappy?"  she  said,  coming  closer  to  him,  and  looking it  him  with  an  ecstatic  smile  of  love.    "I  am  like  a  hun-rv 
an  who  has  been  given  food.    He  may  be  cold,  and  dressed 
rags,  and  ashamed,  but  he  is  not  unhappy.    I  unhappy? 

Mo,  this  is  my  happiness.    .    .    ."  ' 
She  could  hear  the  sound  of  her  son's  voice  coming  towards 
em    and,  glancing  swiftly  round  the  terrace,  she  got  up ipulsively.    Her  eyes  glowed  with  the  fire  he  knew  so  well 

nth  a  rapid  movement  she  raised  her  lovely  hands,  covered 
nth  rings,  took  his  head,  looked  a  long  look  into  his  face,  and uttmg  up  her  face  with  smiling,  parted  lips,  swiftly  kissed is  mouth  and  both  eyes,  and  pushed  him  away.    She  would "rve  gone,  but  he  held  her  back. 

"When?"  he  murmured  in  a  whisper,  gazing  in  ecstasy  at 

''To-day,  at  one  o'clock,"  she  whispered,  and,  with  a  heavy gh,  she  walked  with  her  light,  swift  step  to  meet  her  son 
beryozha  had  been  caught  by  the  rain  in  the  big  garden  and I  and  his  nurse  had  taken  shelter  in  an  arbor 

"Well,  au  revoir,"  she  said  to  Vronsky.    "I  must  soon  be ttmg  ready  for  the  races.    Betsy  promised  to  fetch  me  " 
Vronsky,  looking  at  his  watch,  went  away  hurriedly 

CHAPTER  XXIV 

When  Vronsky  looked  at  his  watch  on  the  Kareninas'  bal- 
dly, he  was  so  greatly  agitated  and  lost  in  his  thoughts  that saw  the  figures  on  the  watch's  face,  but  could  not  take  in 

at  time  it  was.     He  came  out  on  to  the  highroad  and 
Iked,  picking  his  way  carefully  through  the  mud,  to  his  car- 
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riage.  He  was  so  completely  absorbed  in  his  feeling  for  An
na, 

that  he  did  not  even  think  what  o'clock  it  was,  and  whether 
 he 

had  time  to  go  to  Bryansky's.  He  had  left  him,  as  often  h
ap- 

pens, only  the  external  faculty  of  memory,  that  points  out 

each' step  one  has  to  take,  one  after  the  other.  He  went  up  to 

his  coachman,  who  was  dozing  on  the  box  in  the  shadow, 
 al- 

ready lengthening,  of  a  thick  lime-tree;  he  admired  the  shif
t- 

ing clouds  of  midges  circling  over  the  hot  horses,  and,  waking 

the  coachman,  he  jumped  into  the  carriage,  and  told  him  t
o 

drive  to  Bryansky's.  It  was  only  after  driving  nearly  fi
ve 

miles  that  he  had  sufficiently  recovered  himself  to  look  at 
 his 

watch,  and  realize  that  it  was  half -past  five,  and  he  was  l
ate. 

There  were  several  races  fixed  for  that  day:  the  Mounted
] 

Guards'  race,  then  the  officers'  mile-and-a-half  race,  then  t
heL 

three-mile  race,  and  then  the  race  for  which  he  was  
entered. 

He  could  still  be  in  time  for  his  race,  but  if  he  went
  to 

Brvansky's  he  could  only  just  be  in  time,  and  he  would
  arrive 

when  the  whole  of  the  court  would  be  in  their  places.  Th
aJ 

would  be  a  pity.  But  he  had  promised  Bryansky  t
o  come,  and 

so  he  decided  to  drive  on,  telling  the  coachman  n
ot  to  spari 

the  horses.  ,      J 

He  reached  Bryansky's,  spent  five  minutes  there,
  and  gaH 

loped  back.  This  rapid  drive  calmed  him.  All 
 that  was  paml 

ful  in  his  relations  with  Anna,  all  the  feeling  of  in
definiteneaj 

left  by  their  conversation,  had  slipped  out  of  hi
s  mind.  He  wad 

thinking  now  with  pleasure  and  excitement  of  t
he  race,  of  hi 

being  anyhow,  in  time,  and  now  and  then  t
he  thought  of  tl* 

blissful  interview  awaiting  him  that  night  flashed  acr
oss  h| 

imagination  like  a  flaming  light, 

The  excitement  of  the  approaching  race  gained
  upon  M 

as  he  drove  further  and  further  into  the  at
mosphere  of  the 

races,  overtaking  carriages  driving  up  from  
the  summer  villi 

or  out  of  Petersburg. 

At  his  quarters  no  one  was  left  at  home ;  all  were  at  tM 

races,   and  his  valet  was  looking  out  for  hi
m  at  the  gate. 

While  he  was  changing  his  clothes,  his  valet  to
ld  him  that  tl 

second  race  had  begun  already,  that  a  lot  of  gentle
men  h| 
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*en  to  ask  for  him,  and  a  boy  had  twice  run  up  from  the fables.  Dressing  without  hurry  (he  never  hurried  himself 
nd  never  lost  his  self-possession),  Vronsky  drove  to  the  sheds' Prom  the  sheds  he  could  see  a  perfect  sea  of  carriages,  and eople  on  foot,  soldiers  surrounding  the  race-course  and 
avihons  swarming  with  people.  The  second  race  was  a'ppar- titly  going  on,  for  just  as  he  went  into  the  sheds  he  heard  a ell  ringing.  Going  towards  the  stable,  he  met  the  white- 

ned chestnut,  Mahotin's  Gladiator,  being  led  to  the  race mrse  in  a  blue  forage  horsecloth,  with  what  looked  like  huge irs  edged  with  blue.  s 

''Where's  Cord?"  he  asked  the  stable-boy. "In  the  stable,  putting  on  the  saddle." 
In  the  open  horse-box  stood  Frou-Frou,  saddled  ready hey  were  just  going  to  lead  her  out.  ' "I'm  not  too  late?" 

KyourS-"A11  right!"  Sald  the  ***■»'   "don't 
Vronsky  once  more  took  in  in  one  glance  the  exquisite  lines his  favorite  mare,  who  was  quivering  all  over,  and  with  an urt  he  tore  himself  from  the  sight  of  her,  and  went  out  of  the 
mentS  "^  H"  PaVili°nS  at  the  most  fa™rable >ment  for  escaping  attention.    The  mile-and-a-half  race  was >t  finishing,  and  all  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  horse-guard  in 
mt  and  the  lght  ,  behjnd)  ^  ^  dm 

ts  de tf  th  °Se  t0  ̂  Winni»e-P°st-    From  the  centre  and ts.de  of  the  ring  all  were  crowding  to  the  winning-post d  a  group  of  soldiers  and  officers  of  the  horse-guards  were btmg  loudly  their  delight  at  the  expected  triumph  of  the  r icer  and  comrade.    Vronsky  moved  into  the  middle  of  the 

ZarT?\alTl  at  the  Vely  m°ment  when  the  bell ig  at  the  finish  of  the  race,  and  the  tall,  mud-spattered 
rse-guard  who  came  in  first,  bending  over  the  saddle,  let  go reins  of  his  panting  gray  horse  that  looked  dark  with ./tit. 

The  horse,  stiffening  out  its  legs,  with  an  effort  stopped  its •id  course,  and  the  officer  of  the  horse-guards  looked  round 
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him  like  a  man  waking  up  from  a  heavy  sleep,  and  just  mam 

aged  to  smile.    A  crowd  of  friends  and  outsiders  pressed 
round  him. 

Vronsky  intentionally  avoided  that  select  crowd  of  the 

upper  world,  which  was  moving  and  talking  with  discreet 

freedom  before  the  pavilions.  He  knew  that  Madame  Karenina 

was  there,  and  Betsy,  and  his  brother 's  wife,  and  he  purposely 
did  not  go  near  them  for  fear  of  something  distracting  his 
attention.  But  he  was  continually  met  and  stopped  by  ad 

quaintances,  who  told  him  about  the  previous  races,  and  kept 
asking  him  why  he  was  so  late. 

At  the  time  when  the  racers  had  to  go  to  the  pavilion  td 

receive  the  prizes,  and  all  attention  was  directed  to  that  point 

Vronsky 's  elder  brother,  Alexander,  a  colonel  with  hcavj 
fringed  epaulets,  came  up  to  him.  He  was  not  tall,  though  as 

broadly  built  as  Alexey,  and  handsomer  and  rosier  than  hel 

he  had  a  red  nose,  and  an  open,  drunken-looking  face. 

' '  Did  you  get  my  note  V '  he  said.  * '  There 's  never  any  find! 
ingyou."  I 

Alexander  Vronsky,  in  spite  of  the  dissolute  life,  and  i| 
especial  the  drunken  habits,  for  which  he  was  notorious,  Avas 
quite  one  of  the  court  circle. 

Now,  as  he  talked  to  his  brother  of  a  matter  bound  to  \M 

exceedingly  disagreeable  to  him,  knowing  that  the  eyes  ol 

many  people  might  be  fixed  upon  him,  he  kept  a  smiling 

countenance,  as  though  he  were  jesting  with  his  brother  about 
something  of  little  moment. 

"I  got  it,  and  I  really  can't  make  out  what  you  are  worryim 

yourself  about,"  said  Alexey. 
"I'm  worrying  myself  because  the  remark  has  just  hem^ 

made  to  me  that  you  weren't  here,  and  that  you  were  seen  W 

Peterhof  on  Monday." 
"There  are  matters  which  only  concern  those  directly  iJ 

terested  in  them,  and  the  matter  you  are  so  worried  about  ] 

is    .     .     ." 
' '  Yes,  but  if  so,  you  may  as  well  cut  the  service.     .     .     .1 

"I  beg  you  not  to  meddle,  and  that's  all  I  have  to  say." 
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Alexey  Vronsky 's  frowning  face  turned  white,  and  his 
prominent  lower  jaw  quivered,  which  happened  rarely  with 
im.  Being  a  man  of  very  warm  heart,  he  was  seldom  angry ; 
ut  when  he  was  angry,  and  when  his  chin  quivered,  then,  as 
Uexander   Vronsky  knew,   he   was   dangerous.      Alexander 
ronsky  smiled  gaily. 

'I  only  wanted  to  give  you  mother's  letter.  Answer  it,  and 
on't  worry  about  anything  just  before  the  race.  Bonne 
hance,"  he  added,  smiling,  and  he  moved  away  from  him. 
ut  after  him  another  friendly  greeting  brought  Vronsky  to  a ;andstill. 

'So  you  won't  recognize  your  friends!  How  are  you,  mon 
kerf"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  as  conspicuously  brilliant the  midst  of  all  the  Petersburg  brilliance  as  he  was  in 
Moscow,  his  face  rosy,  and  his  whiskers  sleek  and  glossy.  "I 
ime  up  yesterday,  and  I'm  delighted  that  I  shall  see  your 
■iumph.    When  shall  we  meet  1 " 

"Come  to-morrow  to  the  mess-room,"  said  Vronsky,  and lueezing  him  by  the  sleeve  of  his  coat,  with  apologies,  he 
oved  away  to  the  centre  of  the  race-course,  where  the  horses 
ere  being  led  for  the  great  steeplechase. 
The  horses  who  had  run  in  the  last  race  were  being  led 
bme,  steaming  and  exhausted,  by  the  stable-boys,  and  one 
'ter  another  the  fresh  horses  for  the  coming  race  made  their )pearance,  for  the  most  part  English  racers,  wearing  Jiorse- 
oths,  and  looking  with  their  drawn-up  bellies  like  strange, 
ige  birds.     On  the  right  was  led  in  Frou-Frou,  lean  and 
autiful,  lifting  up  her  elastic,  rather  long  pasterns,  as  though 
oved  by  springs.    Not  far  from  her  they  were  taking  the  rug 
?  the  lop-eared  Gladiator.     The  strong,  exquisite,  perfectly rrect  lines  of  the  stallion,  with  his  superb  hind-quarters  and 
cessively  short  pasterns  almost   over  his  hoofs,   attracted 
onsky's  attention  in  spite  of  himself.    He  would  have  gone i » to  his  mare,  but  he  was  again  detained  by  an  acquaintance. 
''Oh,  there's  Karenina!"  said  the  acquaintance  with  whom was  chatting.    "He's  looking  for  his  wife,  and  she's  in  the 
ddlo  of  the  pavilion.    Didn't  you  see  her  ?" 
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^NoT^answered  Vronsky,  and  without  even  glancing  round 

towards  the   pavilion   where  his   friend   was   pointing   out; 

Madame  Karenina,  he  went  up  to  his  mare. 

Vronsky  had  not  had  time  to  look  at  the  saddle,  about  w
hich 

he  had  to  give  some  direction,  when  the  competitor
s  were 

summoned  to  the  pavilion  to  receive  their  numbers  and  p
laces 

in  the  row  at  starting.  Seventeen  officers,  looking  serious
  and 

severe,  many  with  pale  faces,  met  together  in  the  pavil
ion  anJ 

drew  the  numbers.  Vronsky  drew  the  number  seven.
  The 

cry  was  heard:  " Mount !" 

Feeling  that  with  the  others  riding  in  the  race,  he  was  the 

centre  upon  which  all  eyes  were  fastened,  Vronsky  walked  u
p 

to  his  mare  in  that  state  of  nervous  tension  in  which  he  usual
ly 

became  deliberate  and  composed  in  his  movements.    Cord,  in
 

honor  of  the  races,  had  put  on  his  best  clothes,  a  black  
coat 

buttoned  up,  a  stiffly  starched  collar,  which  propped  up  h
is 

cheeks,  a  round  black  hat,  and  top-boots.    He  was  calm
  and 

dignified  as  ever,  and  was  with  his  own  hands  holdi
ng  Frou- 

Frou  by  both  reins,  standing  straight  in  front  of  her. 
   Frou- 

Frou  was  still  trembling  as  though  in  a  fever.    Her  eye,
  full 

of  fire,  glanced  sideways  at  Vronsky.     Vronsky  sli
pped  Ins 

finger  under  the  saddle-girth.     The  mare  glanced  
aslant  at 

him,  drew  up  her  lip,  and  twitched  her  ear.    The 
 Englishman 

puckered  up  his  lips,  intending  to  indicate  a  smile  that
  any  oil 

should  verify  his  saddling. 

' '  Get  up ;  you  won  't  feel  so  excited. " 

Vronsky  looked  round  for  the  last  time  at  his  riva
ls.  He 

knew  that  he  would  not  see  them  during  the  race.  Two
  wen 

already  riding  forward  to  the  point  from  which  they  were  |o 

start.  Galtsin,  a  friend  of  Vronsky 's  and  one  of  his  more 

formidable  rivals,  was  moving  round  a  bay  horse  that 
 would 

not  let  him  mount.  A  little  light  hussar  in  tight  ridin
g- 

breeches  rode  off  at  a  gallop,  crouched  up  like  a  cat  on  th< 

saddle,  in  imitation  of  English  jockeys.  Prince  Kuz
ovlev 

sat  with  a  white  face  on  his  thoroughbred  mare  from  tin 

Grabovsky  stud,  while  an  English  groom  led  her  by  the  bridW. 

Vronsky  and  all  his  comrades  knew  Kuzovlev  and  his  pe
euli- 
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rity  of  -weak  nerves-  and  terrible^%TThe^  knew  that e  was  afraid  of  everything,  afraid  of  riding  a  spirited  horse 
»ut  now,  just  because  it  was  terrible,  because  people  broke leir  necks,  and  there  was  a  doctor  standing  at  each  obstacle 
nd  an  ambulance  with  a  cross  on  it,  and  a  sister  of  mercy  he 
ad  made  up  his  mind  to  take  part  in  the  race.    Their  eyes 
tet,  and  Vronsky  gave  him  a  friendly  and  encouraging  nod 
|ly  one  he  did  not  see,  his  chief  rival,  Mahotin  on  Gladiator 

Don  t  be  m  a  hurry,-  said  Cord  to  Vronsky,  "and  remem- 
3r  one  thing:  don't  hold  her  in  at  the  fences,  and  don't  urge br  on ;  let  her  go  as  she  likes. " 

f'Al]  right,  all  right,"  said  Vronsky,  taking  the  reins. 
"If  you  can,  lead  the  race;  but  don't  lose  heart  till  the  last mute,  even  if  you're  behind." 
Before  the  mare  had  time  to  move,  Vronsky  stepped  with  an 
lie,  vigorous  movement  into  the  steel-toothed  stirrup  and fhtly  and  firmly  seated  himself  on  the  creaking  leather  of 
e  saddle.  Getting  his  right  foot  in  the  stirrup,  he  smoothed 
e  double  reins,  as  he  always  did,  between  his  fingers  and 
)rd  let  go.  

' 

As  though  she  did  not  know  which  foot  to  put  first,  Frou- 
■ou  started,  dragging  at  the  reins  with  her  long  neck, 'and  as 
mgh  she  were  on  springs,  shaking  her  rider  from' side  to le.  Cord  quickened  his  step,  following  him.  The  excited 
ire,  trying  to  shake  off  her  rider  first  on  one  side  and  then 
i  other,  pulled  at  the  reins,  and  Vronsky  tried  in  vain  with ce  and  hand  to  soothe  her. 

They  were  just  reaching  the  dammed-up  stream  on  their 
y  to  the  starting-point.  Several  of  the  riders  were  in  front 
I  several  behind,  when  suddenly  Vronsky  heard  the  sound 
a  horse  galloping  in  the  mud  behind  him,  and  he  was  over- 
en  by  Mahotin  on  his  white-legged,  lop-eared  Gladiator, 
hotin  smiled,  showing  his  long  teeth,  but  Vronsky  looked 
nly  at  him.  He  did  not  like  him,  and  regarded  him  now 
his  most  formidable  rival.  He  was  angry  with  him  for 
loping  past  and  exciting  his  mare.  Frou-Frou  started  into 
allop,  her  left  foot  forward,  made  two  bounds,  and  fretting 
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at  the  tightened  reins,  passed  into  a  jolting  trot,  b
umping  her 

rider  up  and  down.  Cord  too  scowled,  and  fol
lowed  VronskJ 

almost  at  a  trot. 

CHAPTER  XXV 

There  were  seventeen  officers  in  all  riding  in  this  r
ace.    The 

race-course  was  a  large  three-mile  ring  of  the  for
m  of  an  ellip* 

In  front  of  the  pavilion.     On  this  course  
nine  obstacles  hid 

been  arranged:  the  stream,  a  big  and  soli
d  Earner  five  fee 

high,  just  before  the  pavilion,  a  dry  di
tch,  a  ditch  full  of 

water,  a  precipitous  slope,  an  Irish  barr
icade   (one  of  the 

most  difficult  obstacles,  consisting  of  a 
 mound  fenced  with 

brushwood,  beyond  which  was  a  ditch  out
  of  sight  for  the, 

horses,  so  that  the  horse  had  to  clear  bot
h  obstacles  or  might 

be   killed)  ;   then   two  more   ditches  filled   wi
th  water,   ajr 

one  dry  one;  and  the  end  of  the  race  
was  just  facing  the 

pavilion.    But  the  race  began  not  in  the  ring,  but 
 two  hundr  j 

yards  away  from  it,  and  in  that  part  
of  the  course  was  tht 

first  obstacle,  a  dammed-up  stream,  seven  f
eet  m  bread  J 

which  the  racers  could  leap  or  wade  th
rough  as  they  p* 

''Three  times  they  were  ranged  ready  to  start,  but  each  tnj 

some  horse  thrust  itself  out  of  line,  and  they
  had  to  begj 

again.  The  umpire  who  was  starting 
 them,  Colonel  Sestiin, 

Z  beginning  to  lose  his  temper,  w
hen  at  last  for  the  fourt* 

time  he  shouted  "Away!"  and  the  race
rs  started 

Every  eye,  every  opera-glass,  was  tur
ned  on  the  brigh| 

colored  group  of  riders  at  the  mom
ent  they  were  in  line! 

St  "They're  off!    They're  starting!"  was  heard  on  all  si 
 J 

after  the  hush  of  expectation.  
A 

And  little  groups  and  solitary  fi
gures  among  the  public  be 

gan  running  from  place  to  place
  to  get  a  better  view  In* 

very  first  minute  the  close  group 
 of  horsemen  drew  out,  and). 
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raid  be  seen  that  they  were  approaching  the  stream  in  twos 
ad  threes  and  one  behind  another.  To  the  spectators  it 
jemed  as  though  they  had  all  started  simultaneously  but  to he  racers  there  were  seconds  of  difference  that  had  great lalue  to  them. 

Frou-Frou,  excited  and  over-nervous,  had  lost  the  first 
|oment,  and  several  horses  had  started  before  her,  but  before 
|aehing  the  stream,  Vronsky,  who  was  holding  in  the  mare fcth  all  his  force  as  she  tugged  at  the  bridle,  easily  overtook 
free,  and  there  were  left  in  front  of  him  Mahotin's  chestnut 
■ladiator,  whose  hmd-quarters  were  moving  lightly  and  rhyth- mically up  and  down  exactly  in  front  of  Vronsky,  and  in  front 
f  all,  the  dainty  mare  Diana,  bearing  Kuzovlev  more  dead ■an  alive. 

[For  the  first  instant  Vronsky  was  not  master  either  of  him- 
|t  or  his  mare.  Up  to  the  first  obstacle,  the  stream,  he ■uld  not  guide  the  motions  of  his  mare. 
■Gladiator  and  Diana  came  up  to  it  together  and  almost  at 
je  same  instant;  simultaneously  they  rose  above  the  stream Id  flew  across  to  the  other  side;  Frou-Frou  darted  after 
fern  as  ,f  flying;  but  at  the  very  moment  when  Vronsky  felt inself  m  the  ail.  he  sudden)y  gaw  ̂ ^  ̂ ^  ̂   ̂ ^ 
EL Ul° V'f'   Wh0   Was   flo™deri„g   with   Diana   on   the 

I     ok   h    ,  St;T'    (KUZ0V16V  had  ,et  Zo  ̂   reins  as 

Id        Tho  eaLan,    ̂   mare  had  S6nt  him  ****  •"»  «er 
H  „  Tlh  Vr°nSky  learned  later=  at  the  moment 
I  he  saw  was  that  just  under  him,  where  Frou-Frou  must Ight  Diana  s  legs  or  head  might  be  in  the  way.    But  Frou- 
lou  drew  up  her  legs  and  back  in  the  very  act  of  leaping, 

lond£rmg        '   an<3'   Cl6aring  the   °ther  mare>   alighted 

I'O  the  darling!"  thought  Vronsky 
lifter  crossing  the  stream  Vronsky  had  complete  control Ihis  mare,  and  began  holding  her  in,  intending  to  cross 
1 K.  7ier  behin,d  Mahotin' and  to  try t0  overt*e 
lowed  ft  gr°Un     °f  ab°Ut  flVe  hUndl'ed  ̂ ards  that 
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ion. 

JE 

The  great  barrier  stood  just  in  front  of  the  imperial  pavil 

L„n.    The  Tsar  and  the  whole  court  and  crowds  of  people  were  ■ 

all  gazing  at  them— at  him,  and  Mahotin  a  length  ahead  of  « 

him,  as  they  drew  near  the  " devil,"  as  the  solid  barrier  wal  * 

called.    Vronsky  was  aware  of  those  eyes  fastened  upon  him  in 

from  all  sides,  but  he  saw  nothing  except  the  ears  and  neck  of 

his  own  mare,  the  ground  racing  to  meet  him,  and  the  back  and 

white  legs  of  Gladiator  beating  time  swiftly  before  him,  and  an 

keeping  always  the  same  distance  ahead.    Gladiator  rose,  wit
hin 

no  sound  of  knocking  against  anything.    With  a  wave  of  his|ii 

short  tail  he  disappeared  from  Vronsky 's  sight. 
"Bravo!"  cried  a  voice. 

At  the  same  instant,  under  Vronsky 's  eyes,  right  before  him 

flashed  the  palings  of  the  barrier.     Without  the  slighte
d 

change   in  her   action  his  mare  flew   over   it;   the   paling 

vanished,  and  he  heard  only  a  crash  behind  him.    The  ma
 tM 

excited  by   Gladiator's  keeping  ahead,   had  risen  too  s
oor 

before  the  barrier,  and  grazed  it  with  her  hind  hoofs.     Bui
 

her  pace  never  changed,  and  Vronsky,  feeling  a  spatter  of
  mudoi 

in  his  face,  realized  that  he  was  once  more  the  same  
distand 

from  Gladiator.    Once  more  he  perceived  in  front  of  hi
m  tW 

same  back  and  short  tail,  and  again  the  same  swiftly 
 moviii 

white  legs  that  got  no  further  away. 

At  the  very  moment  when  Vronsky  thought  that  now  w| 

the  time  to  overtake  Mahotin,  Frou-Frou  herself
,  understand 

ing  his  thoughts,  without  any  incitement  on  his  part,  ga
mj 

ground  considerably,  and  began  getting  alongside
  of  Mahoti 

on  the  most  favorable  side,  close  to  the  inner  
cord.  Manotn 

would  not  let  her  pass  that  side.  Vronsky  had  har
dly  form! 

the  thought  that  he  could  perhaps  pass  on  the  oute
r  side,  whei 

Frou-Frou  shifted  her  pace  and  began  overtaking 
 him  hi 

the  other  side.  Frou-Frou 's  shoulder,  beginning  by  now  to  1 

dark  with  sweat,  was  even  with  Gladiator's  back.  F
or  a  f« 

lengths  they  moved  evenly.  But  before  the  obstacle  t
hey  wel 

approaching,  Vronsky  began  working  at  the  reins,  anxious 
 J 

avoid  having  to  take  the  outer  circle,  and  swiftly  p
ass* 

Mahotin  just  upon  the  declivity.    He  caught  a  glimpse  of  h 
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mud-stained  * acT^T^^ 

muled.     Vronsky  passed  Mahotin,  but  he  was  immediately iware  of  him  close  upon  him,  and  he  never  ceased  hearing  the mm-thuddmg  hoofs  and  the  rapid  and  still  quite  fresh  breath- ng  01  Gladiator. 

The  next  two  obstacles,  the  watercourse  and  the  barrier 
,ere  easily  crossed,  but  Vronsky  began  to  hear  the  snorting md  thud  of  Gladiator  closer  upon  him.  He  urged  on  his 
aare  and  to  his  delight  felt  that  she  easily  quickened  her  pace 

Ind  the  thud  of  Gladiator's  hoofs  was  again  heard  at  the  same listance  away. 

I  Vronsky  was  at  the  head  of  the  race,  just  as  he  wanted 
•  be  and  as  Cord  had  advised,  and  now  he  felt  sure  of  beine 
I"  Tnne;-    HiS  excitement>  hi«  delight,  and  his  tenderness br  Frou-Frou  grew  keener  and  keener.    He  longed  to  look und  again,  but  he  did  not  dare  do  this,  and  tried  to  be  cool id  not  to  urge  on  his  mare,  so  to  keep  the  same  reserve  of rce  in  her  as  he  felt  that  Gladiator  still  kept.    There  re 

Tnd°nfytretf  StaCu6'  the  m°St  diffieult'  if  he  could  cross ahead  of  the  others,  he  would  come  in  first.    He  was  flving 
'wards  the  Irish  barricade,  Frou-Frou  and  he  both  together ■w  the  barricade  m  the  distance,  and  both  the  man  and  the 
are  had  a  moment's  hesitation.    He  saw  the  uncertainty  in .e  mare's  ears  and  lifted  the  whip,  but  at  the  same  time  fS 
Sted     47  "T  g™ndleSS;  the  mare  knew  ̂ at  was 
t    'f  She7lckened  her  P^e  and  rose  smoothly,  just  as 

rseK  unTo  thSe  f  W0U'd;  ?*  M  She  left  the  *^£  gave rself  up  to  the  force  of  her  rush,  which  carried  her  far yond  the  ditch;  and  with  the  same  rhythm,  without  effort tiUhe  same  leg  forward,  Frou-Frou  fell  back  into  her  paCe 

"Bravo,  Vronsky!"  he  heard  shouts  from  a  knot  of  men-he 
Z  hT  oTtl  f  f?nds  Z the  »*-*"«»•  iJTLS E£ysa  n?rinot  fail  to  reeognize  y« 
•0  my  sweet!"  he  said  inwardly  to  Frou-Frou,  as  he  Us- ed for  what  was  happening  behind.    "He's  cleared  it !"  he 
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ey( 
wli 

thought,  catching  the  thud  of  Gladiator's  hoofs  behi
nd  him. 

There  remained  only  the  last  ditch,  filled  with  water  and  f
ive 

feet  wide.    Vronsky  did  not  even  look  at  it,  but  anxious  to  get 

in  a  long  way  first  began  sawing  away  at  the  reins,  lifting  t
he 

mare's  head  and  letting  it  go  in  time  with  her  paces.    He  felt 

that  the  mare  was  at  her  very  last  reserve  of  strength ;  not  her 

neck  and  shoulders  merely  were  wet,  but  the  sweat  was  s
tamW 

ing  in  drops  on  her  mane,  her  head,  her  sharp  ears,  and  he
r  k 

breath  came  in  short,  sharp  gasps.    But  he  knew  that  she  ha
d  JJ 

strength  left  more  than  enough  for  the  remaining  five  h
undred 

yards   It  was  only  from  feeling  himself  nearer  the  ground
  and 

from  the  peculiar  smoothness  of  his  motion  that  Vronsky
  knew 

how  greatly  the  mare  had  quickened  her  pace.    She  f
lew  over 

the  ditch  as  though  not  noticing  it.    She  flew  over  it 
 like  t 

bird-  but  at  the  same  instant  Vronsky,  to  his  horror,  fel
t  that 

he  had  failed  to  keep  up  with  the  mare's  pace,  that  he
  had,  he 

did  not  know  how,  made  a  fearful,  unpardonable  
mistake  in 

recovering  his  seat  in  the  saddle.    All  at  once  his  po
sition  had 

shifted  and  he  knew  that  something  awful  had  happend.
    He 

could  not  yet  make  out  what  had  happened,  wh
en  the  white 

legs  of  a  chestnut  horse  flashed  by  close  to  him
,  and  Mahotm 

passed  at  a  swift  gallop.    Vronsky  was  touchi
ng  the  ground  ;„ 

with  one  foot,  and  his  mare  was  sinking  on  that  foo
t.    He  just  1( 

had  time  to  free  his  leg  when  she  fell  on  o
ne  side,  gasping 

painfully,  and,  making  vain  efforts  to  
rise  with  her •  de  icate, 

soaking  neck,  she  fluttered  on  the  ground
  at  his  feet  like, 

shot  bird.     The  clumsy  movement  made 
 by  Vronsky  had 

broken  her  back.    But  that  he  only  knew  muc
h  later     At 

that  moment  he  knew  only  that  Mahotin  ha
d  flown  swi Uj by, 

while  he  stood  staggering  alone  on  the 
 muddy ,  ™tuml« 

ground,  and  Frou-Frou  lay  gasping  before
  him  bending  h« 

.  head  back  and  gazing  at  him  with  her -ex
quisite  eye.     S.iUfe 

unable  to  realize  what  had  happened,  Vronsky 
 tugged  at  11 

mare's  reins.    Again  she  struggled  all  over  l
ike  a  fish    and 

her  shoulders  setting  the  saddle  heaving,  she 
 rose  on  her  f i<* 

legs,  but  unable  to  lift  her  back,  she  qui
vered  all  over  and 

again  fell  on  her  side.    With  a  face  hideous
  with  passion.  1* . 
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)wer  jaw  trembling,  and  his  cheeks  white,  Vronsky~kieked ler  with  his  heel  in  the  stomach  and  again  fell  to  tugging  at he  rem.     She  did  not  stir,  but  thrusting  her  nose  into  the 
round,  she  simply  gazed  at  her  master  with  her  speaking 
fyes.  

& 

"A— a— a!"  groaned  Vronsky,  clutching  at  his  head.  "Ah » 
tfiat  have  I  done ! ' '  he  cried.    < '  The  race  lost !  And  my  fault  I Wf ul,  unpardonable !    And  the  poor  darling,  ruined  mare » h !  what  have  I  done ! ' ' 

A  crowd  of  men,  a  doctor  and  his  assistant,  the  officers  of 
is  regiment,  ran  up  to  him.     To  his  misery  he  felt  that  he 
'as  whole  and  unhurt.     The  mare  had  broken  her  back 
nd  it  was  decided  to  shoot  her.    Vronsky  could  not  answer 
uestions,  could  not  speak  to  any  one.    He  turned,  and  with- 
ut  picking  up  his  cap  that  had  fallen  off  walked  away  from 
ie  race-course,  not  knowing  where  he  was  going     He  felt tterly  wretched.    For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  knew  the 
tterest  sort  of  misfortune,  misfortune  beyond  remedy,  and msed  by  his  own  fault. 

Yashvin  overtook  him  with  his  cap,  and  led  him  home,  and 
ilf  an  hour  later  Vronsky  had  regained  his  self-possession, 
ut  the  memory  of  that  race  remained  for  long  in  his  heart, 

■e  crudest  and  bitterest  memory  of  his  life. 

CHAPTER  XXVI 

The  external  relations  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  and  his 
fe  had  remained  unchanged.  The  sole  difference  lav  in  the 
ct  that  he  was  more  busily  occupied  than  ever.  As  in  former 
ars,  at  the  beginning  of  the  spring  he  had  gone  to  a  foreign 
litermg-place  for  the  sake  of  his  health,  deranged  by  the 
nter's  work  that  every  year  grew  heavier.  And  just  as vays  he  returned  in  July  and  at  once  fell  to  work  as  usual 
tn  increased  energy.  As  usual,  too,  his  wife  had  moved  for 
'  summer  to  a  villa  out  of  town,  while  he  remained  in 
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Petersburg.     From  the  date  of  their  conversation  after  the 

party  at  Princess  Tverskoy's  he  had  never  spoken  again  to 
Anna  of  his  suspicions  and  his  jealousies,  and  that  habitual 

tone  of  his  of  bantering  mimicry  was  the  most  convenient,  tone 

possible  for  his  present  attitude  to  his  wife.    He  was  a  little 

colder  to  his  wife.  He  simply  seemed  to  be  slightly  displeased 

with  her  for  that  first  midnight  conversation,  which  she  had 

repelled.    In  his  attitude  to  her  there  was  a  shade  of  vexation, 

but  nothing  more.     "You  would  not  be  open  with  me,"  he 

seemed  to  say,  mentally  addressing  her;  "so  much  the  worse 

for  you.    Now  you  may  beg  as  you  please,  but  I  won 't  be  open 

with  you.    So  much  the  worse  for  you ! "  he  said  mentally,  like 

a  man  who,  after  vainly  attempting  to  extinguish  a  fire,  should 

fly  in  a  rage  with  his  vain  efforts  and  say,  "Oh,  very  well 

then!  you  shall  burn  for  this!"  This  man,  so  subtle  and  astute 

in  official  life,  did  not  realize  all  the  senselessness  of  such  an 

attitude  to  his  wife.    He  did  not  realize  it,  because  it  was  too 

terrible  to  him  to  realize  his  actual  position,  and  he  shut  down 

and  locked  and  sealed  up  in  his  heart  that  secret  place  where 

lay  hid  his  feelings  towards  his  family,  that  is,  his  wife  and 

son.    He  who  had  been  such  a  careful  father,  had  from  the  end 

of  that  winter  become  peculiarly  frigid  to  his  son,  and  adopted 

to  him  just  the  same  bantering  tone  he  used  with  his  wife 

' '  Aha,  young  man ! "  was  the  greeting  with  which  he  met  him. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  asserted  and  believed  that  he  hac 

never  in  any  previous  year  had  so  much  official  business  as 
 thai 

year.    But  he  was  not  aware  that  he  sought  work  for  himsel:
 

that  year,  that  this  was  one  of  the  means  for  keeping  shut  tha 

secret  place  where  lay  hid  his  feelings  towards  his  wife  anc 

son  and  his  thoughts  about  them,  which  became  more  terribt 

the  longer  they  lay  there.     If  any  one  had  had  the  right  t< 

ask  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  what  he  thought  of  his  wife' 
behavior,  the  mild  and  peaceable  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  wouh 

have  made  no  answer,  but  he  would  have  been  greatly  angerei 

with  any  man  who  should  question  him  on  that  subject.    Fo 

this  reason  there  positively  came  into  Alexey  Alexandrovitch^ 

face  a  look  of  haughtiness  and  severity  whenever  any  on 
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inquired  after  his  wife's  health.    Alexey  Atexandiwitch  did not  want  to  think  at  all  about  his  wife's  behavior,  and  he actually  succeeded  in  not  thinking  about  it  at  all. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch's  permanent  summer  villa  was  in Peterhof,  and  the  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  used  as  a  rule  to 

spend  the  summer  there,  close  to  Anna,  and  constantly  seeing her.    That  year  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  declined  to  settle  in Peterhof,  was  not  once  at  Anna  Arkadyevna 's,  and  in  conver- 
sation with  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  hinted  at  the  unsuitability at  Anna  s  close  intimacy  with  Betsy  and  Vronsky.    Alexev Alexandrovitch  sternly  cut  her  short,  roundly  declaring  his wife  to  be  above  suspicion,  and  from  that  time  began  to  avoid Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna.    He  did  not  want  to  see,  and  did not  see,  that  many  people  in  society  east  dubious  glances  on  his 

wife;  he  did  not  want  to  understand,  and  did  not  understand, why  his  wife  had  so  particularly  insisted  on   staying  at rsarskoe  where  Betsy  was  staying,  and  not  far  from  the  camp f  Vronsky  s  regiment.    He  did  not  allow  himself  to  think 
1   VI'  ,dld  n0t  tWnk  about  if  i  b«t  all  the  same 
hough  he  never  admitted  it  to  himself,  and  had  no  proofs  Tor wen  suspicious  evidence,  in  the  bottom  of  his  heart  he  knew .eyond  all  doubt  that  he  was  a  deceived  husband and  h Z >rofoundly  miserable  about  it. 
How  often  during  those  eight  years  of  happy  life  with  his fe  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  looked  at  other  men?  faith 

Kirn?5  fhr  de°fed  hUSbands  a"d  «**  ̂  «K: How  can  people  descend  to  that?  how  is  it  they  don't  put 
ortutldl a  hid60US J**"'"    But  n0W'  »*»  *•  £ ortune  had  come  upon  himself,  he  was  so  far  from  thinking 
aS1"8  an,7d  t0  ̂  P°Siti0n  that  he  WOuId  noTreeoS 
i;,::?  n0t  reC°gnize  h  **  b—  it  was  too  awful! 

vfceTeen  IflT  *"?  **%**  Akxey  Ale^ndrovitch  had 

Z  l~t  tt,      °0Untry  J111"'    °nCe  he  dined  there>  mother me  lie  spent  the  evening  there  with  a  party  of  friends  but  he 
It  ZZ%± lhe  ̂   ̂   «  ̂  had  beenttbU ►  do  in  previous  years. 
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The  day  of  the  races  had  been  a  very  busy  day  for  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch ;  but  when  mentally  sketching  out  the  day 

in  the  morning  he  made  up  his  mind  to  go  to  their  country 

house  to  see  his  wife  immediately  after  dinner,  and  from  there 

to  the  races,  which  all  the  Court  were  to  witness,  and  at  which 

he  was  bound  to  be  present.  He  was  going  to  see  his  wife, 

because  he  had  determined  to  see  her  once  a  week  to  keep  up 

appearances.  And  besides,  on  that  day,  as  it  was  the  fifteenth, 

he  had  to  give  his  wife  some  money  for  her  expenses,  according 
to  their  usual  arrangement. 

With  his  habitual  control  over  his  thoughts,  though  he 

thought  all  this  about  his  wife,  he  did  not  let  his  thoughts 

stray  further  in  regard  to  her. 

That  morning  was  a  very  full  one  for  Alexey  Alexandro
- 

vitch.   The  evening  before,  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  had  sent 

him  a  pamphlet  by  a  celebrated  traveler  in  China,  who  
was 

staying  in  Petersburg,  and  with  it  she  enclosed  a  note  beggin
g 

him  to  see  the  traveler  himself,  as  he  was  an  extremely  
inter- 

esting person  from  various  points  of  view,  and  likely  to  be  use- 

ful.    Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  not  had  time  to  read  the 

pamphlet  through  in  the  evening,  and  finished  it  in  
the  morn- 

ing.    Then  people  began  arriving  with  petitions,  and  ther
e 

came  the  reports,  interviews,   appointments,   dismissals,
   ap- 

portionment of  rewards,  pensions,  grants,  notes,  the  work 

aday  round,  as  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  called  it,  th
at  always 

took  up  so  much  time.    Then  there  was  private  busine
ss  of  his 

own,  a  visit  from  the  doctor  and  the  steward  who  man
aged  hi* 

property.    The  steward  did  not  take  up  much  time.  
  He  sim 

ply  gave  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  the  money  he  
needed  togetlv 

with  a  brief  statement  of  the  position  of  his  affairs,  w
hich  w 

not  altogether  satisfactory,  as  it  had  happened  th
at  dunm 

that  year,  owing  to  increased  expenses,  more  had  b
een  paid  out 

than  usual,  and  there  was  a  deficit.     But  the  d
octor,  a  cele- 

brated Petersburg  doctor,  who  was  an  intimate  acqua
intance 

of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  took  up  a  great  deal  of  
time.  Ale*: 

Alexandrovitch  had  not  expected  him  that  day,  an
d  was  sur 

prised  at  his  visit,  and  still  more  so  when  the 
 doctor  question* 
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lira  very  carefully  about  hi.  health,  listened  to  im  breathing tnd  tapped  at  his  liver.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  did  not  know hat  his  friend  India  Ivanovna,  noticing  that  he  was  not  as  well 
^s  usual  that  year,  had  begged  the  doctor  to  go  and  examine 

Z^l  ntS  f°r  ̂  Sake'"  the  C°UnteSS  Lidia  *" 
lector"11  d°  H  f°r  the  S3ke  °f  RUSSla'  countess>"  ̂ plied  the 

"A  priceless  man!"  said  the  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna Ihe  doctor  was  extremely  dissatisfied  with  Alexey  Alcxan- 
Jovitch.  He  found  the  liver  considerably  enlarged,  and  the festive  powers  weakened,  while  the  course  of  mineral  waters 
ad  been  quite  without  effect.    He  prescribed  more  physical 

Z^'Z    Hr  "  rSiWe'  and  aS  far  aS  P°Ssible  »« Cental 
much  ot3  Jai     n°  IT^11  °ther  WOrds>  *"*  wha*  was 
'omht  T  T7  thXandr°vitch'S  *™  "  abstaining om  breathing.    Then  he  withdrew,  leaving  in  Alexey  Alex adrovitch  an  unpleasant  sense  that  something  was  wrong  with un,  and  that  there  was  no  chance  of  curing  it 
As  he  was  coming  away,  the  doctor  chanced  to  meet  on 

•e  staircase  an  acquaintance  of  his,  Sludin,  who  was  secretary Alexey   Alexandrovitch 's   department.    They    had    been 
Z£V\?e  TivThy'  and  th0Ugh  **  rarely  ™t,  they ought  highly  of  each  other  and  were  excellent  friends   and 
there  was  no  one  to  whom  the  doctor  would  have  given s  opinion  of  a  patient  so  freely  as  to  Sludin. 

ffpV°n\glad,  T  TT  JouVe  been  seeing  him!"  said  Sludin. 

him""  a  y    *     •     •     Wel1' what  do  you  think 

'Til  tell  you  "  said  the  doctor,  beckoning  over  Sludin 's ad  to  his  coachman  to  bring  the  carriage  round.    "It's  just s      said  the  doctor  taking  a  finger  of  his  kid  glove  in  his ute  hands  and  pulling  it,  "if  you  don't  strain  the  strings d  then  try  to  break  them,  you'll  find  it  a  difficult  job-  but 
«  LZV°-tSJery-  Utm°St'  and  the  mere  "««*  of  on 
Suitv  Hs  Co.1"     tStnng,  Wm  SMP  5t    And  with  hi*  *«» -iduity,  his  conscientious  devotion  to  his  work,  he's  strained 
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to  the  utmost;  and  there's  some  outside  burd
en  weighing  on 

him,  and  not  a  light  one,"  concluded  the  do
ctor  raising  his. 

eyebrows  significantly.  ' '  Will  you  be  at  the  races  ?  he  added, 

as  he  sank  into  hifl  seat  ia  the  carriage. 

' '  Yes  yes  to  be  sure ;  it  does  waste  a  lot  of  time,    the  do
ctor 

responded  vaguely  to  some  reply  of  Sl
udin's  he  had  not 

^Directly  after  the  doctor,  who  had  taken  up  so  mu
ch  time,, 

came  the  celebrated  traveler,  and  Alexey  
Alexandrovitch,  by 

means  of  the  pamphlet  he  had  only  just  
finished  reading  and 

his  previous  acquaintance  with  the  su
bject,  impressed  he 

traveler  by  the  depth  of  his  knowledge  of 
 the  subject  and  thJ 

breadth  and  enlightenment  of  his  view  of 
 it. 

At  the  same  time  as  the  traveler  there 
 was  announced  a 

provincial  marshal  of  nobility  on  a  visit
  to  Petersburg,  with 

whom  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  to  
have  some  conversation.  I 

After  his  departure,  he  had  to  finish  th
e  daily  routine  of  bus.-  » 

Is  with  his  secretary,  and  then  he  
still  had  to  drive  round 

to  call  on  a  certain  great  personage  on 
 a  matter  of  grave  and 

rious  import.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  on
ly  just ̂   managed 

to  be  back  by  five  o'clock,  his  dinner-h
our,  and  after  dining 

with  his  secretary,  he  invited  him  to  
drive  with  h.m  to  Ins 

country  villa  and  to  the  races. 

Though  he  did  not  acknowledge  i
t  to  himself,  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  always  tried  nowaday
s  to  secure  the  presence 

of  a  third  person  in  his  interviews  w
ith  his  wife. 

i 

CHAPTER  XXVII 

Anna  was  up-stairs,  standing  bef
ore  the  looking-glass,  and, 

wifh  InLshka's  assistance,  pinn
ing  the  last  ribbon  on  he 

gown  when  she  heard  carriage  wh
eels  crunching  the  gravel  at 

^"iSrearly  for  Betsy,"  she  thought
,  and  glancing  out  of 
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the  window  she  caught  sight  of  the  carriage  and  fl*  black  hat of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  the  ears  that  she  knew  so  well 
sticking  up  each  side  of  it.  ' '  How  unlucky  I  Can  he  be  going to  stay  the  night?"  she  wondered,  and  the  thought  of  alf  thai might  come  of  such  a  chance  struck  her  as  so  awful  and  ter- 

rible that,  without  dwelling  on  it  for  a  moment,  she  went  down to  meet  him  with  a  bright  and  radiant  face;  and  conscious  of the  presence  of  that  spirit  of  falsehood  and  deceit  in  herself that  she  had  come  to  know  of  late,  she  abandoned  herself 

:°  to    SPmt  mld  begSn  talkingl  hardly  lowing  what  she  was 

"Ah,  how  nice  of  you!"  she  said,  giving  her  husband  her land,  and  greeting  Sludin,  who  was  like  one  of  the  family 
nth  a  smile.  "You're  staying  the  night,  I  hope?"  was  the irst  word  the  spirit  of  falsehood  prompted  her  to  utter-  "and 
low  we  11  go  together.  Only  it  's  a  pity  I  Ve  promised  Betsy, 'he  s  coming  for  me. " 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  knit  his  brows  at  Betsy's  name. 
Uii,  I  m  not  going  to  separate  the  inseparables,"  he  said his  usual  bantering  tone.  "I'm  goi„g  ,ith  Mihail  VassSc lteh.  I  m  ordered  exercise  by  the  doctors  too.  I'll  walk nd  fancy  myself  at  the  springs  again  " 

ZhranlS  "°  hUnT' "  Sald  Anna-    "  W0Uld  ̂ u  like  te*  ?" 
"Bring  in  tea,  and  tell  Seryozha  that  Alexey  Alexandro- 
'  LilL  r\  W'e11'  t6\me'  h°W  haW  *-  been?  Mtoal assilievitch,  you  ve  not  been  to  see  me  before.    Look  how 

XntoThe0^  "^ '"  ̂  Said'  —  «*  -  2 
She  spoke ,  very pimply  and  naturally,  but  too  much  and  too s  .    bhe  was  the  more  aware  of  this  from  noticing  in  the 

raTrw°r0e\Mihail  VaSfeVitCh  ̂ rned  on  her  "that  h ™  '  keepmS  watcn  on  her 
Mihail Vassilievitch  promptly  went  out  on  the  terrace, fctie  sat  down  beside  her  husband. 

^'You  don't  look  quite  well,"  she  said 
Yes,"  he  said;  -the  doctor's  been  with  me  to-day  and 
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11: 

wasted  an  hour  of  my  time.  I  feel  that  some  one  of  our  friends 

must  have  sent  him:  my  health's  so  precious,  it  seems." 

"No;  what  did  he  say?" 
She  questioned  him  about  his  health  and  what  he  had  been 

doing,  and  tried  to  persuade  him  to  take  a  rest  and  come  out 
to  her. 

All  this  she  said  brightly,  rapidly,  and  with  a  peculiar 

brilliance  in  her  eyes.  But  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  did  not 

now  attach  any  special  significance  to  this  tone  of  hers.  He 

heard  only  her  words  and  gave  them  only  the  direct  sense 

they  bore.  And  he  answered  simply,  though  jestingly.  There 

was  nothing  remarkable  in  all  this  conversation,  but  nevei 

after  could  Anna  recall  this  brief  scene  without  an  agonizing  ̂  

pang  of  shame.  fl 

Seryozha  came  in  preceded  by  his  governess.     If  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  had  allowed  himself  to  observe  he  would  hav
e 

noticed  the  timid  and  bewildered  eyes  with  which  Seryo
zha 

glanced  first  at  his  father  and  then  at  his  mother.     But  h
e 

would  not  see  anything,  and  he  did  not  see  it. 

"Ah,  the  young  man!     He's  grown.    Really,  he's  getting 

quite  a  man.     How  are  you,  young  man  V ' 

And  he  gave  his  hand  to.  the  scared  child.     Seryozha 
 had 

been  shy  of  his  father  before,  and  now,  ever  s
ince  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  had  taken  to  calling  him  young  man, 
 and  since 

that  insoluble  question  had  occurred  to  him  whe
ther  Vronsky 

were  a  friend  or  a  foe,  he  avoided  his  fathe
r.  He  looked 

round  towards  his  mother  as  though  seeking  she
lter.  It  waF 

only  with  his  mother  that  he  was  at  ease.  Mean
while,  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  was  holding  his  son  by  the  sho
ulder  while  he 

was  speaking  to  the  governess,  and  Seryozha  
was  so  miserably 

uncomfortable    that    Anna    saw    he    was    on    the    point
    oi 

Anna,  who  had  flushed  a  little  the  instant  her  s
on  came  in 

noticing  that  Seryozha  was  uncomfortable,  got  
up  hurnecUj 

took  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  hand  from  her  son's  shoulder 

and  kissing  the  boy,  led  him  out  onto  the  terrac
e,  and  quick* 

came  back. 

:i 
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"It's  time  to  start,  though/ '  said  she,  glancing  at  her  watch. 'How  is  it  Betsy  doesn't  come?     .     .     ." 
Yes,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  getting  up,  he bided  his  hands  and  cracked  his  fingers.  ' '  I  've  come  to  bring 

'ou  some  money,  too,  for  nightingales,  we  know,  can't  live  on 
airy  tales, ' '  he  said.  ' '  You  want  it,  I  expect  ? '  ■ 
''No,  I  don't  .  .  .  yes,  I  do,"  she  said,  not  looking  at Jim,  and  crimsoning  to  the  roots  of  her  hair.  "But  you'll 

ome  back  here  after  the  races,  I  suppose?" 
'  *  Oh,  yes ! "  answered  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.    ' '  And  here 's 

Ihe  glory  of  Peterhof,  Princess  Tverskoy,"  he  added,  looking 
^ut  of  the  window  at  the  elegant  English  carriage  with  the  tiny 
ats  placed  extremely  high.     "What  elegance!     Charming! 
rell,  let  us  be  starting  too,  then." 
Princess  Tverskoy  did  not  get  out  of  her  carriage,  but  her 
room,  in  high  boots,  a  cape,  and  black  hat,  darted  out  at  the ntrance. 

I'm  going;  good-bye!"  said  Anna,  and  kissing  her  son,  she ent  up  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  and  held  out  her  hand  to 
pi.     "It  was  ever  so  nice  of  you  to  come." Alexey  Alexandrovitch  kissed  her  hand. 

"Well,  au  revoir,  then!     You'll  come  back  for  some  tea; 
hat^s  delightful!"  she  said,  and  went  out,  gay  and  radiant, tufas  soon  as  she  no  longer  saw  him,  she  was  aware  of  the 
3ot  on  her  hand  that  his  lips  had  touched,  and  she  shuddered ith  repulsion. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII 

When  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  reached  the  race-course,  Anna 
as  already  sitting  in  the  pavilion  beside  Betsy,  in  that 
ivilion  where  all  the  highest  society  had  gathered.  She 
ught  sight  of  her  husband  in  the  distance.  Two  men,  her 
lsband  and  her  lover,  were  the  two  centres  of  her  existence, 
id  unaided  by  her  external  senses  she  was  aware  of  their 
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nearness.  She  was  aware  of  her  husband  approaching  a  long 

way  off,  and  she  could  not  help  following  him  in  the  surging 
crowd  in  the  midst  of  which  he  was  moving.  She  watched  his 

progress  towards  the  pavilion,  saw  him  now  responding  con- 
descendingly to  an  ingratiating  bow,  now  exchanging  friendly, 

nonchalant  greetings  with  his  equals,  now  assiduously  trying 
to  catch  the  eye  of  some  great  one  of  this  world,  and  taking 

off  his  big  round  hat  that  squeezed  the  tips  of  his  ears.  All 

these  ways  of  his  she  knew,  and  all  were  hateful  to  her. 

"Nothing  but  ambition,  nothing  but  the  desire  to  get  on, 
that 's  all  there  is  in  his  soul, ' '  she  thought ;  "  as  for  these  lofty 
ideals,  love  of  culture,  religion,  they  are  only  so  many  tools 

for  getting  on. ' ' 
From  his  glances  towards  the  ladies'  pavilion  (he  was  star 

ing  straight  at  her,  but  did  not  distinguish  his  wife  in  the  sea 

of  muslin,  ribbons,  feathers,  parasols  and  flowers)  she  saw  that 

he  was  looking  for  her,  but  she  purposely  avoided  noticing  him. 

"Alexey  Alexandrovitch ! "  Princess  Betsy  called  to  him; 
' '  I  'm  sure  you  don 't  see  your  wife :  here  she  is. ' ' 

He  smiled  his  chilly  smile. 

' '  There 's  so  much  splendor  here  that  one 's  eyes  are  dazzled, I 
he  said,  and  he  went  into  the  pavilion.  He  smiled  to  his  wife 
as  a  man  should  smile  on  meeting  his  wife  after  only  just 

parting  from  her,  and  greeted  the  princess  and  other  acquaint- 

ances, giving  to  each  what  was  due— that  is  to  say,  jesting  with 

the  ladies  and  dealing  out  friendly  greetings  among  the  men. 

Below,  near  the  pavilion,  was  standing  an  adjutant-general  of 

whom  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  a  high  opinion,  noted  for 

his  intelligence  and  culture.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  entered 
into  conversation  with  him. 

There  was  an  interval  between  the  races,  and  so  nothing 

hindered  conversation.  The  adjutant-general  expressed  his 

disapproval  of  races.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  replied  defend 

ing  them.  Anna  heard  his  high,  measured  tones,  not  losing 

one  word,  and  every  word  struck  her  as  false,  and  stabbed  hei 
ears  with  pain. 

When  the  three-mile  steeplechase  was  beginning,  she  benl 
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forward  and  gazed  with  fixed  eyes  at  Vronsky  as  he  went  up 
;o  his  horse  and  mounted,  and  at  the  same  time  she  heard  that 
oathsome,  never-ceasing  voice  of  her  husband.  She  was  in  an 
agony  of  terror  for  Vronsky,  but  a  still  greater  agony  was  the 
never-ceasing,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  stream  of  her  husband's 
shrill  voice  with  its  familiar  intonations. 

I  'm  a  wicked  woman,  a  lost  woman, ' '  she  thought ;  ' '  but  I 
ion't  like  lying,  I  can't  endure  falsehood,  while  as  for  him 
(her  husband)  it's  the  breath  of  his  life— falsehood.  He 
mows  all  about  it,  he  sees  it  all ;  what  does  he  care  if  he  can 
alk  so  calmly?  If  he  were  to  kill  me,  if  he  were  to  kill 
Vronsky,  I  might  respect  him.  No,  all  he  wants  is  falsehood 

md  propriety,"  Anna  said  to  herself,  not  considering  exactly what  it  was  she  wanted  of  her  husband,  and  how  she  would 
lave  liked  to  see  him  behave.  She  did  not  understand  either 

;hat  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  peculiar  loquacity  that  day,  so 
exasperating  to  her,  was  merely  the  expression  of  his  inward 
distress  and  uneasiness.  As  a  child  that  has  been  hurt  skips 
ibout,  putting  all  his  muscles  into  movement  to  drown  the 
pain,  in  the  same  way  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  needed  mental 
exercise  to  drown  the  thoughts  of  his  wife  that  in  her  presence 
md  in  Vronsky 's,  and  with  the  continual  iteration  of  his  name, vould  force  themselves  on  his  attention.  And  it  was  as  natural 
cor  him  to  talk  well  and  cleverly,  as  it  is  natural  for  a  child  to 
drip  about.     He  was  saying : 

Danger  in  the  races  of  officers,  of  cavalry  men,  is  an  essen- 
ial  element  in  the  race.  If  England  can  point  to  the  most 
)rilliant  feats  of  cavalry  in  military  history,  it  is  simply  owing 
o  the  fact  that  she  has  historically  developed  this  force  both 
n  beasts  and  in  men.  Sport  has,  in  my  opinion,  a  great  value, 
md  as  is  always  the  case,  we  see  nothing  but  what  is  most 
•uperfieial. ' ' 

^  It 's  not  superficial, ' '  said  Princess  Tverskoy.     '  *  One  of  the )fficers,  they  say,  has  broken  two  ribs." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  smiled  his  smile,  which  uncovered 

lis  teeth,  but  revealed  nothing  more. 

We'll  admit,  princess,  that  that's  not  superficial,"  he  said, 
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"but  internal.  But  that's  not  the  point,"  and  he  turned 

again  to  the  general  with  whom  he  was  talking  seriously ;  "  we 
mustn't  forget  that  those  who  are  taking  part  in  the  race  are 
military  men,  who  have  chosen  that  career,  and  one  must  allow 

that  every  calling  has  its  disagreeable  side.  It  forms  an  in- 
tegral part  of  the  duties  of  an  officer.  Low  sports,  such  as 

prize-fighting  or  Spanish  bull-fights,  are  a  sign  of  barbarity. 

But  specialized  trials  of  skill  are  a  sign  of  development. ' ' 
"No,  I  shan't  come  another  time;  it's  too  upsetting,"  said 

Princess  Betsy.     ' '  Isn  't  it,  Anna  I ' ' 

"It  is  upsetting,  but  one  can't  tear  oneself  away,"  said 
another  lady.  "If  I'd  been  a  Roman  woman  I  should  never 

have  missed  a  single  circus. ' ' 
Anna  said  nothing,  and  keeping  her  opera-glass  up,  gazed 

always  at  the  same  spot. 
At  that  moment  a  tall  general  walked  through  the  pavilion. 

Breaking  off  what  he  was  saying,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  got 

up  hurriedly,  though  with  dignity,  and  bowed  low  to  the 

general. 
"You're  not  racing?"  the  officer  asked,  chaffing  him. 

"My  race  is  a  harder  one,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  re 
sponded  deferentially. 

And  though  the  answer  meant  nothing,  the  general  looked 

as  though  he  had  heard  a  witty  remark  from  a  witty  man,  and 
fully  relished  la  pointe  de  la  sauce. 

"There  are  two  aspects,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  resumed 

"those  who  take  part  and  those  who  look  on;  and  love  fo* 

such  spectacles  is  an  unmistakable  proof  of  a  low  degree  oi 

development  in  the  spectator,  I  admit,  but     .     .     ." 

"Princess,  bets!"  sounded  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  voic< 

from  below,  addressing  Betsy.     '  *  Who 's  your  favorite  ? ' ' 
1 '  Anna  and  I  are  for  Kuzovlev, ' '  replied  Betsy. 
"  I'm  for  Vronsky.     A  pair  of  gloves  ? ' ' 
"Done!" 

' '  But  it  is  a  pretty  sight,  isn 't  it  ?  " 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  paused  while  there  was  talking  abou 

him,  but  he  began  again  directly. 
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"I  admit  that  manly  sports  do  not     .     .     ."he  was  con- inuing. 
But  at  that  moment  the  racers  started,  and  all  conversation 

ceased.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  too  was  silent,  and  every  one 
stood  up  and  turned  towards  the  stream.  Alexey  Alexandro- 

vitch took  no  interest  in  the  race,  and  so  he  did  not  watch  the 
racers,  but  fell  to  listlessly  scanning  the  spectators  with  his 
weary  eyes.     His  eyes  rested  upon  Anna. 
Her  face  was  white  and  set.  She  was  obviously  seeing 

othing  and  no  one  but  one  man.  Her  hand  had  convulsively 
3lutched  her  fan,  and  she  held  her  breath.  He  looked  at  her 
and  hastily  turned  away,  scrutinizing  other  faces. 

"But  here's  this  lady  too,  and  others  very  much  moved  as 
well;  it's  very  natural,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  told  himself. 
He  tried  not  to  look  at  her,  but  unconsciously  his  eyes  were 
drawn  to  her.  He  examined  that  face  again,  trying  not  to 
read  what  was  so  plainly  written  on  it,  and  against  his  own 
will,  with  horror  read  on  it  what  he  did  not  want  to  know. 
The  first  f all— Kuzovlev  's,  at  the  stream— agitated  every 

3ne,  but  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  saw  distinctly  on  Anna's  pale, 
:riumphant  face  that  the  man  she  was  watching  had  not  fallen. 
When,  after  Mahotin  and  Vronsky  had  cleared  the  worst 
Darrier,  the  next  officer  had  been  thrown  straight  on  his  head 
it  it  and  fatally  injured,  and  a  shudder  of  horror  passed  over 
;he  whole  public,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  saw  that  Anna  did 
lot  even  notice  it,  and  had  some  difficulty  in  realizing  what 
;hey  were  talking  of  about  her.  But  more  and  more  often, 
md  with  greater  persistence,  he  watched  her.  Anna,  wholly 
mgrossed  as  she  was  with  the  race,  became  aware  of  her  hus- 

band's cold  eyes  fixed  upon  her  from  one  side. 
She  glanced  round  for  an  instant,  looked  inquiringly  at 

iim,  and  with  a  slight  frown  turned  away  again. 
"Ah,  I  don't  care!"  she  seemed  to  say  to  him,  and  she  did lot  once  glance  at  him  again. 
The  race  was  an  unlucky  one,  and  of  the  seventeen  officers 

rfio  rode  in  it  more  than  half  were  thrown  and  hurt.  To- 
wards the  end  of  the  race  every  one  was  in  a  state  of  agitation, 
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which  was  intensified  by  the  fact  that  the  Tsar  was  dis- 
pleased. 

CHAPTER  XXIX 

Every  one  was  loudly  expressing  disapprobation,  every  one 

was  repeating  a  phrase  some  one  had  uttered— "  The  lions  and 

gladiators  will  be  the  next  thing,"  and  every  one  was  feeling 
horrified ;  so  that  when  Vronsky  fell  to  the  ground,  and  Anna 

moaned  aloud,  there  was  nothing  Very  out  of  the  way  in  it. 

But  afterwards  a  change  came  over  Anna's  face  which  really 
was  beyond  decorum.  She  utterly  lost  her  head.  She  began 

fluttering  like  a  caged  bird,  at  one  moment  would  have  got  up 

and  moved  away,  at  the  next  turned  to  Betsy. 

"Let  us  go,  let  us  go!"  she  said. 

But  Betsy  did  not  hear  her.  She  was  bending  down,  talk- 

ing to  a  general  who  had  come  up  to  her. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  went  up  to  Anna  and  courteously 
offered  her  his  arm. 

"Let  us  go,  if  you  like,"  he  said  in  French,  but  Anna  was 

listening  to  the  general  and  did  not  notice  her  husband. 

"He's  broken  his  leg  too,  so  they  say,"  the  general  was 

saying.     * '  This  is  beyond  everything. ' ' 
Without  answering  her  husband,  Anna  lifted  her  opera 

glass  and  gazed  towards  the  place  where  Vronsky  had  fallen 

but  it  was  so  far  off,  and  there  was  such  a  crowd  of  people 

about  it,  that  she  could  make  out  nothing.  She  laid  down  the 

opera-glass,  and  would  have  moved  away,  but  at  that  momenl 

an  officer  galloped  up  and  made  some  announcement  to  the 
Tsar.     Anna  craned  forward,  listening. 

"Stiva!     Stiva!"  she  cried  to  her  brother. 

But  her  brother  did  not  hear  her.     Again  she  would  hav( 

moved  away.  .      f 
"Once  more  I  offer  you  my  arm  if  you  want  to  be  going, 

said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  reaching  towards  her  hand. 
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She  drew  back  from  him  with  aversion,  and  without  looking 
I  his  face  answered: 

"No,  no,  let  me  be,  I'll  stay." 
She  saw  now  that  from  the  place  of  Vronsky's  accident  an 

)fficer  was  running  across  the  course  towards  the  pavilion, 
etsy  waved  her  handkerchief  to  him.  The  officer  brought 

he  news  that  the  rider  was  not  killed,  but  the  horse  had  broken 
ts  back. 

On  hearing  this  Anna  sat  down  hurriedly,  and  hid  her  face 
n  her  fan.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  saw  that  she  was  weeping, 
ind  could  not  control  her  tears,  nor  even  the  sobs  that  were 
ihaking  her  bosom.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  stood  so  as  to 
icreen  her,  giving  her  time  to  recover  herself. 

"For  the  third  time  I  offer  you  my  arm,"  he  said  to  her 
tf  ter  a  little  time,  turning  to  her.  Anna  gazed  at  him  and  did 
lot  know  what  to  say.     Princess  Betsy  came  to  her  rescue. 

"No,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch;  I  brought  Anna  and  I  prom- 
sed  to  take  her  home, ' '  put  in  Betsy. 

"Excuse  me,  princess,"  he  said,  smiling  courteously,  but 
ooking  her  very  firmly  in  the  face,  "but  I  see  that  Anna's  not 
fery  well,  and  I  wish  her  to  come  home  with  me." 
Anna  looked  about  her  in  a  frightened  way,  got  up  sub- 

nissively,  and  laid  her  hand  on  her  husband's  arm. 

'I'll  send  to  him  and  find  out,  and  let  you  know,"  Betsy vhispered  to  her. 

As  they  left  the  pavilion,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  as  always, 
:alked  to  those  he  met,  and  Anna  had,  as  always,  to  talk  and 
inswer ;  but  she  was  utterly  beside  herself,  and  moved  hanging 
m  her  husband 's  arm  as  though  in  a  dream. 

'Is  he  killed  or  not?  Is  it  true?  Will  he  come  or  not? 
Shall  I  see  him  to-day?"  she  was  thinking. 
She  took  her  seat  in  her  husband's  carriage  in  silence,  and 

n  silence  drove  out  of  the  crowd  of  carriages.  In  spite  of  all 
ie  had  seen,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  still  did  not  allow  himself 
o  consider  his  wife's  real  condition.  He  merely  saw  the  out- 
vard  symptoms.  He  saw  that  she  was  behaving  unbecom- 
ngly,  and  considered  it  his  duty  to  tell  her  so.     But  it  was 
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very  difficult  for  him  not  to  say  more,  to  tell  her  nothing  but 

that.  He  opened  his  mouth  to  tell  her  she  had  behaved  un- 
becomingly, but  he  could  not  help  saying  something  utterly 

different. 

"What  an  inclination  we  all  have,  though,  for  these  cruel 

spectacles ! ' '  he  said.     '  ■  I  observe     .     .     . ' ' 
' '  Eh  ?     I  don 't  understand, ' ?  said  Anna  contemptuously. 
He  was  offended,  and  at  once  began  to  say  what  he  had 

meant  to  say. 

uIam  obliged  to  tell  you, ' '  he  began. 
"So  now  we  are  to  have  it  out,"  she  thought,  and  she  felt 

frightened. 

"I  am  obliged  to  tell  you  that  your  behavior  has  been  un- 
becoming to-day, ' '  he  said  to  her  in  French. 

"In  what  way  has  my  behavior  been  unbecoming?"  she 
said  aloud,  turning  her  head  swiftly  and  looking  him  straight 
in  the  face,  not  with  the  bright  expression  that  seemed  cover 
ing  something,  but  with  a  look  of  determination,  under  which 
she  concealed  with  difficulty  the  dismay  she  was  feeling. 

'  f  Mind, ' '  he  said,  pointing  to  the  open  window  opposite  the 
coachman. 

He  got  up  and  pulled  up  the  window. 

1 '  What  did  you  consider  unbecoming  ? ' '  she  repeated. 
"The  despair  you  were  unable  to  conceal  at  the  accident  to 

one  of  the  riders. ' ' 
He  waited  for  her  to  answer,  but  she  was  silent,  looking 

straight  before  her. 

f"I  have  already  begged  you  so  to  conduct  yourself  in  society 
that  even  malicious  tongues  can  find  nothing  to  say  against 
you.  There  was  a  time  when  I  spoke  of  your  inward  attitude, 
but  I  am  not  speaking  of  that  now.  Now  I  speak  only  ol 
your  external  attitude.  You  have  behaved  improperly,  and  I 

would  wish  it  not  to  occur  again."/ 
She  did  not  hear  half  of  what  he  was  saying ;  she  felt  panic 

stricken  before  him,  and  was  thinking  whether  it  was  true  thai 
Vronsky  was  not  killed.  Was  it  of  him  they  were  speaking 
when  they  said  the  rider  was  unhurt,  but  the  horse  had  broken 
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ts  back?  She  merely  smiled  with  a  pretense  of  irony  when 
le  finished,  and  made  no  reply,  because  she  had  not  heard  what 
le  said.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  begun  to  speak  boldly, 
)ut  as  he  realized  plainly  what  he  was  speaking  of,  the  dismay 
;he  was  feeling  infected  him  too.  He  saw  the  smile,  and  a 
strange  misapprehension  came  over  him. 

"She  is  smiling  at  my  suspicions.  Yes,  she  will  tell  me lirectly  what  she  told  me  before ;  that  there  is  no  foundation 
:or  my  suspicions,  that  it 's  absurd. ' ' 
At  that  moment,  when  the  revelation  of  everything  was 

langing  over  him,  there  was  nothing  he  expected  so  much  as 
;hat  she  would  answer  mockingly  as  before  that  his  suspicions 
vere  absurd  and  utterly  groundless.  So  terrible  to  him  was 
vhat  he  knew  that  now  he  was  ready  to  believe  anything. 
3ut  the  expression  of  her  face,  scared  and  gloomy,  did  not  now 
promise  even  deception. 

"Possibly  I  was  mistaken,"  said  he.  "If  so,  I  beg  your )ardon. ' ' 

No,  you  were  not  mistaken,' '  she  said  deliberately,  looking 
lesperately  into  his  cold  face.  "You  were  not  mistaken.  I 
vas,  and  I  could  not  help  being  in  despair.  I  hear  you,  but  I 
tm  thinking  of  him.  I  love  him,  I  am  his  mistress;  I  can't 
)ear  you;  I'm  afraid  of  you,  and  I  hate  you.  .  .  .  You ;an  do  what  you  like  to  me." 
And  dropping  back  into  the  corner  of  the  carriage,  she 

)roke  into  sobs,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands.  Alexey  Alexan- 
Irovitch  did  not  stir,  and  kept  looking  straight  before  him. 
But  his  whole  face  suddenly  bore  the  solemn  rigidity  of  the 
lead,  and  his  expression  did  not  change  during  the  whole  time 
)f  the  drive  home.  On  reaching  the  house  he  turned  his  head 
o  her,  still  with  the  same  expression. 

Very  well!  But  I  expect  a  strict  observance  of  the  ex- 
ternal forms  of  propriety  till  such  time"— his  voice  shook— 

'as  I  may  take  measures  to  secure  my  honor  and  communicate hem  to  you." 
He  got  out  first  and  helped  her  to  get  out.  Before  the 

ervants  he  pressed  her  hand,  took  his  seat  in  the  carriage, 
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and  drove  back  to  Petersburg.  Immediately  afterwards  a 
footman  came  from  Princess  Betsy  and  brought  Anna  a  note. 

* '  I  sent  to  Alexey  to  find  out  how  he  is,  and  he  writes  me  he 

is  quite  well  and  unhurt,  but  in  despair. ' ' 
"So  he  will  be  here,"  she  thought.  "What  a  good  thing  1 

told  him  all!" 
She  glanced  at  her  watch.  She  had  still  three  hours  U 

wait,  and  the  memories  of  their  last  meeting  set  her  blood  in 
flame. 

"My  God,  how  light  it  is!  It's  dreadful,  but  I  do  love  tc 
see  his  face,  and  I  do  love  this  fantastic  light.  .  .  .  M3 

husband!  Oh!  yes  .  .  .  Well,  thank  God!  everything^ 

over  with  him. ' ' 

CHAPTER  XXX 

In  the  little  German  watering-place  to  which  the  Shtbhe 

batskys  had  betaken  themselves,  as  in  all  places  indeed  wher 

people  are  gathered  together,  the  usual  process,  as  it  were,  0 

the  crystallization  of  society  went  on,  assigning  to  each  mem 

ber  of  that  society  a  definite  and  unalterable  place.  Just  a 

the  particle  of  water  in  frost,  definitely  and  unalterabl 

takes  the  special  form  of  the  crystal  of  snow,  so  each  new  pel 

son  that  arrived  at  the  springs  was  at  once  placed  in  his  specia| 

place. 

Fiirst  Shtcherbatsky,  sammt  Gemalin,  und  Tochter,  by  th 

apartments  they  took,  and  from  their  name  and  from  th 

friends  they  made,  were  immediately  crystallized  into  a  def 

nite  place  marked  out  for  them. 

There  was  visiting  the  watering-place  that  year  a  real  Go 

man  Furstin,  in  consequence  of  which  the  crystallizing  proces 

went  on  more  vigorously  than  ever.  Princess  Shtcherbatsk 

wished,  above  everything,  to  present  her  daughter  to  th 

German  princess,  and  the  day  after  their  arrival  she  duly  pe 

formed  this  rite.     Kitty  made  a  low  and  graceful  curtsey  i 

1 

I 

1 
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he  very  simple,  that  is  to  say,  very  elegant  frock  that  had 
een  ordered  her  from  Paris.     The  German  princess  said,  "I 
ope  the  roses  will  soon  come  back  to  this  pretty  little  face," 
ind  for  the  Shtcherbatskys  certain  definite  lines  of  existence 
pre  at  once  laid  down  from  which  there  was  no  departing. 
Phe  Shtcherbatskys  made  the  acquaintance  too  of  the  family 
f  an  English  Lady  Somebody,  and  of  a  German  countess  and 
ier  son,  wounded  in  the  last  war,  and  of  a  learned  Swede,  and 
f  M.  Canut  and  his  sister.     But  yet  inevitably  the  Shtcher- 
iatskys  were  thrown  most  into  the  society  of  a  Moscow  lady, 
larya  Yevgenyevna  Rtishtchov  and  her  daughter,  whom  Kitty 
■diked,  because  she  had  fallen  ill,  like  herself,  over  a  love 
ffair,  and  a  Moscow  colonel,  whom  Kitty  had  known  from 
hildhood,   and  always  seen  in  uniform   and  epaulets,   and 
/ho  now,  with  his  little  eyes  and  his  open  neck  and  flowered 
ravat,  was  uncommonly  ridiculous  and  tedious,  because  there 
^as  no  getting  rid  of  him.     When  all  this  was  so  firmly  estab- 
shed,  Kitty  began  to  be  very  much  bored,  especially  as  the 
rince  went  away  to  Carlsbad  and  she  was  left  alone  with  her 
mther.     She  took  no  interest  in  the  people  she  knew,  feeling 
hat  nothing  fresh  would  come  of  them.     Her  chief  mental  in- 
brest  at  the  watering-place  consisted  in  watching  and  making 
aeories  about  the  people  she  did  not  know.     It  was  char- 
cteristic  of  Kitty  that  she  always  imagined  everything  in 
eople  in  the  most  favorable  light  possible,  especially  so  in 
hose  she  did  not  know.     And  now  as  she  made  surmises  as  to 
ho  people  were,  what  were  their  relations  to  one  another,  and 
'hat  they  were  like,    Kitty  endowed  them  with  the  most 
larvelous  and  noble  characters,  and  found  confirmation  of 
er  idea  in  her  observations. 
Of  these  people  the  one  that  attracted  her  most  was  a 

Russian  girl  who  had  come  to  the  watering-place  with  an  in- 
alid  Russian  lady,  Madame  Stahl,  as  every  one  called  her. 
tadame  Stahl  belonged  to  the  highest  society,  but  she  was  so 
1  that  she  could  not  walk,  and  only  on  exceptionally  fine  days 
tade  her  appearance  at  the  springs  in  an  invalid  carriage. 
ut  it  was  not  so  much  from  ill-health  as  from  pride— so 
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Princess  Shtcherbatsky  interpreted  it— that  Madame  Stall 

had  not  made  the  acquaintance  of  any  one  among  the  Russians 

there.  The  Russian  girl  looked  after  Madame  Stahl,  and 

besides  that,  she  was,  as  Kitty  observed,  on  friendly  terms 

with  all  the  invalids  who  were  seriously  ill,  and  there  were 

many  of  them  at  the  springs,  and  looked  after  them  in  the 

most  natural  way.  This  Russian  girl  was  not,  as  Kitty 

gathered,  related  to  Madame  Stahl,  nor  was  she  a  paid  at- 
tendant. Madame  Stahl  called  her  Varenka,  and  other  people 

called  her  * '  Mademoiselle  Varenka. ' '  Apart  from  the  interest 

Kitty  took  in  this  girl's  relations  with  Madame  Stahl  and  with 

other  unknown  persons,  Kitty,  as  often  happened,  felt  an  in- 

explicable attraction  to  Mademoiselle  Varenka,  and  was  awan 

when  their  eyes  met  that  she  too  liked  her. 

Of  Mademoiselle  Varenka  one  would  not  say  that  she  ha 

passed  her  first  youth,  but  she  was,  as  it  were,  a  creature  with 

out  youth;  she  might  have  been  taken  for  nineteen  or  
fo" 

thirty.  If  her  features  were  criticized  separately,  she  wa 

handsome  rather  than  plain,  in  spite  of  the  sickly  hue  of  hei 

face.  She  would  have  been  a  good  figure,  too,  if  it  had  nol 

been  for  her  extreme  thinness  and  the  size  of  her  head,  which 

was  too  large  for  her  medium  height.  But  she  was  not  likelj 

to  be  attractive  to  men.  She  was  like  a  fine  flower,  alreadj 

past  its  bloom  and  without  fragrance,  though  the  petals  wer( 

still  unwithered.  Moreover,  she  would  have  been  unattractive
 

to  men  also  from  the  lack  of  just  what  Kitty  had  too  mucl 

0f_0f  the  suppressed  fire  of  vitality,  and  the  consciousnes
s 

of  her  own  attractiveness. 

She  always  seemed  absorbed  in  work  about  which  
ther« 

could  be  no  doubt,  and  so  it  seemed  she  could  not  take  inte
res 

in  anything  outside  it.  It  was  just  this  contrast  wit
h  he: 

own  position  that  was  for  Kitty  the  great  attraction
  <> 

Mademoiselle  Varenka.  Kitty  felt  that  in  her,  in  her  manna 

of  life,  she  would  find  an  example  of  what  she  was  now  h 

painfully  seeking:  interest  in  life,  a  dignity  in  life— a
par 

from  the  worldly  relations  of  girls  with  men,  which  so  revolts
 

Kitty,  and  appeared  to  her  now  as  a  shameful  hawking  
abou 
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)f  goods  in  search  of  a  purchaser.  The  more  attentively 
fttty  watched  her  unknown  friend,  the  more  convinced  she 
was  this  girl  was  the  perfect  creature  she  fancied  her,  and  the 
nore  eagerly  she  wished  to  make  her  acquaintance. 
The  two  girls  used  to  meet  several  times  a  day,  and  every 

;ime  they  met,  Kitty's  eyes  said:  "Who  are  you?  What  are 
rou  ?  Are  you  really  the  exquisite  creature  I  imagine  you  to 
>e?  But  for  goodness'  sake  don't  suppose,"  her  eyes  added, 
'that  I  would  force  my  acquaintance  on  you,  I  simply  admire 
rou  and  like  you."  "I  like  you  too,  and  you're  very,  very 
jweet.  And  I  should  like  you  better  still,  if  I  had  time," 
mswered  the  eyes  of  the  unknown  girl.  Kitty  saw,  indeed, 
;hat  she  was  always  busy.  Either  she  was  taking  the  children 
)f  a  Russian  family  home  from  the  springs,  or  fetching  a 
thawl  for  a  sick  lady,  and  wrapping  her  up  in  it,  or  trying  to 
nterest  an  irritable  invalid,  or  selecting  and  buying  cakes  for ;ea  for  some  one. 

Soon  after  the  arrival  of  the  Shtcherbatskys  there  appeared 
n  the  morning  crowd  at  the  springs  two  persons  who  attracted 
miversal  and  unfavorable  attention.  These  were  a  tall  man 
vith  a  stooping  figure,  and  huge  hands,  in  an  old  coat  too 
short  for  him,  with  black,  simple,  and  yet  terrible,  eyes,  and  a 
)ockmarked,  kind-looking  woman,  very  badly  and  tastelessly 
Iressed.  Recognizing  these  persons  as  Russians,  Kitty  had 
lready  in  her  imagination  begun  constructing  a  delightful 
ind  touching  romance  about  them.  But  the  princess,  having 
iscertained  from  the  visitors'  list  that  this  was  Nikolay  Levin ind  Marya  Nikolaevna,  explained  to  Kitty  what  a  bad  man 
his  Levin  was,  and  all  her  fancies  about  these  two  people 
TOiished.  Not  so  much  from  what  her  mother  told  her,  as 
rom  the  fact  that  it  was  Konstantin's  brother,  this  pair  sud- 
lenly  seemed  to  Kitty  imensely  unpleasant.  This  Levin,  with 
lis  continual  twitching  of  his  head,  aroused  in  her  now  an 
rrepressible  feeling  of  disgust. 
It  seemed  to  her  that  his  big,  terrible  eyes,  which  persistently 

pursued  her,  expressed  a  feeling  of  hatred  and  contempt,  and he  tried  to  avoid  meeting  him. 

( 
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CHAPTER  XXXI 
B 

It  was  a  wet  day ;  it  had  been  raining  all  the  mornin
g,  and 

the  invalids,  with  their  parasols,,  had  nocked  
into  the  ar- 

Kitty  was  walking  there  with  her  mother,  and  the  
Moscow  t 

colonel,  smart  and  jaunty  in  his  European  coat,  bo
ught  ready- 

made  at  Frankfort.  They  were  walking  on  one  s
ide  of  the 

arcade  trying  to  avoid  Levin,  who  was  walking 
 on  the  other 

side  Varenka,  in  her  dark  dress,  in  a  black  hat
  with  a  turn- 

down brim,  was  walking  up  and  down  the  whole  length
  of  the 

arcade  with  a  blind  Frenchwoman,  and,  every  ti
me  she  met 

Kitty,  they  exchanged  friendly  glances. 

"Mamma,  couldn't  I  speak  to  her?"  said  Kitty,  wa
tching 

her  unknown  friend,  and  noticing  that  she  was  going 
 up  to  the 

spring,  and  that  they  might  come  there  
together 

"Oh  if  you  want  to  so  much,  I'll  find  out  a
bout  her  first 

and  make  her  acquaintance  myself,"  an
swered  her  mother 

"What  do  vou  see  in  her  out  of  the  way?  A
  companion  ghi 

must  be  If  you  like,  I'll  make  acquain
tance  with  Madame 

Stahl;  I  used  to  know  her  belle-sxur,"  
added  the  princess 

lifting  her  head  haughtily. 
 W 

Kitty  knew  that  the  princess  was  off
ended  that  Madam 

Stahl  had  seemed  to  avoid  making  her  ac
quaintance.    Kitt; 

did  not  insist.  . 

"How  wonderfully  sweet  she  is!"  she  sai
d,  gazing  .1 

Varenka  just  as  she  handed  a  glass  
to  the  Frenchwoman 

"Look  how  natural  and  sweet  it  all  is." 

"It's  so  funny  to  see  your  engouements,"  sa
id  the  princes. 

"No,  we'd  better  go  back,"  she  added,  notic
ing  Levin  comin. 

towards  them  with  his  companion  and  a  G
erman  doctor,  1 

whom  he  was  talking  very  noisily  and  angrily.
 

They  turned  to  go  back,  when  suddenly 
 they  heard,  nc 

noisy  talk,  but  shouting.  Levin,  stopping
  short,  was  shoutin 

at  the  doctor,  and  the  doctor,  too,  was  ex
cited.    A  crow 



ANNA   KARENINA  279 

•athered  about  them.  The  princess  and  Kitty  beat  a  hasty etreat,  while  the  colonel  joined  the  crowd  to  find  out  what 
fas  the  matter. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  colonel  overtook  them. 

' '  What  was  it  ? ' '  inquired  the  princess. 
Scandalous  and  disgraceful ! ' '  answered  the  colonel.  ' '  The 

»ne  thing  to  be  dreaded  is  meeting  Russians  abroad.  That  tall 
entleman  was  abusing  the  doctor,  flinging  all  sorts  of  insults 
t  him  because  he  wasn't  treating  him  quite  as  he  liked, 
nd  he  began  waving  his  stick  at  him.  It's  simply  a  scan- 
al!" 

' '  Oh,  how  unpleasant ! '  1  said  the  princess.     * '  Well,  and  how id  it  end?" 

"Luckily  at  that  point  that  ...  the  one  in  the  mush- 
oom  hat     .     .     .     intervened.     A  Russian  lady,  I  think  she 

' '  said  the  colonel. 

"Mademoiselle  Varenka?"  asked  Kitty. 
'  Yes,  yes.     She  came  to  the  rescue  before  any  one ;  she  took le  man  by  the  arm  and  led  him  away." 
"There,   mamma,"   said   Kitty;    "you   wonder   that   I'm thusiastic  about  her." 

The  next  day,  as  she  watched  her  unknown  friend,  Kitty 
oticed  that  Mademoiselle  Varenka  was  already  on  the  same 
Ins  with  Levin  and  his  companion  as  with  her  other  pro- 

ves. She  went  up  to  them,  entered  into  conversation  with 
lem,  and  served  as  interpreter  for  the  woman,  who  could  not 
>eak  any  foreign  language. 
Kitty  began  to  entreat  her  mother  still  more  urgently  to 
t  her  make  friends  with  Varenka.  And,  .disagreeable  as  it 
as  to  the  princess  to  seem  to  take  the  first  step  in  wishing  to 
take  the  acquaintance  of  Madame  Stahl,  who  thought  fit  to 
ive  herself  airs,  she  made  inquiries  about  Varenka,  and,  hav- 
ig  ascertained  particulars  about  her  tending  to  prove  that 
tere  could  be  no  harm  though  little  good  in  the  acquaintance, 
te  herself  approached  Varenka  and  made  acquaintance  with ~sr. 

Choosing  a  time  when  her  daughter  had  gone  to  the  spring, 
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while  Varenka  had  stopped  opposite  the  baker's,  the  princess 
went  up  to  her. 

"Allow  me  to  make  your  acquaintance, ' '  she  said,  with  her 

dignified  smile.  "My  daughter  has  lost  her  heart  to  you/' 

she  said.     "Possibly  you  do  not  know  me.     lam     .     .     ." 

"That  feeling  is  more  than  reciprocal,  princess,"  Varenka answered  hurriedly. 

"What  a  good  deed  you  did  yesterday  to  our  poor  com- 

patriot!" said  the  princess. 

Varenka  flushed  a  little.  "I  don't  remember.  I  don't 

think  I  did  anything,"  she  said. 

"Why,   you  saved   that   Levin   from   disagreeable   conse 

quences. " 
"Yes,  sa  compagne  called  me,  and  I  tried  to  pacify  him; 

he's  very  ill,  and  was  dissatisfied  with  the  doctor.  I'm  used 

to  looking  after  such  invalids." 

"Yes;  I've  heard  you  live  at  Mentone  with  your  aunt— I 

think— Madame  Stahl:  I  used  to  know  her  belle-soeur." 

"No,  she's  not  my  aunt.     I  call  her  mamma,  but  I  am  not 

related  to  her;  I  was  brought  up  by  her,"  answered  VarenkH 
flushing  a  little  again. 

This  was  so  simply  said,  and  so  sweet  was  the  truthful  and 

candid  expression  of  her  face,  that  the  princess  saw  why  Kitty 

had  taken  such  a  fancy  to  Varenka. 

"Well,  and  what's  this  Levin  going  to  do?"  asked  the 
princess. 

"He's  going  away,"  answered  Varenka. 

At  that  instant  Kitty  came  up  from  the  spring  beamin
g 

with  delight  that  her  mother  had  become  acquainted  wi
th  hei 

unknown  friend.  . 

"Well,  see,  Kitty,  your  intense  desire  to  make  friends  wit
r 

Mademoiselle    ..." 

"Varenka,"  Varenka  put  in  smiling,  "that's  what  everj 

one  calls  me." 

Kitty  blushed  with  pleasure,  and  slowly,  without  speaking 

pressed  her  new  friend's  hand,  which  did  not  respond  to  hei 

pressure,  but  lay  motionless  in  her  hand.     The  hand  did  
no 
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espond  to  her  pressure,  but  the  face  of  Mademoiselle  Varenka 

flowed  with  a  soft,  glad,  though  rather  mournful,  smile,  that 
howed  large  but  handsome  teeth. 

"I  have  long  wished  for  this  too,"  she  said. 
"But  you  are  so  busy." 
"Oh,  no,  I'm  not  at  all  busy,"  answered  Varenka,  but  at 

hat  moment  she  had  to  leave  her  new  friends  because  two 

ittle  Russian  girls,  children  of  an  invalid,  ran  up  to  her. 

"Varenka,  mamma's  calling!"  they  cried. 
And  Varenka  went  after  them. 

CHAPTER  XXXII 

The  particulars  which  the  princess  had  learned  in  regard  to 

^arenka's  past  and  her  relations  with  Madame  Stahl  were  as ollows : 

Madame  Stahl,  of  whom  some  people  said  that  she  had 
worried  her  husband  out  of  his  life,  while  others  said  it  was  he 
irho  had  made  her  wretched  by  his  immoral  behavior,  had 
lways  been  a  woman  of  weak  health  and  enthusiastic  tempera- 
lent  When,  after  her  separation  from  her  husband,  she 

•ave  birth  to  her  only  child,  the  child  had  died  almost  immedi- 
tely,  and  the  family  of  Madame  Stahl,  knowing  her  sensibility, 
nd  fearing  the  news  would  kill  her,  had  substituted  another 
hild,  a  baby  born  the  same  night  and  in  the  same  house  in 

'etersburg,  the  daughter  of  the  chief  cook  of  the  Imperial 
lousehold.  This  was  Varenka.  Madame  Stahl  learned  later 

n  that  Varenka  was  not  her  own  child,  but  she  went  on 
ringing  her  up,  especially  as  very  soon  afterwards  Varenka 
ad  not  a  relation  of  her  own  living.  Madame  Stahl  had  now 
een  living  more  than  ten  years  continuously  abroad,  in  the 
outh,  never  leaving  her  couch.  And  some  people  said  that 
ladame  Stahl  had  made  her  social  position  as  a  philanthropic, 
ighly  religious  woman;  other  people  said  she  really  was  at 
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') 

n 

heart  the  highly  ethical  being,  living  for  nothing  but  the  good 

of  her  fellow-creatures,  which  she  represented  herself  to  be$ 

No  one  knew  what  her  faith  was — Catholic,  Protestant,  or 

Orthodox.  But  one  fact  was  indubitable — she  was  in  amicable 

relations  with  the  highest  dignitaries  of  all  the  churches  and 
sects. 

Varenka  lived  with  her  all  the  while  abroad,  and  every 

one  who  knew  Madame  Stahl  knew  and  liked  Mademoiselle^ 

Varenka,  as  every  one  called  her. 

Having  learned  all  these  facts,  the  princess  found  nothing 

to  object  to  in  her  daughter's  intimacy  with  Varenka,  more 

especially  as  Varenka 's  breeding  and  education  were  of  the 
uest — she  spoke  French  and  English  extremely  well — ana 
what  was  of  the  most  weight,  brought  a  message  from  Madame  I 

Stahl  expressing  her  regret  that  she  was  prevented  by  her  ill 
health  from  making  the  acquaintance  of  the  princess. 

After  getting  to  know  Varenka,  Kitty  became  more  ancli 

more  fascinated  by  her  friend,  and  every  day  she  discovcrec|i 
new  virtues  in  her. 

The  princess,  hearing  that  Varenka  had  a  good  voice,  askec 
her  to  come  and  sing  to  them  in  the  evening. 

"Kitty  plays,  and  we  have  a  piano;  not  a  good  one,  it  J 

true,  but  you  will  give  us  so  much  pleasure, ' '  said  the  princes 
with  her  affected  smile,  which  Kitty  disliked  particularly  jus 

then,  because  she  noticed  that  Varenka  had  no  inclination  t> 

sing.  Varenka  came,  however,  in  the  evening  and  brought  i 

roll  of  music  with  her.  The  princess  had  invited  MaryflK 

Yevgenyevna  and  her  daughter  and  the  colonel. 

Varenka  seemed  quite  unaffected  by  there  being  person 

present  she  did  not  know,  and  she  went  directly  to  the  pianc 

She  could  not  accompany  herself,  but  she  could  sing  music  a 

sight  very  well.     Kitty,  who  played  well,  accompanied  her. 

"You  have  an  extraordinary  talent,' '  the  princess  said  1 1 
her  after  Varenka  had  sung  the  first  song  extremely  well. 

Marya  Yevgenyevna  and  her  daughter  expressed  thei 
thanks  and  admiration. 

"Look,"  said  the  colonel,  looking  out  of  the  window,  "wha 



  ANNA  KARENINA  283 

a  audience  has  collected  to  listen  to  you."     There  actually ras  quite  a  considerable  crowd  under  the  windows. 

"lam  very  glad  it  gives  you  pleasure,"  Varenka  answered mply. 
Kitty  looked  with  pride  at  her  friend.  She  was  enchanted 
y  her  talent,  and  her  voice  and  her  face,  but  most  of  all  by 
er  manner,  by  the  way  Varenka  obviously  thought  nothing  of 
er  singing  and  was  quite  unmoved  by  their  praises.  She 
jemed  only  to  be  asking:  "Am  I  to  sing  again,  or  is  that 
lough  ? ' ' 

'If  it  had  been  I,"  thought  Kitty,  "how  proud  I  should ave  been!  How  delighted  I  should  have  been  to  see  that 

-owd  under  the  windows!  But  she's  utterly  unmoved  by  it. er  only  motive  is  to  avoid  refusing  and  to  please  mamma, 
fhat  is  there  in  her  ?  What  is  it  gives  her  the  power  to  look 
own  on  everything,  to  be  calm  independently  of  everything? 
xnv  I  should  like  to  know  it  and  to  learn  it  of  her!"  thought 
itty,  gazing  into  her  serene  face.  The  princess  asked 
arenka  to  sing  again,  and  Varenka  sang  another  song, 
so  smoothly,  distinctly,  and  well,  standing  erect  at  the 
iano  and  beating  time  on  it  with  her  thin,  dark-skinned md. 

The  next  song  in  the  book  was  an  Italian  one.     Kitty  played 
le  opening  bars,  and  looked  round  at  Varenka. 

1  Let 's  skip  that, ' '  said  Varenka,  flushing  a  little.     Kitty  let 
sr  eyes  rest  on  Varenka 's  face,  with  a  look  of  dismay  and quiry. 

Very  well,  the  next  one,"  she  said  hurriedly,  turning  over 
e  pages,  and  at  once  feeling  that  there  was  something  coll- ected with  the  song. 

No,"  answered  Varenka  with  a  smile,  laying  her  hand  on 
ie  music,  "no,  let's  have  that  one."  And  she  sang  it  just  as netly,  as  coolly,  and  as  well  as  the  others. 
When  she  had  finished,  they  all  thanked  her  again,  and  went 
f  to  tea.  Kitty  and  Varenka  went  out  into  the  little  garden at  adjoined  the  house. 

"Am  I  right,  that  you  have  some  reminiscences  connected 
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wfch"  that*  song?"  said  Kitty.   "Don't  tell  me,"  she  added
 

hastily,  ''only  say  if  I'm  right."  — 

"No  why  not?  Ill  tell  you  simply,"  said  Varenka, 
 and, 

without  waiting  for  a  reply,  she  went  on:  "Yes,  
it  brings  up 

memories,  once  painful  ones.  I  cared  for  some  o
ne  once,  and 

I  used  to  sing  him  that  song." 

Kitty  with  big,  wide-open  eyes  gazed  silentl
y,  sympathetic- 

ally at  Varenka.  _ 

"I  cared  for  him,  and  he  cared  for  me;  but  his  mo
ther  did 

not  wish  it,  and  he  married  another  girl.  He 's
  living  now  not 

far  from  us,  and  I  see  him  sometimes.  You  did
n  't  think  I  had 

a  love-story  too,"  she  said,  and  there  was  a  faint  g
leam  m  her 

handsome  face  of  that  fire  which  Kitty  felt  m
ust  once  have 

glowed  all  over  her. 

"I  didn't  think  so?  Why,  if  I  were  a  man,  I  co
uld  never 

care  for  any  one  else  after  knowing  you.  On
ly  I  can  t  under- 

stand  how  he  could,  to  please  his  mother,  forget
  you  and  make 

you  unhappy ;  he  had  no  heart." 

"Oh  no  he's  a  very  good  man,  and  I'm  not  unhap
py; 

quite  the  contrary,  I'm  very  happy.  Well,  
so  we  shan't  be 

singing  any  more  now,"  she   added,   tur
ning  towards  the 

l°"How  good  you  are!  how  good  you  are!"  cried  Kitty,  and 

stopping  her,  she  kissed  her.     "If  I  coul
d  only  be  evenl 

little  like  you!"  . 

"Why  should  you  be  like  any  one?    You  re  
nice  as  yon 

are, ' '  said  Varenka,  smiling  her  gentle,  weary  smile. 

"No  I'm  not  nice  at  all.  Come,  tell  me  .  .  .  »top 

minute',  let's  sit  down,"  said  Kitty,  making  her  sit  d
own  agair 

beside  her  ' '  Tell  me,  isn  't  it  humiliating  to  think  that  a  mar 

has  disdained  your  love,  that  he  hasn't  cared  for  it?     .     .    
 . 

"But  he  didn't  disdain  it;  I  believe  he  cared  for
  me,  but  h< 

was  a  dutiful  son     ...  .  M 

"Yes  but  if  it  hadn't  been  on  account  of  his  m
other,  n  i 

had  been  his  own  doing?  .  .  ."  said  
Kitty,  feeling  she  wa 

giving  away  her  secret,  and  that  her  
face,  burning  with  th« 

flush  of  shame,  had  betrayed  her  already. 
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"In  that  case  he  would  have  done  wrong,  and  I  should  not 
Lave  regretted  him,"  answered  Varenka,  evidently  realizing lat  they  were  now  talking  not  of  her,  but  of  Kitty. 
"But  the  humiliation/'  said  Kitty,  "the  humiliation  one  can 

[ever  forget,  can  never  forget,' '  she  said,  remembering  her K)k  at  the  last  ball  during  the  pause  in  the  music. 

' '  Where  is  the  humiliation  ?    Why,  you  did  nothing  wrong  ? ' ' 
I '  Worse  than  wrong — shameful. ' ' 
Varenka  shook  her  head  and  laid  her  hand  on  Kitty's  hand. 
* '  Why,  what  is  there  shameful  ? "  she  said.    ' '  You  didn  't  tell 
man,  who  didn't  care  for  you,  that  you  loved  him,  did  you?'' 
"Of  course  not;  I  never  said  a  word,  but  he  knew  it.  No, 

o;  there  are  looks,  there  are  ways.     I  can't  forget  it,  if  I  live 
hundred  years." 

' '  Why  so  ?  I  don 't  understand.  The  whole  point  is  whether 
ou  love  him  now  or  not,"  said  Varenka,  who  called  every- fring  by  its  name. 

"I  hate  him;  I  can't  forgive  myself." 
"Why,  what  for?" 
"The  shame,  the  humiliation!" 
"Oh!  if  every  one  were  as  sensitive  as  you  are!"  said 
arenka.  "There  isn't  a  girl  who  hasn't  been  through  the 
ime.     And  it 's  all  so  unimportant. ' ' 

Why,  what  is  important?"  said  Kitty,  looking  into  her ice  with  inquisitive  wonder. 

Oh,  there's  so  much  that's  important,"  said  Varenka, niling. 

"Why,  what?" 

"Oh,  so  much  that's  more  important,"  answered  Varenka, ot  knowing  what  to  say.  But  at  that  instant  they  heard  the 
rincess  's  voice  from  the  window.  ' '  Kitty,  it 's  cold !  Either 
et  a  shawl,  or  come  indoors." 

It  really  is  time  to  go  in !"  said  Varenka,  getting  up.    "I 
lave  to  go  on  to  Madame  Berthe's;  she  asked  me  to." 
Kitty  held  her  by  the  hand,  and  with  passionate  curiosity 
nd  entreaty  her  eyes  asked  her:  "What  is  it,  what  is  this  of 
ich  importance  that  gives  you  such  tranquillity  ?    You  know, 
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tell  me  I"     But  Varenka  did  not  even  know  what  Kitty 's  eyes  I 

were  asking  her.    She  merely  thought  that  she  had  t
o  go  tol> 

see  Madame  Berthe  too  that  evening,  and  to  make 
 haste  homeP' 

in  time  for  manum's  tea  at  twelve  o'clock.     She  went
  indoors, 

collected  her  music,  and  saying  good-bye  to  every  one,  was
j 

about  to  go. 

"Allow  me  to  see  you  home,"  said  the  colonel. 

"Yes;  how  can  you  go  alone  at  night  like  this?"  chime
d  inj 

the  princess.     "  Any  way,  I '11  send  Parasha. " 
 T 

Kitty  saw  that  Varenka  could  hardly  restrain  a 
 smile  at  tin 

idea  that  she  needed  an  escort. 

"No  I  always  go  about  alone  and  nothing  ever  hap
pens  to 

me  "  she  said,  taking  her  hat.  And  kissing  Kitty  once
  more, 

without  saying  what  was  important,  she  s
tepped  out  coura- 

geously with  the  music  under  her  arm  and  vanished  
into  the 

twilight  of  the  summer  night,  bearing  away  w
ith  her  her  secret 

of  what  was  important  and  what  gave  her  the  calm  and  d
igmf 

so  much  to  be  envied. 

CHAPTER  XXXIII 

Kitty  made  the  acquaintance  of  Madame  
Stahl  too,  and  tin 

acquaintance,  together  with  her  friendsh
ip  with  Varenka  <W 

not  merely  exercise  a  great  influence  on 
 her,  it  also  comfort* 

her  in  her  mental  distress.  She  found  th
is  comfort  thiough  . 

completely  new  world  being  opened  to 
 her  by  means  of  th, 

acquaintance,  a  world  having  nothing  
in  common  with  h 

past,  an  exalted,  noble  world,  from  th
e  height  of  which  sh 

could  contemplate  her  past  calmly  I
t  was  revealed I  to  he 

that  besides  the  instinctive  life  to  which 
 K.tty  had  give n  he 

self  up  hitherto  there  was  a  spiritual  l
ife.     This  life  was  di. 

edPin  religion,  but  a  ̂ ^^^V^T^hoT^ 
with  that  one  which  Kitty  had  

known  from  childhood  an 

which  found  expression  in  litanies  
and  all-night ?  services :zi ;* 

Widows'  Home,  where  one  might  
meet  one's  friends,  and  i 
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earning  by  heart  Slavonic  texts  with  the  priest.  This  was  a 
lofty,  mysterious  religion  connected  with  a  whole  series  of 
loble  thoughts  and  feelings,  which  one  could  do  more  than 
nerely  believe  because  one  was  told  to,  which  one  could  love. 
Kitty  found  all  this  out  not  from  words.  Madame  Stahl 

alked  to  Kitty  as  to  a  charming  child  that  one  looks  on  with 
pleasure  as  on  the  memory  of  one's  youth,  and  only  once  she 
said  in  passing  that  in  all  human  sorrows  nothing  gives  com- 
fort  but  love  and  faith,  and  that  in  the  sight  of  Christ's  com- 

passion for  us  no  sorrow  is  trifling— and  immediately  talked 
i  other  things.  But  in  every  gesture  of  Madame  Stahl,  in 
very  word,  in  every  heavenly— as  Kitty  called  it— look,  and 
bove  all  in  the  whole  story  of  her  life,  which  she  heard  from 

'arenka,  Kitty  recognized  that  something  "that  was  im- 
ortant,"  of  which,  till  then,  she  had  known  nothing. 
Yet,  elevated  as  Madame  Stahl 's  character  was,  touching  as as  her  story,  and  exalted  and  moving  as  was,  her  speech, 
■ty  could  not  help  detecting  in  her  some  traits  which  per- 
lexed  her.     She  noticed  that  when  questioning  her  about  her 
amily,  Madame  Stahl  had  smiled  contemptuously,  which  was 
lot  in  accord  with  Christian  meekness.     She  noticed,  too,  that 
ten  she  had  found  a  Catholic  priest  with  her,  Madame  Stahl 
ad  studiously  kept  her  face  in  the  shadow  of  the  lamp-shade 
nd  had  smiled  in  a  peculiar  way.     Trivial  as  these  two  ob- 
Tvations  were,  they  perplexed  her,  and  she  had  her  doubts 
s  to  Madame  Stahl.     But  on  the  other  hand  Varenka,  alone 
1  the  world,  without  friends  or  relations,  with  a  melancholy 
isappointment  in  the  past,  desiring  nothing,  regretting  noth- 
ig,  was  just  that  perfection  of  which  Kitty  dared  hardly 
peam.     In  \yarenka  she  realized  that  one  has  but  to  forget leself  and  love  others,  and  one  will  be  calm,  happy,  and  noble, 
nd  that  was  what  Kitty  longed  to  be.     Seeing  now  clearly 
hat  was  the  most  important,  Kitty  was  not  satisfied  with  be- 
g  enthusiastic  over  it ;  she  at  once  gave  herself  up  with  her 
hole  soul  to  the  new  life  that  was  opening  to  her.     From 
arenka's  accounts  of  the  doings  of  Madame  Stahl  and  other 
Jople  whom  she  mentioned,  Kitty  had  already  constructed 
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th^lan~o^er^Tl^r7ufe_She  wo
uld,  like  Madame 

StaM's  niece  Aline,  of  whom  Varenka  h
ad  talked  to  her  a 

g  ea  deZ  ek  out  those  who  were 
 in  trouble,  wherever  she 

St  be  living,  help  them  as  far  as 
 she  could  give ,  them  he 

Gospel,  read  the  Gospel  to  the  sick,  t
o  criminals  to  the  dymg. 

The  idea  of  reading  the  Gospel  to  
criminals,  as  Alme  did 

Particularly  fascinated  Kitty.  But
  all  these  were  secret 

dreams  of  which  Kitty  did  not  talk  eit
her  to  her  mother  or  to 

Varenka. . 

While  awaiting  the  time  for  carrying  o
ut  her  plans  on  a 

large  scale,  however,  Kitty,  even  t
hen  at  the  springs  where 

here  were  so  many  people  ill  and  unh
appy,  readily  found  a 

chaLce  for  practising  her  new  pr
inciples  in  imitation  of 

YaATfirst  the  princess  noticed  nothing  but  that
  Kitty  waJ 

much  under  the  influence  of  her  engageme
nt as  she .called^ 

for  Madame  Stahl,  and  still  more  for
  Varenka.  She  saw  tha 

Kitty  did  not  merely  imitate  Vare
nka  in  her  conduct  bu1 

nn"onsciously  imitated  her  in  her  manner  o
f  wa  king  of  .alk 

in?  of  blinking  her  eyes.  But  la
ter  on  the  princess  noticec 

thtCapart Irom  this  adoration,  
some  kind  of  serious  spintua 

change  was  taking  place  in  her  daught
er  •  . 

The  princess  saw  that  in  the .eve
nings  Kitty read *  F enc 

testament  that  Madame  Stahl  had  given  her--a ̂   ̂  

never  done  before;  that  she  avoided  society  ̂ f~  £? 

associated  with  the  sick  people  who
  were  under  Va.  en a^ 

protection,  and  especially  one  poor  fami
ly,  ***?«] 

painter,  Petrov.    Kitty  was  un
mistakably  prou of  playm 

he  part  of  a  sister  of  mercy  in  that  family.
    AU this  was  J 

enough  and  the  princess  had  noth
ing  to  say  against  it,  csp« 

°cX  as Vov 'wife  was  a  perfectly  ni« yort  of ̂ wom* 

and  that  the  German  princess,
  noticing  Kitty  s  dc*oti« 

nraised  her,  calling  her  an  angel  of  c
onsolation.     All  J 

would  have  been  very  well,  if  there  had  been
  no  eW»£ 

But  the  princess  saw  that  her 
 daughter  was  rushing  inl 

extremes,  and  so  indeed  she  told 
 her 

"II  ne  faut  jamais  rien  ontrer,"  she
  said  to  hei. 
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Her  daughter  made  her  no  reply,  only  in  her  heart  she 
liought  that  one  could  not  talk  about  exaggeration  where 
Christianity  was  concerned.  What  exaggeration  could  there 
be  in  the  practice  of  a  doctrine  wherein  one  was  bidden  to  turn 
the  other  cheek  when  one  was  smitten,  and  give  one 's  cloak  if 
one's  coat  were  taken?  But  the  princess  disliked  this  ex- aggeration, and  disliked  even  more  the  fact  that  she  felt  her 
daughter  did  not  care  to  show  her  all  her  heart.  Kitty  did  in 
fact  conceal  her  new  views  and  feelings  from  her  mother.  She 
concealed  them  not  because  she  did  not  respect  or  did  not  love 
ler  mother,  but  simply  because  she  was  her  mother.  She  would 
lave  revealed  them  to  any  one  sooner  than  to  her  mother. 

"How  is  it  Anna  Pavlovna 's  not  been  to  see  us  for  so  long?" the  princess  said  one  day  of  Madame  Petrov.  "I've  asked 
tier,  but  she  seems  put  out  about  something." 
"No,  I've  not  noticed  it,  maman,"  said  Kitty,  flushing botly. 

"Is  it  long  since  you  went  to  see  them?', 
'  We  're  meaning  to  make  an  expedition  to  the  mountains o-morrow,"  answered  Kitty. 
4 Well,  you  can  go,"  answered  the  princess,  gazing  at  her laughter's  embarrassed  face  and  trying  to  guess  the  cause  of ler  embarrassment. 

That  day  Varenka  came  to  dinner  and  told  them  that  Anna 
avlovna  had  changed  her  mind  and  given  up  the  expedition 
or  the  morrow.  And  the  princess  noticed  again  that  Kitty eddened. 

"Kitty,  haven't  you  had  some  misunderstanding  with  the ■trovsf"   said   the  princess,    when   they   were   left   alone Why  has  she  given  up  sending  the  children  and  coming  to eeus?"  
8 

Kitty  answered  that  nothing  had  happened  between  them 
nd  that  she  could  not  tell  why  Anna  Pavlovna  seemed  dis- 

eased with  her.  Kitty  answered  perfectly  truly.  She  did 
ot  know  the  reason  Anna  Pavlovna  had  changed  to  her,  but 
tie  guessed  it.  She  guessed  at  something  which  she  could  not 
*  her  mother,  which  she  did  not  put  into  words  to  herself. 
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. 

It  was  one  of  those  things  which  one  knows  but  which  one  can 

never  speak  of  even  to  oneself,  so  terrible  and  shameful  would 
it  be  to  be  mistaken. 

Again  and  again  she  went  over  in  her  memory  all  her 

relations  with  the  family.     She  remembered  the  simple  delight 

expressed  on  the  round,  good-humored  face  of  Anna  Pavlovna 

at  their  meetings ;  she  remembered  their  secret  confabulations 

about  the  invalid,  their  plots  to  draw  him  away  from  ihe 

work  which  was  forbidden  him,  and  to  get  him  out-of-doors; 

the  devotion  of  the  youngest  boy,  who  used  to  call  her  |'my 

Kitty,"  and  would  not  go  to  bed  without  her.     How  nice  it  all 

was !  '  Then  she  recalled   the   thin,   terribly   thin   figure   of 

Petrov,  with  his  long  neck,  in  his  brown  coat,  his  scant,  curly 

hair,*  his  questioning  blue  eyes  that  were  so  terrible  to  Kitty 

at  first,  and  his  painful  attempts  to  seem  hearty  and  lively  in
 

her  presence.     She  recalled  the  efforts  she  had  made  at 
 first 

to  overcome  the  repugnance  she  felt  for  him,  as  for  
all  con- 

sumptive people,  and  the  pains  it  had  cost  her  to  think  of 

things  to  say  to  him.     She  recalled  the  timid,  sof
tened  looh 

with  which  he  gazed  at  her,  and  the  strange  feeling 
 of  com- 

passion  and  awkwardness,  and  later  of  a  sense  
of  her  owr 

goodness,  which  she  had  felt  at  it.     How  nice 
 it  all  was 

But  all  that  was  at  first.     Now,  a  few  days  ago,  everyt
hing 

was  suddenly  spoiled.     Anna  Pavlovna  had  
met  Kitty  witl 

affected  cordiality,  and  had  kept  continual  watch
  on  her  am 

on  her  husband.  . 

Could  that  touching  pleasure  he  showed  when
  she  came  nea 

be  the  cause  of  Anna  Pavlovna 's  coolness? 

•"Yes  "  she  mused,  " there  was  something  unnatural  abo
u 

Anna  Pavlovna,  and  utterly  unlike  her  good  n
ature,  when  sh 

said  angrily  the  day  before  yesterday:  ' 
There,  he  will  kee 

waiting  for  you;  he  wouldn't  drink  his  
coffee  without  yoi 

though  he 's  grown  so  dreadfully  weak.  *
" 

-Yes,  perhaps,  too,  she  didn't  like  it  when
  I  gave  him  tfc 

rug  It  was  all  so  simple,  but  he  took  it 
 so  awkwardly,  an 

was  so  long  thanking  me,  that  I  felt  awkwa
rd  too.  And  the 

that  portrait  of  me  he  did  so  well.     And  m
ost  of  all  that  lot 
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if  confusion  and  tenderness!  Yes,  yes,  that's  it!"  Kitty  re- 
lated to  herself  with  horror.  "No,  it  can't  be,  it  oughtn't 

o  be !  He  's  so  much  to  be  pitied ! ' '  she  said  to  herself  directly Iter. 

This  doubt  poisoned  the  charm  of  her  new  life. 

CHAPTER  XXXIV 

Before  the  end  of  the  course  of  drinking  the  waters,  Prince 
htcherbatsky,  who  had  gone  on  from  Carlsbad  to  Baden  and 
Hssingen  to  Russian  friends— to  get  a  breath  of  Russian  air, 
s  he  said — came  back  to  his  wife  and  daughter. 
The  views  of  the  prince  and  of  the  princess  on  life  abroad 

rere  completely  opposed.  The  princess  thought  everything 
elightful,  and  in  spite  of  her  established  position  in  Russian 
Dciety,  she  tried  abroad  to  be  like  a  European  fashionable 
idy,  which  she  was  not— for  the  simple  reason  that  she  was 
typical  Russian  gentlewoman ;  and  so  she  was  affected,  which 
id  not  altogether  suit  her.  The  prince,  on  the  contrary, 
lought  everything  foreign  detestable,  got  sick  of  European 
fe,  kept  to  his  Russian  habits,  and  purposely  tried  to  show 
imself  abroad  less  European  than  he  was  in  reality. 
The  prince  returned  thinner,  with  the  skin  hanging  in  loose 

ags  on  his  cheeks,  but  in  the  most  cheerful  frame  of  mind, 
is  good-humor  was  even  greater  when  he  saw  Kitty  com- 
(etely  recovered.  The  news  of  Kitty's  friendship  with 
.adame  Stahl  and  Varenka,  and  the  reports  the  princess  gave 
im  of  some  kind  of  change  she  had  noticed  in  Kitty,  troubled 
e  prince  and  aroused  his  habitual  feeling  of  jealousy  of 
erything  that  drew  his  daughter  away  from  him,  and  a 
read  that  his  daughter  might  have  got  out  of  the  reach  of 
s  influence  into  regions  inaccessible  to  him.  But  these  un- 
easant  matters  were  all  drowned  in  the  sea  of  kindliness  and 
)od-humor  which  was  always  within  him,  and  more  so  than 
er  since  his  course  of  Carlsbad  waters. 

The  day  after  his  arrival  the  prince,  in  his  long  overcoat, 
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with  his  Russian  wrinkles  and  baggy  cheeks  propped  up  by  a 

starched  collar,  set  off  with  his  daughter  to  the  spring  in  the 

greatest  good-humor. 
It  was  a  lovely  morning:  the  bright,  cheerful  houses  with 

their  little  gardens,  the  sight  of  the  red-faced,  red-armed  beer- 

drinking  German  waitresses,  working  away  merrily,  did  the 

heart  good.     But  the  nearer  they  got  to  the  springs  the  of  tener 

they  met  sick  people;  and  their  appearance  seemed  more 

pitiable  than  ever  among  the  every-day  conditions  of  prosper- 
ous German  life.    Kitty  was  no  longer  struck  by  this  contrast. 

The  bright  sun,  the  brilliant  green  of  the  foliage,  the  strains 

of  the  music  were  for  her  the  natural  setting  of  all  these 

familiar  faces,  with  their  changes  to  greater  emaciation  or  to 

convalescence,  for  which  she  watched.     But  to  the  prince  the 

brightness  and  gaiety  of  the  June  morning,  and  the  sound  oi 

the  orchestra  playing  a  gay  waltz  then  in  fashion,  and  above 

all,  the  appearance  of  the  healthy  attendants,  seemed  som| 

thing  unseemly  and  monstrous,   in   conjunction   with   these 

slowly  moving,  dying  figures  gathered  together  from  all  parts 

of  Europe.     In  spite  of  his  feeling  of  pride  and,  as  it  were 

of  the  return  of  youth,  with  his  favorite  daughter  on  his  arm 

he  felt  awkward,  and  almost  ashamed  of  his  vigorous  step  anc 

his  sturdy,  stout  limbs.     He  felt  almost  like  a  man  not  drcssec 
in  a  crowd. 

"Present  me  to  your  new  friends,"  he  said  to  his  daughter 

squeezing  her  hand  with  his  elbow.  "I  like  even  your  horric 

Soden  for  making  you  so  well  again.  Only  it's  melancholy 

very  melancholy  here.     Who's  that?" 

Kitty  mentioned  the  names  of  all  the  people  they  met,  wit! 

some  of  whom  she  was  acquainted  and  some  not.  At  th 

entrance  of  the  garden  they  met  the  blind  lady,  Madam 

Berthe,  with  her  guide,  and  the  prince  was  delighted  to  se 

the  old  Frenchwoman's  face  light  up  when  she  heard  Kitty' 
voice.  She  at  once  began  talking  to  him  with  French  ex 

aggerated  politeness,  applauding  him  for  having  such  a  d« 

lightful  daughter,  extolling  Kitty  to  the  skies  before  her  fac< 

and  calling  her  a  treasure,  a  pearl,  and  a  consoling  angel. 
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"Well    she's  the  second  angel,  then/7!^  the  princ^ T!^lg;     ,?h?  Calls  Mademoiselle  Varenka  angel  number  one. » 
Oh!    Mademoiselle  Varenka,  she's  a  real  angel,  allez ,» Madame  Berthe  assented. 

In  the  arcade  they  met  Varenka  herself.    She  was  walking rapidly  towards  them  carrying  an  elegant  red  bag. 
"Here  is  papa  come,"  Kitty  said  to  her. 
Varenka  made— simply  and  naturally  as  she  did  every- thing    a  movement  between  a  bow  and  a  curtsey,  and  immedi- 

ately began  talking  to  the  prince,  without  shyness,  naturally as  she  talked  to  every  one.  ' 

"Of  course  I  know  you;  I  know  you  very  well,"  the  prince and  to  her  with  a  smile,  in  which  Kitty  detected  with  joy  that «  father  liked  her  friend.    "Where  are  you  off  tohfsucn 

"Maman's  here,"  she  said,  turning  to  Kitty.  -"She  has  not lept  all  night,  and  the  doctor  advised  her  to  go  out  I  'm akmgher  her  work."  
b  n 

■rZl'K"  angd  nUmbGr  0,1C?"  Said   the  P»»ce  "'hen zaienka  had  gone  on. 

Kitty  saw  that  her  father  had  meant  to  make  fun  of farenka,  but  that  he  could  not  do  it  because  he  liked  her 

lJZ%Zr-?t  T-  aU  y°Ur  fl'ie'lds'"  he  went  ™>  '"'^en daciamc  Stahl,  if  she  deigns  to  recognize  me  " 
Why.  did  you  know  her,  papa?"  Kitty  asked  apprehen- 

>vcly  catching  the  gleam  of  irony  that  kindled  in  the  pi  Ws yes  at  the  mention  of  Madame  Stahl. 

"I  used  to  know  her  husband,  and  her  too  a  little,  before he'd  joined  the  Pietists." 

"What  is  a  Pietist,  papa?"  asked  Kitty,  dismayed  to  find to  what  she  prized  so  highly  in  Madame  Stahl  had  a  name 1  don  t  quite  know  myself.    I  only  know  that  she  thanks 
t  ̂  T^*111/'  f°r  every  misf°*une,  and  thanks  God  too 
at  her  husband  died.    And  that's  rather  droll,  as  th£ 'dn  t  get  on  together.  '  y 

Llman^f   7hal a -^te°US  faCe!"  he  asked.  noticing sick  man  of  medium  he.ght  sitting  on  a  bench,  wearing  a 



294  ANNA  KARENINA           

browu  overcoat  and  white  trousers  that  fell
  in  strange  folds 

about  his  long,  neshless  legs.  This  man  lifted
  his  straw  hat, 

showed  his  scanty  curly  hair  and  high  forehe
ad,  painfully 

reddened  by  the  pressure  of  the  hat. 

"That's  Petrov,  an  artist,"  answered  Kitty,  blushing
. 

-And  that's  his  wife,"  she  added,  indicating  Anna  Pavl
ovna, 

who,  as  though  on  purpose,  at  the  very  instan
t  they  ap- 

proached walked  away  after  a  child  that  had  run  off  along  a
 

^"Poor  fellow!  and  what  a  nice  face  he  has!"  said  the 

prince.     " Why  don't  you  go  up  to  him?    He  wanted  
to 

speak  to  you."  . 

-Well    let  us  go,  then,"  said  Kitty,  turning  ro
und  reso- 

lutely    ' '  How  are  you  feeling  to-day  ? "  she  asked  Petrov. 

Petrov  got  up,  leaning  on  his  stick,  and  looked
  shyly  at  the 

P™This  is  my  daughter,"  said  the  prince.    "Let  me  intro-l 
duce  myself."  .  , 

The   painter   bowed    and   smiled,    showing   
his   strangely 

dazzling  white  teeth. 

-We  expected  you  yesterday,  princess,'  
he  said  to  Kitty. 

He  staggered  as  he  said  this,  and  then  
repeated  the  motion, 

trying  to  make  it  seem  as  if  it  had  been
  intentional. 

-I  meant  to  come,  but  Varenka  said  tha
t  Anna  Pavlovna 

sent  word  you  were  not  going." 

-Not  going!"  said  Petrov,  blushing,  and  i
mmediately  be 

ginning  to  cough,  and  his  eyes  sou
ght  his  wife.  Anita. 

Anita!"  he  said  loudly,  and  the  swollen  v
eins  stood  out  like 

cords  on  his  thin  white  neck. 

Anna  Pavlovna  came  up. 

-So  you  sent  word  to  the  princess  that  we  w
eren  t  going, 

he  whispered  to  her  angrily,  losing  his  voice^ 

-Good-morning,  princess,"  said  Anna  Pa
vlovna  with  an 

assumed  smile  utterly  unlike  her  former 
 manner.  Very -glac 

to  make  your  acquaintance, ' '  she  said  to  the  prince.  You  ve 

long  been  expected,  prince."  _  wmWi 
-What  did  you  send  word  to  the  princess  t

hat  we  weren 
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going  for?"  the  artist  whispered  hoarsely  once  more,  still more  angrily,  obviously  exasperated  that  his  voice  failed  him 
that  he  could  not  give  his  words  the  expression  he  would 

have  liked  to. 

"Oh,  mercy  on  us!  I  thought  we  weren't  going,"  his  wife 
answered  crossly. 

"What,  when  .  .  ."  He  coughed  and  waved  his  hand. 
The  prince  took  off  his  hat  and  moved  away  with  his  daughter. 

"  Ah !  ah ! "  he  sighed  deeply.     ' '  Oh,  poor  things ! ' ' 
"Yes,  papa,"  answered  Kitty.  "And  you  must  know 

;hey've  three  children,  no  servant,  and  scarcely  any  means. 
He  gets  something  from  the  Academy,"  she  went  on  briskly, 
trying  to  drown  the  distress  that  the  queer  change  in  Anna 
Pavlovna  's  manner  to  her  had  aroused  in  her. 

"Oh,  here's  Madame  Stahl,"  said  Kitty,  indicating  an  in- 
valid carriage,  where,  propped  on  pillows,  something  in  gray 

and  blue  was  lying  under  a  sunshade.  This  was  Madame 
Stahl.  Behind  her  stood  the  gloomy,  healthy-looking  German 
workman  who  pushed  the  carriage.  Close  by  was  standing  a 
flaxen-headed  Swedish  count,  whom  Kitty  knew  by  name. 
Several  invalids  were  lingering  near  the  low  carriage,  staring 
at  the  lady  as  though  she  were  some  curiosity. 

The  prince  went  up  to  her,  and  Kitty  detected  that  dis- 
concerting gleam  of  irony  in  his  eyes.  He  went  up  to 

Madame  Stahl,  and  addressed  her  with  extreme  courtesy  and 
affability  in  that  excellent  French  that  so  few  speak  now- 
adays. 

"I  don't  know  if  you  remember  me,  but  I  must  recall  myself 
to  thank  you  for  your  kindness  to  my  daughter,"  he  said, 
aking  off  his  hat  and  not  putting  it  on  again. 

'Prince  Alexander  Shtcherbatsky, "  said  Madame  Stahl, ifting  upon  him  her  heavenly  eyes,  in  which  Kitty  discerned 
look  of  annoyance.  "Delighted!  I  have  taken  a  great 

fancy  to  your  daughter. ' ' 
1  You  are  still  in  weak  health  ? ' ' 

'Yes;  I'm  used  to  it,"  said  Madame  Stahl,  and  she  intro- duced the  prince  to  the  Swedish  count. 
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"You  are  scarcely  changed  at  all,"  the  prince  said  to  her. 
"It's  ten  or  eleven  years  since  I  had  the  honor  of  seeing  you." 

"Yes;  God  sends  the  cross  and  sends  the  strength  to  bear 
it.  Often  one  wonders  what  is  the  goal  of  this  life?  .  .  . 

The  other  side!"  she  said  angrily  to  Varenka,  who  had  re- 
arranged the  rug  over  her  feet  not  to  her  satisfaction. 

"To  do  good,  probably,"  said  the  prince  with  a  twinkle  in 
his  eye. 

1 '  That  is  not  for  us  to  judge, ' '  said  Madame  Stahl,  perceiv- 

ing the  shade  of  expression  on  the  prince's  face.  ' 'So  you  will 
send  me  that  book,  dear  count?  I'm  very  grateful  to  you," 
she  said  to  the  young  Swede. 

"Ah!"  cried  the  prince,  catching  sight  of  the  Moscow 
colonel  standing  near,  and  with  a  bow  to  Madame  Stahl  he 
walked  away  with  his  daughter  and  the  Moscow  colonel,  who 
joined  them. 

'  ■  That 's  our  aristocracy,  prince ! "  the  Moscow  colonel  said 
with  ironical  intention.  He  cherished  a  grudge  against 
Madame  Stahl  for  not  making  his  acquaintance. 

' '  She 's  just  the  same, ' '  replied  the  prince. 

"Did  you  know  her  before  her  illness,  prince — that's  to  say 
before  she  took  to  her  bed?" 

' '  Yes.     She  took  to  her  bed  before  my  eyes, ' '  said  the  prince. 

"They  say  it's  ten  years  since  she  has  stood  on  her  feet." 

* '  She  doesn  't  stand  up  because  her  legs  are  too  short.  She 's 
a  very  bad  figure." 

"Papa,  it's  not  possible!"  cried  Kitty. 
"That's  what  wicked  tongues  say,  my  darling.  And  your 

Varenka  catches  it  too, ' '  he  added.    ' '  Oh,  these  invalid  ladies  ■ 

"Oh,  no,  papa!"  Kitty  objected  warmly.  "Varenka  wor 
ships  her.  And  then  she  does  so  much  good!  Ask  any  one! 

Every  one  knows  her  and  Aline  Stahl." 
"Perhaps  so,"  said  the  prince,  squeezing  her  hand  with  his 

elbow;  "but  it's  better  when  one  does  good  so  that  you  may 
ask  every  one  and  no  one  knows. 

Kitty  did  not  answer,  not  because  she  had  nothing  to  say, 

but  because  she  did  not  care  to  reveal  her  secret  thoughts  even 
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to  her  father.  But,  strange  to  say,  although  she  had  so  made 
up  her  mind  not  to  be  influenced  by  her  father's  views,  not  to 
let  him  into  her  inmost  sanctuary,  she  felt  that  the  heavenly 
image  of  Madame  Stahl,  which  she  had  carried  for  a  whole 
month  in  her  heart,  had  vanished,  never  to  return,  just  as  the 
fantastic  figure  made  up  of  some  clothes  thrown  down  at 
random  vanishes  when  one  sees  that  it  is  only  some  garment 
lying  there.  All  that  was  left  was  a  woman  with  short  legs, 
who  lay  down  because  she  was  a  bad  figure,  and  worried 
patient  Varenka  for  not  arranging  her  rug  to  her  liking. 
And  by  no  effort  of  the  imagination  could  Kitty  bring  back 
the  former  Madame  Stahl. 

CHAPTER  XXXV 

The  prince  communicated  his  good-humor  to  his  own  family 
and  his  friends,  and  even  to  the  German  landlord  in  whose 
rooms  the  Shtcherbatskys  were  staying. 
On  coming  back  with  Kitty  from  the  springs,  the  prince, 

who  had  asked  the  colonel,  and  Marya  Yevgenyevna,  and 
Varenka  all  to  come  and  have  coffee  with  them,  gave  orders 
for  a  table  and  chairs  to  be  taken  into  the  garden  under  the 
chestnut-tree,  and  lunch  to  be  laid  there.  The  landlord  and 
the  servants,  too,  grew  brisker  under  the  influence  of  his  good 
spirits.  They  knew  his  open-handedness ;  and  half  an  hour 
later  the  invalid  doctor  from  Hamburg,  who  lived  on  the  top 
Hoar,  looked  enviously  out  of  the  window  at  the  merry  party  of 
healthy  Russians  assembled  under  the  chestnut-tree.  In  the 
trembling  circles  of  shadow  cast  by  the  leaves,  at  a  table, 
3overed  with  a  white  cloth,  and  set  with  coffee-pot,  bread-and- 
butter,  cheese,  and  cold  game,  sat  the  princess  in  a  high  cap 
with  lilac  ribbons,  distributing  cups  and  bread-and-butter. 
At  the  other  end  sat  the  prince,  eating  heartily,  and  talking 
oudly  and  merrily.  The  prince  had  spread  out  near  him  his 

purchases,  carved  boxes,  and  knick-knacks,  paper-knives  of  all 
sorts,  of  which  he  bought  a  heap  at  every  watering-place,  and 
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bestowed  them  upon  every  one,  including  Lieschen,  the  servant 

girl,  and  the  landlord,  with  whom  he  jested  in  his  comically 
bad  German,  assuring  him  that  it  was  not  the  water  had  cured 

Kitty,  but  his  splendid  cookery,  especially  his  plum-soup. 
The  princess  laughed  at  her  husband  for  his  Russian  ways, 
but  she  was  more  lively  and  good-humored  than  she  had  been 
all  the  while  she  had  been  at  the  waters.  The  colonel  smiled, 

as  he  always  did,  at  the  prince's  jokes,  but  as  far  as  regards 
Europe,  of  which  he  believed  himself  to  be  making  a  careful 

study,  he  took  the  princess's  side.  The  simple-hearted  Marya 
Yevgenyevna  simply  roared  with  laughter  at  everything  ab- 

surd the  prince  said,  and  his  jokes  made  Varenka  helpless  with 
feeble  but  infectious  laughter,  which  was  something  Kitty  had 
never  seen  before. 

Kitty  was  glad  of  all  this,  but  she  could  not  be  light-hearted. 
She  could  not  solve  the  problem  her  father  had  unconsciously 

set  her  by  his  good-humored  view  of  her  friends,  and  of  the 
life  that  had  so  attracted  her.  To  this  doubt  there  was  joined 

the  change  in  her  relations  with  the  Petrovs,  which  had  been 

so  conspicuously  and  unpleasantly  marked  that  morning. 

Every  one  was  good-humored,  but  Kitty  could  not  feel  good- 
humored,  and  this  increased  her  distress.  She  felt  a  feeling 
such  as  she  had  known  in  childhood,  when  she  had  been  shut 

in  her  room  as  a  punishment,  and  had  heard  her  sisters'  merry 
laughter  outside. 

"Well,  but  what  did  you  buy  this  mass  of  things  for?"  said 
the  princess,  smiling,  and  handing  her  husband  a  cup  of  coffee. 

"One  goes  for  a  walk,  one  looks  in  a  shop,  and  they  ask 

you  to  buy.  'Ehrlaacht,  Durchlaucht?9  Directly  they  say 
'Durchlaucht,'  I  can't  hold  out.    I  lose  ten  thalers." 

4 'It's  simply  from  boredom,"  said  the  princess. 

"Of  course  it  is.  Such  boredom,  my  dear,  that  one  doesn't 
know  what  to  do  with  oneself." 

"How  can  you  be  bored,  prince?  There's  so  much  that's 
interesting  now  in  Germany, ' '  said  Marya  Yevgenyevna. 

"But  I  know  everything  that's  interesting:  the  plum-soul 

I  know,  and  the  pea-sausages  I  know.     I  know  everything." 
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"No,  you  may  say  what  you  like,  prince,  there's  the  interest 
|f  their  institutions, ' '  said  the  colonel. 

But  what  is  there  interesting  about  it?  They're  all  as 

pleased  as  brass  halfpence.  They've  conquered  everybody, 
and  why  am  I  to  be  pleased  at  that?  I  haven't  conquered 
,ny  one ;  and  I  'm  obliged  to  take  off  my  own  boots,  yes,  and 

put  them  away  too ;  in  the  morning,  get  up  and  dress  at  once, 
and  go  to  the  dining-room  to  drink  bad  tea!  How  different 
it  is  at  home !  You  get  up  in  no  haste,  you  get  cross,  grumble 

a  little,  and  come  round  again.  You've  time  to  think  things 
over,  and  no  hurry. ' ' 

"But  time's  money,  you  forget  that,"  said  the  colonel. 
' '  Time,  indeed,  that  depends !  Why,  there 's  time  one  would 

give  a  month  of  for  sixpence,  and  time  you  wouldn  't  give  half 
an  hour  of  for  any  money.  Isn't  that  so,  Katinka?  What 
is  it  ?  why  are  you  so  depressed  ? " 

"  I  'm  not  depressed. ' ' 

"Where  are  you  off  to?  Stay  a  little  longer,"  he  said  to Varenka. 

"I  must  be  going  home,"  said  Varenka,  getting  up,  and 
again  she  went  off  into  a  giggle.  When  she  had  recovered, 
she  said  good-bye,  and  went  into  the  house  to  get  her  hat. 

Kitty  followed  her.  Even  Varenka  struck  her  as  different. 
She  was  not  worse,  but  different  from  what  she  had  fancied 
her  before. 

Oh  dear!  it's  a  long  while  since  I've  laughed  so  much!" 
said  Varenka,  gathering  up  her  parasol  and  her  bag.  "How 
nice  he  is,  your  father ! ' ' 

Kitty  did  not  speak. 

"When  shall  I  see  you  again?"  asked  Varenka. 
"Mamma  meant  to  go  and  see  the  Petrovs.  Won't  you  be 

there  ? ' '  said  Kitty,  to  try  Varenka. 
Yes,"  answered  Varenka.    "They 're. getting  ready  to  go 

away,  so  I  promised  to  help  them  pack." 
Well,  I'll  come  too,  then." 
No,  why  should  you  ? " 
Why  not?  why  not?  why  not?"  said  Kitty,  opening  her 

it- 



300  ANNA   KARENINA 

eyes  wide,  and  clutching  at  Varenka's  parasol,  so  as  not  to  let 

her  go.     ' '  No,  wait  a  minute ;  why  not  V ' 
1 <  Oh,  nothing ;  your  father  has  come,  and  besides,  they  will 

feel  awkward  at  your  helping." 

"No,  tell  me  why  you  don't  want  me  to  be  often  at  the 

Petrovs.     You  don't  want  me  to— why  not?" 

"I  didn't  say  that,"  said  Varenka  quietly. 

"No,  please  tell  me!" 

"Tell  you  everything?"  asked  Varenka. 

"Everything,  everything!"  Kitty  assented. 

"Well,  there's  really  nothing  of  any  consequence;  only  that 

Mihail  Alexeyevitch  (that  was  the  artist's  name)  had  meant 

to  leave  earlier,  and  now  he  doesn't  want  to  go  away,"  said Varenka,  smiling. 

"Well,  well!"  Kitty  urged  impatiently,  looking  darkly  at 
Varenka. 

"Well,  and  for  some  reason  Anna  Pavlovna  told  him  that 

he  didn't  want  to  go  because  you  are  here.  Of  course,  that
 

was  nonsense;  but  there  was  a  dispute  over  it— over 
 you. 

You  know  how  irritable  these  sick  people  are." 

Kitty,  scowling  more  than  ever,  kept  silent,  and  V
arenka 

went  on  speaking  alone,  trying  to  soften  or  soothe 
 her,  and 

seeing  a  storm  coming-she  did  not  know  whethe
r  of  tears 

or  of  words.  1 

"So  you'd  better  not  go.     .     .     .     You  understand;  yo
u 

won't  be  offended?     .     .     •"  . 
"And  it  serves  me  right!  And  it  serves  me  right!  K

itty 

cried  quickly,  snatching  the  parasol  out  of  Va
renka's  hand, 

and  looking  past  her  friend's  face. 

Varenka  felt  inclined  to  smile,  looking  at  her  childis
h  lury, 

but  she  was  afraid  of  wounding  her.  I 

"How  does  it  serve  you  right?    I  don't  understand,
     she 

"It  serves  me  right,  because  it  was  all  sham;  bec
ause  it 

was  all  done  on  purpose,  and  not  from  the 
 heart.  What 

business  had  I  to  interfere  with  outsiders?  And  
so  it  s  come 

about  that  I'm  a  cause  of  quarrel,  and  that  I'v
e  done  what 
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nobody  asked  me  to  do.  Because  it  was  all  a  sham !  a  sham !  a 
sham!     .     .     ." 

"A  sham!  with  what  object?"  said  Varenka  gently. 
"Oh,  it's  so  idiotic!  so  hateful!  There  was  no  need  what- 

ever for  me.  .  .  .  Nothing  but  sham !"  she  said,  opening and  shutting  the  parasol. 

"But  with  what  object?" 
"To  seem  better  to  people,  to  myself,  to  God;  to  deceive 

every  one.  No!  now  I  won't  descend  to  that.  I'll  be  bad; 
but  anyway  not  a  liar,  a  cheat. " 

"But  who  is  a  cheat  ? ' '  said  Varenka  reproachfully.  ' '  You 
speak  as  if    .     .     ." 

But  Kitty  was  in  one  of  her  gusts  of  fury,  and  she  would 
not  let  her  finish. 

"I  don't  talk  about  you,  not  about  you  at  all.  You're 
perfection.  Yes,  yes,  I  know  you're  all  perfection;  but  what 
am  I  to  do  if  I'm  bad?  This  would  never  have  been  if  I 
weren't  bad.  So  let  me  be  what  I  am,  I  won't  be  a  sham. 
What  have  I  to  do  with  Anna  Pavlovna?  Let  them  go  their 
way,  and  me  go  mine.  I  can't  be  different.  .  .  .  And  yet 
it's  not  that,  it's  not  that." 

" What  is  not  that?"  asked  Varenka  in  bewilderment. 
"Everything.  I  can't  act  except  from  the  heart,  and  you act  from  principle.  I  liked  you  simply,  but  you  most  likely 

only  wanted  to  save  me,  to  improve  me." 
"You  are  unjust,"  said  Varenka. 
"But  I'm  not  speaking  of  other  people,  I'm  speaking  of 

myself." 

"Kitty,"  they  heard  her  mother's  voice,  "come  here,  show papa  your  necklace. ' ' 
Kitty,  with  a  haughty  air,  without  making  peace  with  her 

friend,  took  the  necklace  in  a  little  box  from  the  table  and went  to  her  mother. 

"What's  the  matter?  Why  are  you  so  red?"  her  mother and  father  said  to  her  with  one  voice. 

Nothing, ■ ■  she  answered.    "  I  '11  be  back  directly, ' '  and  she ran  back. 
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< '  She 's  still  here,  ' '  she  thought.  ' '  What  am  I  to  say  to  her  ? 
Oh  dear!  what  have  I  done,  what  have  I  said?  Why  was  I 

rude  to  her?  What  am  I  to  do?  What  am  I  to  say  to  her?" 
thought  Kitty,  and  she  stopped  in  the  doorway. 

Varenka  in  her  hat  and  with  the  parasol  in  her  hands  was 

sitting  at  the  table,  examining  the  spring  which  Kitty  had 
broken.     She  lifted  her  head. 

"Varenka,  forgive  me,  do  forgive  me,"  whispered  Kitty, 

going  up  to  her.    ' '  I  don 't  remember  what  I  said.     I     .     .     .M 

"I  really  didn't  mean  to  hurt  you,"  said  Varenka  smiling. 

Peace  was  made.  But  with  her  father's  coming  all  thei 
world  in  which  she  had  been  living  was  transformed  for  Kitty. 

She  did  not  give  up  everything  she  had  learned,  but  she  be- 

came aware  that  she  had  deceived  herself  in  supposing  she 

could  be  what  she  wanted  to  be.  Her  eyes  were,  it  seemed, 

opened;  she  felt  all  the  difficulty  of  maintaining  herself  with- 

out hypocrisy  and  self-conceit  on  the  pinnacle  to  which  she 

had  wished  to  mount.  Moreover  she  became  aware  of  all  the 

dreariness  of  the  world  of  sorrow,  of  sick  and  dying  people,  in 

which  she  had  been  living.  The  efforts  she  had  made  to  like 

it  seemed  to  her  intolerable,  and  she  felt  a  longing  to  get 

back  quickly  into  the  fresh  air,  to  Russia,  to  Ergushovo,  where, 

as  she  knew  from  letters,  her  sister  Dolly  had  already  gone 
with  her  children. 

But  her  affection  for  Varenka  did  not  wane.     As  she  said 

good-bye,  Kitty  begged  her  to  come  to  them  in  Russia. 

"*  "I'll  come  when  you  get  married,"  said  Varenka. 
"I  shall  never  marry." 

"Well,  then,  I  shall  never  come." 
"Well,  then,  I  shall  be  married  simply  for  that.     Mind  now, 

remember  your  promise,"  said  Kitty. 

The  doctor's  prediction  was  fulfilled.  Kitty  returned  home 

to  Russia  cured.  She  was  not  so  gay  and  thoughtless  as  be- 

fore, but  she  was  serene.  Her  Moscow  troubles  had  become  T 
memory  to  her. 



PART  III 

CHAPTER  I 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  Koznishev  wanted  a  rest  from  mental 
ork,  and  instead  of  going  abroad  as  lie  usually  did,  he  came 
)wards  the  end  of  May  to  stay  in  the  country  with  his  brother 
ti  his  judgment  the  best  sort  of  life  was  a  country  life.     He 
id  come  now  to  enjoy  such  a  life  at  his  brother's.     Kon- 
antin  Levin  was  very  glad  to  have  him,  especially  as  he  did 
)t  expect  his  brother  Nikolay  that  summer.     But  in  spite  of 
s  affection  and  respect  for  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  Konstantin 
evin  was  uncomfortable  with  his  brother  in  the  country.     It 
ade  him  uncomfortable,  and  it  positively  annoyed  him  to  see 
s  brother's  attitude  to  the  country.     To  Konstantin  Levin 
e  country  was  the  background  of  life,  that  is  of  pleasures, 
deavors,  labor.     To  Sergey  Ivanovitch  the  country  meant 
t  one  hand  rest  from  work,  on  the  other  a  valuable  antidote 
the  corrupt  influences  of  town,  which  he  took  with  satisfac- 
m  and  a  sense  of  its  utility.  To  Konstantin  Levin  the  coun- 
y  was  good  first  because  it  afforded  a  field  for  labor,  of  the 
efulness  of  which  there  could  be  no  doubt.  To  Sergey 
anovitch  the  country  was  particularly  good,  because  there  it 
is  possible  and  fitting  to  do  nothing.  Moreover,  Sergey 
anovitch 's  attitude  to  the  peasants  rather  piqued  Konstan- 1.  Sergey  Ivanovitch  used  to  say  that  he  knew  and  liked 
e  peasantry,  and  he  often  talked  to  the  peasants,  which  he 
ew  how  to  do  without  affectation  or  condescension,  and  from 
ery  such  conversation  he  would  deduce  general  conclusions 
favor  of  the  peasantry  and  in  confirmation  of  his  knowing 
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them.     Konstantin  Levin  did  not  like  such  an  attitude  to  the 

peasants.     To  Konstantin  the  peasant  was  simply  the  chief 

partner  in  their  common  labor,  and  in  spite  of  all  the  respect 

and  the  love,  almost  like  that  of  kinship,  he  had  for  the  peas- 
ant—sucked in  probably,  as  he  said  himself,  with  the  milk  of 

his  peasant  nurse— still  as  a  fellow-worker  with  him,  while 

sometimes  enthusiastic  over  the  vigor,  gentleness,  and  justice 

of  these  men,  he  was  very  often,  when  their  common  labors 

called  for  other  qualities,  exasperated  with  the  peasant  for  his 

carelessness,  lack  of  method,  drunkenness,  and  lying.     If  he 

had  been  asked  whether  he. liked  or  didn't  like  the  peasants, 
Konstantin  Levin  would  have  been  absolutely  at  a  loss  what  to 

reply.     He  liked  and  did  not  like  the  peasants,  just  as  he  liked 

and  did  not  like  men  in  general.     Of  course,  being  a  good- 

hearted  man,  he  liked  men  rather  than  he  disliked  them,  ani 

so  too  with  the  peasants.     But  like  or  dislike  "the  people"  as , 
something  apart  he  could  not,  not  only  because  he  lived  with  p 

"the  people,"  and  all  his  interests  were  bound  up  with  theirs, 

but  also  because  he  regarded  himself  as  a  part  of  ' '  the  people/5  4 

did  not  see  any  special  qualities  or  failings  distinguishing  him-  \ 

self  and  "the  people,"  and  could  not  contrast  himself  with, 

them.     Moreover,  although  he  had  lived  so  long  in  the  closesl 

relations  with  the  peasants,  as  farmer  and  arbitrator,  anc 

what  was  more,  as  adviser  (the  peasants  trusted  him,  and  foi 

thirty  miles  round  they  would  come  to  ask  his  advice),  he  haci 

not  definite  views  of  "the  people,"  and  would  have  been  a| 

much  at  a  loss  to  answer  the  question  whether  he  knew  "^ 
people"  as  the  question  whether  he  liked  them.     For  him  t 

say  he  knew  the  peasantry  would  have  been  the  same  as  to  sai 

he  knew  men.     He  was  continually  watching  and  getting  t 

know  people  of  all  sorts,  and  among  them  peasants,  whom  h 

regarded  as  good  and  interesting  people,  and  he  was  contii 

ually  observing  new  points  in  them,  altering  his  former  vie\i 

of  them  and  forming  new  ones.     With  Sergey  Ivanovitch 

was  quite  the  contrary.  Just  as  he  liked  and  praised  a  countr 

life  in  comparison  with  the  life  he  did  not  like,  so  too  he  like 

the  peasantry  in  contradistinction  to  the  class  of  men  he  d] 

I 
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lot  like,  and  so  too  he  knew  the  poultry as  something  d& met  from  and  opposed  to  men  generally.  In  his  methodical 
brain  there  were  distinctly  formulated  certain  aspects  of  peas- 

ant life,  deduced  partly  from  that  life  itself,  but  chiefly  from 
iontrast  with  other  modes  of  life.  He  never  changed  his ipinion  of  the  peasantry  and  his  sympathetic  attitude  towards hem. 

In  the  discussions  that  arose  between  the  brothers  on  their 
'lews  of  the  peasantry,  Sergey  Ivanovitch  always  got  the etter  of  his  brother,  precisely  because  Sergey  Ivanovitch  had 
efmite  ideas  about  the  peasant— his  character,  his  qualities id  his  tastes.  Konstantin  Levin  had  no  definite  and  unalter- 
bie  idea  on  the  subject,  and  so  in  their  arguments  Konstantin 
'as  readily  convicted  of  contradicting  himself. 

In  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  eyes  ilk-younger '  brother  was  a apital  fellow,  with  his  heart  in  the  right  place  (as  he  ex- 
pressed it  in  French),  but  with  a  mind  which,  though  fairlv mck,  was  too  much  influenced  by  the  impressions  of  the iflinent,  and  consequently,  filled  with  contradictions.  With  all 

ie  condescension  of  an  elder  brother  he  sometimes  explained .  him  the  true  .mport  of  things,  but  he  derived  little  satis- iction  from  arguing  with  him  because  he  got  the  better  of im  too  easily. 

Konstantin  Levin  regarded  his  brother  as  a  man  of  immense .tellect  and  culture,  as  generous  in  the  highest  sense  of  the ord,  and  possessed  of  a  special  faculty  for  working  for  the nbhc  good.     But  in  the  depths  of  his  heart,  the  older  he scame,  and  the  more  intimately  he  knew  his  brother,  the  more id  more  frequently  the  thought  struck  him  that  this  faculty working  for  the  public  good,  of  which  he  felt  himself  utterly »md,  was  possibly  not  so  much  a  quality  as  a  lack  of  some- 
mg-not  a  lack  of  good,  honest,  noble  desires  and  tastes,  but lack  of  vital  force,  of  what  is  called  heart,  of  that  impulse uch  drives  a  man  to  choose  some  one  out  of  the  innumerable ths  of  We,  and  to  care  only  for  that  one.     The  better  he 
ew  h,s  brother,  the  more  he  noticed  that  Sergey  Ivanovitch, d  many  other  people  who  worked  for  the  public  welfare 
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i^oUed  by  an  impulse  of  the  h
eart  to  care  for  the .public 

lod  but  reasoned  from  intellectual  c
onsiderations  that  it  was 

a  "it  thing  to  take  interest  in  public  affair
s,  and  cons^ 

nuently  took  interest  in  them.     Lev
in  was  confirmed  in  this 

S::  alization  by  observing  that  his 
 brother  did  not  take ,  que. 

Lis  affecting  the  public  welfare  
or  the  question  of  the  na- 

mortality  of  the  soul  a  bit  more  t
o  heart  than  he  did  chess 

Toblems  or  the  ingenious  construc
tion  of  a  new  machine 

P  Beside;  this,  Konstantin  Levin  was  not 
 at  his  ease  with  his 

brother   because  in  summer  in  th
e  country  Levin  was  con- 

thiuallv  busy  with  work  on  the  land,  a
nd  the  long  summer  day 

r  nottS  enough  for  him  to  get  t^**^* 

while  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  taking  a 
 holiday.    But  though  he 

was  tS  a  holiday  now,  that  is  
to  say,  he  was  doing  no 

writing,  he  was  so  used  to  intellect
ual  activity  that  he  liked 

to  put "nto  concise  and  eloquent  shape
  the  ideas  that  occurred, 

o  him  and  liked  to  have  some  one  to  list
en  to  him.    His  mo 

usua"    nd  natural  listener  was  his  brother.     And  so
  in  spi 

of  "he   riendliness  and  directness  of  their  re
latmns,  Konstantn 

?elt  an  awkwardness  in  leaving  him  al
one.    Sergey  I™novitd 

liked  to  stretch  himself  on  the  grass  in  t
he  sun,  and  to  lie  so 

*!$S  iltSe^  he  would  say  to  his  brother,  «  wha 

a  pleasure  this  rural  laziness  is  to  me.    
Not  an  idea  in  one 

*K  KoXtin^^ToL  it  dull  sitting  and  listening* 

him,  especially  when  he  knew  that  whi
le  he  was  away  tM 

would  be  carting  dung  onto  the  fields  no
t  ploughed  ready  fd 

it,  and  heaping  it  all  up  anyhow;  and
  would  not  screw  ft 

shares  in  the  ploughs,  but  would  let  them  come
  off,  and  tj 

say  that  the  new  ploughs  were  a  sill
y  invention,  and  the. 

was  nothing  like  the  old  Andreevna  ploug
h,  and  so  on. 

"Come,  you've  done  enough  trudging  ab
out  in  the  heat, 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  would  say  to  him. 

"No,  I  must  just  run  round  to  the
  counting-house  for 

minute,"  Levin  would  answer,  and  he  wo
uld  run  off  to  1 1 

fields. 
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CHAPTER  II 

Early  in  June  it  happened  that  Agafea  Mihalovna,  the  old 
mrse  and  housekeeper,  in  carrying  to  the  cellar  a  jar  of 
lushrooms  she  had  just  pickled,  slipped,  fell,  and  sprained  her 
rrist.  The  district  doctor,  a  talkative  young  medical  student, 
riio  had  just  finished  his  studies,  came  to  see  her.  He  ex- 
mined  the  wrist,  said  it  was  not  broken,  was  delighted  at 
chance   of  talking  to   the   celebrated   Sergey   Ivanovitch 
oznishev,  and  to  show  his  advanced  views  of  things  told 
im  all  the  scandal  of  the  district,  complaining  of  the  poor 
:ate  into  which  the  district  council  had  fallen.     Sergey  Ivano- 
itch  listened  attentively,  asked  him  questions,  and,  roused 
y  a  new  listener,  Jie  talked  fluently,  uttered  a  W  kf*"  and 
Eighty  observations,,  respectfully  appreciated  by  the  young 
octor,  and  was  soon  in  that  eager  frame  of  mind  his  brother 
new  so  well,  which  always,  with  him,  followed  a  brilliant  and 
iger  conversation.     After  the  departure  of  the  doctor,  he 
anted  to  go  with  a  fishing-rod  to  the  river.     Sergey  Ivano- 
tch  was  fo>id  of  angling,  and  was,  it  seemed,  proud  of  being )le  to  care  for  such  a  stupid  occupation. 
Konstantin  Levin,  whose  presence  was  needed  in  the  plough- 
md  and  the  meadows,  had  come  to  take  his  brother  in  the 'ap. 

It  was  that  time  of  the  year,  the  turning-point  of  summer, 
hen  the  crops  of  the  present  year  are  a  certainty,  when  one 
-gins  to  think  of  the  sowing  for  next  year,  and  the  mowing at  hand ;  when  the  rye  is  all  in  ear,  though  its  ears  are  still 
ght,  not  yet  full,  and  it  waves  in  gray-green  billows  in  the 
ind ;  when  the  green  oats,  with  tufts  of  yellow  grass  scattered 
1  e  and  there  among  it,  droop  irregularly  over  the  late-sown 
Ids ;  when  the  early  buckwheat  is  already  out  and  hiding  the 
•ound ;  when  the  fallow-lands,  trodden  hard  as  stone  by  the ittle,  are  half-ploughed  over,  with  paths  left  untouched  by 
<j  plough;  when  from  the  dry  dung-heaps  carted  onto  the 
ilds  there  comes  at  sunset  a  smell  of  manure  mixed  with 
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meadow-sweet,  and  dn  the  low-lying  lands 
 the  riverside 

meadows  are  a  thick  sea  of  grass  waiting  for  the  mowin
g,  with 

blackened  heaps  of  the  stalks  of  sorrel  among  it. 

It  was  the  time  when  there  comes  a  brief  pause  m  the
  toil 

of  the  fields  before  the  beginning  of  the  labors  o
f  harvest- 

every  year  recurring,  every  year  straining  every  n
erve  of  the 

peasants.  The  crop  was  a  splendid  one,  and  bright,
  hot  sum- 

mer davs  had  set  in  with  short,  dewy  nights. 

The  brothers  had  to  drive  through  the  woods  to  reach
  the 

meadows.     Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  all  the  while  ad
miring  the 

beauty  of  the  woods,  which  were  a  tangled  mass 
 of  leaves, 

pointing  out  to  his  brother  now  an  old  lime-tree  on
  the  point 

of  flowering,  dark  on  the  shady  side,  and  brightly  spot
ted  with 

yellow  stipules,  now  the  young  shoots  of  this  
year's  saplings 

brilliant  with  emerald.     Konstantin  Levin  ilidjioUika 
 talking 

ODiLllfniw  nhftw*  thft  Wntv  of  nature.    3£ord
s_for Jm  took 

^yay  thP  hPauty  of  wW  hP.  Snw.     He  assented  
to  what  nisi 

brother  "said,  but  he  could  not  help  beginning  to  think  of  o
ther 

things     When  they  came  out  of  the  woods,  
all  his  attention 

was  engrossed  by  the  view  of  the  fallow-land 
 on  the  upland 

in  parts  vellow  with  grass,  in  parts  trample
d  and  chequered 

with  furrows,  in  parts  dotted  with  ridges  of  dung,  and 
 in  partj 

even  ploughed.     A  string  of  carts  was  moving  acros
s  it.    Lcyir 

counted  the  carts,  and  was  pleased  that  a
ll  that  were  wanted 

had  been  brought,  and  at  the  sight  of  the  m
eadows  his  thought 

passed  to  the  mowing.     He  always  felt  
 something  special 

moving  him  to  the  quick  at  the  hay-making.     
On  reaching  th 

meadow  Levin  stopped  the  horse. 

The  morning  dew  was  still  lying  on  the  th
ick  undergrowt 

of  the  grass,  and  that  he  might  not  get  his  f
eet  wet,  Serge 

Ivanovitch  asked  his  brother  to  drive  him  in  the  tra
p  up 

the  willow-tree  from  which  the  carp  was  caught. 
 Sorry 

Konstantin  Levin  was  to  crush  down  his  mowing
-grass, 

drove  him  into  the  meadow.  The  high  grass  softl
y  turn, 

about  the  wheels  and  the  horse's  legs,  leaving  its  seeds  cl
ingm 

to  the  wet  axles  and  spokes  of  the  wheels.  His  broth
er  seate 

himself  under  a  bush,  arranging  his  tackle,  while  Lev
in  le 
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lie  horse  away,  fastened  him  up,  and  walked  into  the  vast 
ray-green  sea  of  grass  unstirred  by  the  wind.  The  silky  grass 
ith  its  ripe  seeds  came  almost  to  his  waist  in  the  dampest jots. 

Crossing  the  meadow,  Konstantin  Levin  came  out  onto  the 
)ad,  and  met  an  old  man  with  a  swollen  eye,  carrying  a  skep i  his  shoulder. 

What?  taken  a  stray  swarm,  Fomitch?"  he  asked. 
No,  indeed,  Konstantin  Mitritch !  All  we  can  do  to  keep  our 

svn !    This  is  the  second  swarm  that  has  flown  away, 
uckily  the  lads  caught  them.     They  were  ploughing  your 
Id.     They  unyoked  the  horses  and  galloped  after  them. ' ' 
"Well,  what  do  you  say,  Fomitch— start  mowing  or  wait 
lit?" 

"Eh,  well!  Our  way's  to  wait  till  St.  Peter's  Day.  But m  always  mow  sooner.  Well,  to  be  sure,  please  God,  the 
ly's  good.     There'll  be  plenty  for  the  beasts." 
What  do  you  think  about  the  weather?" 

That's  in  God's  hands.     Maybe  it  will  be  fine." Levin  went  up  to  his  brother. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  caught  nothing,  but  he  was  not  bored, 
id  seemed  in  the  most  cheerful  frame  of  mind.  Levin  saw 
at,  stimulated  by  his  conversation  with  the  doctor,  he  wanted 
talk.  Levin,  on  the  other  hand,  would  have  liked  to  get 
me  as  soon  as  possible  to  give  orders  about  getting  together 
e  mowers  for  next  day,  and  to  set  at  rest  his  doubts  about 
e  mowing,  which  greatly  absorbed  him. 

Well,  let 's  be  going, ' '  he  said. 
Why  be  in  such  a  hurry?  Let's  stay  a  little.  But  how 

5t  you  are!  Even  though  one  catches  nothing,  it's  nice, 
lat's  the  best  thing  about  every  part  of  sport,  that  one  has 
do  with  nature.  How  exquisite  this  steely  water  is!"  said 
rgey  Ivanovitch.  * '  These  riverside  banks  always  remind  me 
the  riddle— do  you  know  it  ?  '  The  grass  says  to  the  water : 
quiver  and  we  quiver. '  ' ' 

'I  don't  know  the  riddle,"  answered  Levin  wearily. 
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CHAPTER  III 

It 

If 

B 

"Do  you  know,  IVe  been  thinking  about  you,"  said  Sergej 

Ivanovitch.  "It's  beyond  everything  what's  being  done  | 
the  district,  according  to  what  this  doctor  tells  me.  He's 
•very  intelligent  fellow.  And  as  I've  told  you  before,  I  tel 
you  again:  it's  not  right  for  you  not  to  go  to  the  meetings 
and  altogether  to  keep  out  of  the  district  business.  If  decen 

people  won't  go  into  it,  of  course  it's  bound  to  go  all  wrong 
We  pay  the  money,  and  it  all  goes  in  salaries,  and  there  ar 

no  schools,  nor  district  nurses,  nor  midwives,  nor  drug-stores- 

nothing.  ' ' 
"Well,  I  did  try,  you  know,"  Levin  said  slowly  and  unwill 

ingly.     "I  can't!  and  so  there's  no  help  for  it." 
"But  why  can't  you?  I  must  own  I  can't  make  it  out 

Indifference,  incapacity — I  won 't  admit ;  surely  it 's  not  simpli 
laziness  ? "  • 

"None  of  those  things.  I've  tried,  and  I  see  I  can  | 
nothing, ' '  said  Levin.  D 

He  had  hardly  grasped  what  his  brother  was  saying.  Loot 

ing  towards  the  plough-land  across  the  river,  he  made  ou 

something  black,  but  he  could  not  distinguish  whether  it  wa 
a  horse  or  the  bailiff  on  horseback. 

1 '  Why  is  it  you  can  do  nothing?  You  made  an  attempt  an 
didn  't  succeed,  as  you  think,  and  you  give  in.  How  can  yo 

have  so  little  self-respect  ? ' ' 
"Self-respect!"  said  Levin,  stung  to  the  quick  by  ■ 

brother's  words;  "I  don't  understand.  If  they'd  told  me  f 
college  that  other  people  understood  the  integral  calculus,  an 

I  didn't,  then  pride  would  have  come  in.  But  in  this  ca* 
one  wants  first  to  be  convinced  that  one  has  certain  qualific? 

tions  for  this  sort  of  business,  and  especially  that  all  this  bus 

ness  is  of  great  importance. ' ' 

"What!  do  you  mean  to  say  it's  not  of  importance?"  sai 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  stung  to  the  quick  too  at  his  brother's  coi 
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dering  anything  of  no  importance  that  interested  him,  and 
ill  more  at  his  obviously  paying  little  atteatifia  to  what  he 
as  saying. 

' '  I  don 't  think  it  important ;  it  does  not  take  hold  of  me,  I 
m  't  help  it, ' '  answered  Levin,  making  out  that  what  he  saw 
as  the  bailiff,  and  that  the  bailiff  seemed  to  be  letting  the 
easants  go  off  the  ploughed  land.  They  were  turning  the 

lough  over.  "Can  they  have  finished  ploughing ?"  he  won- ered. 

'Come,  really  though/ '  said  the  elder  brother,  with  a  frown 
a  his  handsome,  clever  face,  "there's  a  limit  to  everything, 
t  's  very  well  to  be  original  and  genuine,  and  to  dislike  every- 
fiing  conventional — I  know  all  about  that;  but  really,  what 

ou're  saying  either  has  no  meaning,  or  it  has  a  very  wrong 
leaning.  How  can  you  think  it  a  matter  of  no  impor- 
mce  whether  the  peasant,  whom  you  love  as  you  as- 
rt  " 

"I  never  did  assert  it,"  thought  Konstantin  Levin. 
— ' '  dies  without  help  1  The  ignorant  peasant-women  starve 
le  children,  and  the  people  stagnate  in  darkness,  and  are 
elpless  in  the  hands  of  every  village  clerk,  while  you  have  at 

our  disposal  a  means  of  helping  them,  and  don't  help  them 
ecause  to  your  mind  it's  of  no  importance." 
And  Sergey  Ivanovitch  put  before  him  the  alternative: 

ther  you  are  so  undeveloped  that  you  can't  see  all  that  you 
in  do,  or  you  won't  sacrifice  your  ease,  your  vanity,  or  what- ver  it  is,  to  do  it. 

Konstantin  Levin  felt  that  thexe_was.no  course jipen  to  him 
lit  tn  submit,  or  to  confess  to  a  lack  of  zeal  for  the  public 
ood.     And  this  mortified  him  and  hurt  his  feelings. 

It's  both,"  he  said  resolutely;  "I  don't  see  that  it  was  pos- ble     .     .     ." 
What!  was  it  impossible,  if  the  money  were  properly  laid 

at,  to  provide  medical  aid?" 
Impossible,  as  it  seems  to  me.  .  .  .  For  the  three  thou- 

md  square  miles  of  our  district,  what  with  our  thaws,  and  the 
:orms,  and  the  work  in  the  fields,  I  don't  see  how  it  is  possible 
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to 

s 

: 

to  provide  medical  aid  all  over.     And  besides,  I  don't  believe 
in  medicine." 

"Oh,  well,  that's  unfair.  .  .  .  I  can  quote  to  you  thou- 

sands  of  instances.     ...     But  the  schools,  anyway." 

" Why  have  schools?" 
"What  do  you  mean?     Can  there  be  two  opinions  of  the 

advantage  of  education?     If  it's  a  good  thing  for  you,  it's  afo 

good  thing  for  every  one."  I 
Konstantin  Levin  felt  himself  morally  pinned  against  a  wall, 

and  so  he  got  hot,  and  unconsciously  blurted  out  the  chief 

cause  of  his  indifference  to  public  business. 

"Perhaps  it  may  all  be  very  good;  but  why  should  I  worry 

myself  about  establishing  dispensaries  which  I  shall  never 

make  use  of,  and  schools  to  which  I  shall  never  send  my  chil- 

dren, to  which  even  the  peasants  don't  want  to  send  their 

children,  and  to  which  I've  no  very  firm  faith  that  they  ought 

to  send  them?"  said  he. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  for  a  minute  surprised  at  this  unex- 

pected view  of  the  subject ;  but  he  promptly  made  a  new  plan 

of  attack.  He  was  silent  for  a  little,  drew  out  a  hook,  threw 

it  in  again,  and  turned  to  his  brother  smiling. 

"Come,  now.  ...  In  the  first  place,  the  dispensary  is 

needed.    We  ourselves  sent  for  the  district  doctor  for  Ag
afea 

Mihalovna." 

"Oh,  well,  but  I  fancy  her  wrist  will  never  be  straign
 

again. " "That  remains  to  be  proved.  .  .  .  Next,  the  peasanl 

who  can  read  and  write  is  as  a  workman  of  more  use  and  va
lut 

to  you."  . 

"No;  you  can  ask  any  one  you  like,"  Konstantin
  Lcvu 

answered  with  decision,  "the  man  that  can  read  and  write
 

much  inferior  as  a  workman.     And  mending  the  highr
oad: 

is  an  impossibility ;  and  as  soon  as  they  put  up  bridges  they  r< 

stolen." 

"Still,  that's  not  the  point,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  frown 

ing.  He  disliked  contradiction,  and  still  more,  arguments  t
ha 

were  continually  skipping  from  one  thing  to  another,  intra
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ueing  new  and  disconnected  points,  so  that  there  was  no 

nowing  to  which  to  reply.  "Do  you  admit  that  education  is 
benefit  for  the  people  ? ' ' 
"Yes,  I  admit  it,"  said  Levin  without  thinking,  and  he  was 

onscious  immediately  that  he  had  said  what  he  did  not  think. 
le  felt  that  if  he  admitted  that  it  would  be  proved  that  he 
ad  been  talking  meaningless  rubbish.  How  it  would  be 
roved  he  could  not  tell,  but  he  knew  that  this  would  in- 
vitably  be  logically  proved  to  him,  and  he  awaited  the  proofs. 
The  argument  turned  out  to  be  far  simpler  than  he  had 

xpected. 

' '  If  you  admit  that  it  is  a  benefit, ' '  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch, 
then,  as  an  honest  man,  you  cannot  help  caring  about  it  and 
ympathizing  with  the  movement,  and  so  wishing  to  work 

or  it." 

But  I  still  do  not  admit  this  movement  to  be  just, ' '  said 
Constantin  Levin,  reddening  a  little. 

What!     But  you  said  just  now    .     .     ." 

That's  to  say,  I  don't  admit  it's  being  either  good  or 
ossible. ' ' 

That  you  can't  tell  without  making  the  trial." 
Well,  supposing  that's  so,"  said  Levin,  though  he  did  not 

uppose  so  at  all,  "supposing  that  is  so,  still  I  don't  see,  all  the 
ame,  what  I'm  to  worry  myself  about  it  for." 
"How  so?" 

"No;  since  we  are  talking,  explain  it  to  me  from  the  philo- 
aphical  point  of  view, ' '  said  Levin. 

I  can 't  see  where  philosophy  comes  in, ' '  said  Sergey  Ivano- 
itch,  in  a  tone,  Levin  fancied,  as  though  he  did  not  admit  his 
rother's  right  to  talk  about  philosophy.  And  that  irritated jevin. 

I'll  tell  you,  then,"  he  said  with  heat,  "I  imagine  the 
lainspring  of  all  our  actions  is,  after  all,  self-interest.  Now 
ti  the  local  institutions  I,  as  a  nobleman,  see  nothing  that 
ould  conduce  to  my  prosperity,  and  the  roads  are  not  better 
nd  could  not  be  better ;  my  horses  carry  me  well  enough  over 
ad  ones.    Doctors  and  dispensaries  are  no  use  to  me.     An 
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arbitrator  of  disputes  is  no  use  to  me.  I  never  appeal  to  him,  I 

and  never  shall  appeal  to  him.  The  schools  are  no  good  to  me,  J 

but  positively  harmful,  as  I  told  you.  For  me  the  district 

institutions  simply  mean  the  liability  to  pay  fourpence  half- 

penny for  every  three  acres,  to  drive  into  the  town,  sleep  witl 

bugs,  and  listen  to  all  sorts  of  idiocy  and  loathsomeness,  and 

self-interest  offers  me  no  inducement." 
"Excuse  me,"  Sergey  Ivanovitch  interposed  with  a  smile, 

"self-interest  did  not  induce  us  to  work  for  the  emancipation 

of  the  serfs,  but  we  did  work  for  it." 
"No!"  Konstantin  Levin  broke  in  with  still  greater  heat? 

"the  emancipation  of  the  serfs  was  a  different  matter.    There 

self-interest  did  come  in.     One  longed  to  throw  off  that  yoki 

that  crushed  us,  all  decent  people  among  us.     But  to  be  al 

town-councilor  and  discuss  how  many  dustmen  are  needed,  , 

and  how  chimneys  shall  be  constructed  in  the  town  in  which  I , 

don't  live— to  serve  on  a  jury  and  try  a  peasant  who's  stolen!, 

a  flitch  of  bacon,  and  listen  for  six  hours  at  a  stretch  to  all  I 

sorts  of  jabber  from  the  counsel  for  the  defense  and  the 

prosecution,  and  the  president  cross-examining  my  old  half- 

witted Alioshka,  'Do  you  admit,  prisoner  in  the  dock,  the  fact  J 

of  the  removal  of  the  bacon  V    '  Eh  V  " 

Konstantin  Levin  had  warmed  to  his  subject,  and  began 

mimicking  the  president  and  the  half-witted  Alioshka:  
it 

seemed  to  him  that  it  was  all  to  the  point. 

But  Sergey  Ivanovitch  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Well,  what  do  you  mean  to  say,  then?" 
' '  I  simply  mean  to  say  that  those  rights  that  touch  me  .  .  • 

my  interest,  I  shall  always  defend  to  the  best  of  my  ability
; 

that  when  they  made  raids  on  us  students,  and  the  police  rea
d 

our  letters,  I  was  ready  to  defend  those  rights  to  the  utmos
t. 

to  defend  my  rights  to  education  and  freedom.  I  can  
under- 

stand compulsory  military  service,  which  affects  my  children, 

my  brothers,  and  myself,  I  am  ready  to  deliberate  on  w
hat 

concerns  me ;  but  deliberating  on  how  to  spend  forty  thousand 

roubles  of  district  council  money,  or  judging  the  half-witte
d 

Alioshka— I  don't  understand,  and  I  can't  do  it." 
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Konstantin  Levin  spoke  as  though  the  floodgates  of  his 
eech  had  burst  open.     Sergey  Ivanovitch  smiled. 

4 'But  to-morrow  it'll  be  your  turn  to  be  tried;  would  it We  suited  your  tastes  better  to  be  tried  in  the  old  criminal 

jibunal?" 
"I'm  not  going  to  be  tried.  I  shan't  murder  anybody,  and 

Ive  no  need  of  it.  Well,  I  tell  you  what,"  he  went  on,  flying 
tt  again  to  a  subject  quite  beside  the  point,  "our  district 
llf-government  and  all  the  rest  of  it— it's  just  like  the 
Irch-branches  we  stick  in  the  ground  on  Trinity  Day,  for 
■stance,  to  look  like  a  copse  which  has  grown  up  of  itself  in 
lirope,  and  I  can't  gush  over  these  birch-branches  and  be- feve  in  them." 

I  Sergey  Ivanovitch  merely  shrugged  his  shoulders,  as  though 
I  express  his  wonder  how  the  birch-branches  had  come  into 
eir  argument  at  that  point,  though  he  did  really  understand once  what  his  brother  meant. 

"Excuse  me,  but  you  know  one  really  can't  argue  in  that iy, ' '  he  observed. 
But  Konstantin  Levin  wanted  to  justify  himself  for  the  fail- 
g,  of  which  he  was  conscious,  of  lack  of  zeal  for  the  public 
slfare,  and  he  went  on. 

II  imagine,"  he  said,  "that  no  sort  of  activity  is  likely  to 
lasting  if  it  is  not  founded  on  self-interest,  that's  a  universal 
inciple,  a  philosophical  principle,"  he  said,  repeating  the 
)rd  "philosophical"  with  determination,  as  though  wishing show  that  he  Jiad.as  much  right  as  any_.one_jelseJiL.talk  of 
lilosoph^. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  smiled.  "He  too  has  a  philosophy  of  his 
m  at  the  service  of  his  natural  tendencies,"  he  thought. 
"Come,  you'd  better  let  philosophy  alone,"  he  said.  "The 
ief  problem  of  the  philosophy  of  all  ages  consists  just  in 
iding  the  indispensable  connection  which  exists  between  in- 
vidual  and  social  interests.  But  that's  not  to  the  point; 
iat  is  to  the  point  is  a  correction  I  must  make  in  your  com- 
Tison.  The  birches  are  not  simply  stuck  in,  but  some  are 
wn  and  some  are  planted,  and  one  must  deal  carefully  with 
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them.  It's  only  those  peoples  that  have  an  intuitive  sense  of  It 

what's  of  importance  and  significance  in  their  institutions,! 

and  know  how  to  value  them,  that  have  a  future  before  them-J 

it's  only  those  peoples  that  one  can  truly  call  historical." 
And  Sergey  Ivanovitch  carried  the  subject  into  the  regions|g 

of  philosophical  history  where  Konstantin  Levin  could  not' follow  him,  and  showed  him  all  the  incorrectness  of  his  view. 

"As  for  your  dislike  of  it,  excuse  my  saying  so,  that's  simply 

our  Russian  sloth  and  old  serf-owner's  ways,  and  I'm  colli 

vinced  that  in  you  it's  a  temporary  error  and  will  pass." 
Konstantin  was  silent.     He  felt  himself  vanquished  on  all 

sides,  but  he  felt  at  the  same  time  that  what  he  wanted  to  sayl 

was  unintelligible  to  his  brother.     Only  he  could  not  make  up! 

his  mind  whether  it   was  unintelligible  because  he  was  notfc 

capable  of  expressing  his  meaning  clearly,   or  because  his 

brother  would  not  or  could  not  understand  him.     But  he  did 

not  pursue  the  speculation,  and  without  replying,  he  fell  tin 

musing  on  a  quite  different  and  personal  matter. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  wound  up  the  last  line,  untied  the  horse, 
and  they  drove  off. 

CHAPTER  IV 

The  personal  matter  that  absorbed  Levin  during  his  con- 

versation with  his  brother  was  this.  Once  in  a  previous  yeaJ 

he  had  gone  to  look  at  the  mowing,  and  being  made  very  angrj 

by  the  bailiff  he  had  recourse  to  his  favorite  means  for  regainj 

ing  his  temper— he  took  a  scythe  from  a  peasant  and  begai 
mowing.  ,  .  . 

He  liked  the.  work  so  much  that  he  had  several  times  tnec 

his  hand  at  mowing  since.  He  had  cut  the  whole  of  l«n 

meadow  in  front  of  his  house,  and  this  year  ever  since  th< 

early  spring  he  had  cherished  a  plan  for  mowing  for  wholj 

days  together  with  the  peasants.  Ever  since  his  b
rother 

arrival,  he  had  been  in  doubt  whether  to  mow  or  not.  He  wa 

loth  to  leave  his  brother  alone  all  day  long,  and  he  was  afri< 



ANNA  KARENINA  317 

s  brother  would  laugh  at  him  about  it.  But  as  he  drove  into 
e  meadow,  and  recalled  the  sensations  of  mowing,  Jie  came 
iaiLdecidii]&_that,  he  would  go.  mowing.  After  the  irritating 
scussion  with  his  brother,  he  pondered  over  this  intention 
fain. 

rl  must  have  physical  exercise,  or  my  temper  '11  certainly  be 
ined,"  he  thought,  and  he  determined  he  would  go  mowing, >wever  awkward  he  might  feel  about  it  with  his  brother  or 
peasants. 

Towards  evening  Konstantin  Levin  went  to  his  counting- 
mse,  gave  directions  as  to  the  work  to  be  done,  and  sent 
>out  the  village  to  summon  the  mowers  for  the  morrow,  to 

the  hay  in  Kalinov  meadow,  the  largest  and  best  of  his 
ass  lands. 

^  And  send  my  scythe,  please,  to  Tit,  for  him  to  set  it,  and 
ing  it  round  to-morrow.     I  shall  maybe  do  some  mowing 
yself  too,"  he  said,  trying  not  to  be  embarrassed. 
The  bailiff  smiled  and  said:  "Yes,  sir." 
At  tea  the  same  evening  Levin  said  to  his  brother : 

11 1  fancy  the  fine  weather  will  last,"  said  he.     "To-morrow 
ihall  start  mowing.  • ' 

"I'm  so  fond  of  that  form  of  field  labor,"  said  Sergey anovitch. 

I  'm  awfully  fond  of  it.  I  sometimes  mow  myself  with  the asants,  and  to-morrow  I  want  to  try  mowing  the  whole  day." 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  lifted  his  head,  and  looked  with  interest his  brother. 

'How  do  you  mean f    Just  like  one  of  the  peasants,  all  day agt" 
"Yes,  it's  very  pleasant,"  said  Levin. 
It's  splendid  as  exercise,  only  you'll  hardly  be  able  to 

tnd  it,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  without  a  shade  of  irony. 
"'I've  tried  it.  It's  hard  work  at  first,  but  you  get  into  it. lare  say  I  shall  manage  to  keep  it  up.  .  .  ." 

"Really!  what  an  idea!  But  tell  me,  how  do  the  peasants »k  at  it?  I  suppose  they  laugh  in  their  sleeves  at  their 
ister's  being  such  a  queer  fish?" 
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fas 

"No,  I  don't  think  so;  but  it's  so  delightful,  and  at  the ̂  
same  time  such  hard  work,  that  one  has  no  time  to  thinly 
about  it. 

"But  how  will  you  do  about  dining  with  them?  To  sencd 

you  a  bottle  of  Lafitte  and  roast  turkey  out  there  would  be  ij< 
little  awkward. ' '  i 

"No,  I'll  simply  come  home  at  the  time  of  their  noondajt 

rest." 
Next  morning  Konstantin  Levin  got  up  earlier  than  usualjj 

but  he  was  detained  giving  directions  on  the  farm,  and  whei 

he  reached  the  mowing-grass  the  mowers  were  already  at  theii 
second  row. 

From  the  uplands  he  could  get  a  view  of  the  shaded  cut  par 

of  the  meadow  below,  with  its  grayish  ridges  of  cut  grass,  am 

the  black  heaps  of  coats,  taken  off  by  the  mowers  at  the  pla^ 

from  which  they  had  started  cutting. 

Gradually,  as  he  rode  towards  the  meadow,  the  peasant 

came  into  sight,  some  in  coats,  some  in  their  shirts,  mowing! 

one  behind  another  in  a  long  string,  swinging  their  scythe 

differently.     He  counted  forty-two  of  them. 

They  were  mowing  slowly  over  the  uneven,  low-lying  partL 

of  the  meadow,  where  there  had  been  an  old  dam.  Levi: 

recognized  some  of  his  own  men.  Here  was  old  Yermil  in 

very  long  white  smock,  bending  forward  to  swing  his  scythe 

there  was  a  young  fellow,  Vaska,  who  had  been  a  coachman  0 

Levin's,  taking  every  row  with  a  wide  sweep.  Here,  too,  M 

Tit,  Levin's  preceptor  in  the  art  of  mowing,  a  thin  littl 

peasant.  He  was  in  front  of  all,  and  cut  his  wide  row  withoi
l 

bending,  as  though  playing  with  the  scythe. 

Levin  got  off  his  mare,  and  fastening  her  up  by  the  road 

side  went  to  meet  Tit,  who  took  a  second  scythe  out  of  a  bwf 

and  gave  it  him.  ^ 

"It's  ready,  sir;  it's  like  a  razor,  cuts  of  itself,'  said  11 

taking  off  his  cap  with  a  smile  and  giving  him  the  scythe. 

Levin  took  the  scythe,  and  began  trying  it.  As  they  finishe 

their  rows,  the  mowers,  hot  and  good-humored,  came  out  int 

the  road  one  after  another,  and,  laughing  a  little,  greeted  th 
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Iter.     They  all  stared  at  him,  but  no  one  made  any  remark, 
a  tall  old  man,  with  a  wrinkled,  beardless  face,  wearing  a 

tort  sheepskin  jacket,  came  out  into  the  road  and  accosted 

"Look'ee  now,  master,  once  take  hold  of  the  rope  there's 
letting  it  go!"  he  said,  and  Levin  heard  smothered  laughter ong  the  mowers.  * 

"I'll  try  not  to  let  it  go,"  he  said,  taking  his  stand  behind t,  and  waiting  for  the  time  to  begin. 
"Mind'ee,"  repeated  the  old  man. 
Tit  made  room,  and  Levin  started  behind  him.  The  grass 
s  short  close  to  the  road,  and  Levin,  who  had  not  done  any 
>wmg  for  a  long  while,  and  was  disconcerted  by  the  eyes 
Jtened  upon  him,  cut  badly  for  the  first  moments,  though 
swung  his  scythe  vigorously.  Behind  him  he  heard  voices : 
'It's  not  set  right;  handle's  too  high;  see  how  he  has  to op  to  it,"  said  one. 

'Press  more  on  the  heel,"  said  another. 
|Never  mind,  he'll  get  on  all  right,"  the  old  man  resumed 
He's  made  a  start.  .  .  .  You  swing  it  too  wide,  you '11 J  yourself  out.  .  .  .  The  master,  sure,  does  his  best  for 
lself!  But  see  the  grass  missed  out!  For  such  work  us ows  would  catch  it!" 

The  grass  became  softer,  and  Levin,  listening  without Bering,  followed  Tit,  trying  to  do  the  best  he  could 
iy  moved  a  hundred  paces.  Tit  kept  moving  on,  without 
ppmg,  not  showing  the  slightest  weariness,  but  Levin  was 
3ady  beginning  to  be  afraid  he  would  not  be  able  to  keep ip :  he  was  so  tired. 

Ie  felt  as  he  swung  his  scythe  that  he  was  at  the  very  end his  strength,  and  was  making  up  his  mind  to  ask  Tit  to 
>.     But  at  that  very  moment  Tit  stopped  of  his  own  accord, 
stooping  down  picked  up  some  grass,  rubbed  his  scvthe' began  wetting  it.     Levin  straightened  himself,  and  draw- 
a  deep  breath  looked  round.    Behind  him  came  a  peasant, he  too  was  evidently  tired,  for  he  stopped  at  once  with- 
waiting  to  mow  up  to  Levin,  and  began  whetting  his  scythe 
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Tit  sharnened  his  scythe  and  Levin's, 
 and  they  went  onj 

The  neSe \  was  /ust  the  same.  
Tit  moved  on  with  sweep, 

after  sweep  of  his  scythe,  not  stopping  «  *^-£JVj; 

weariness  Levin  followed  him,  trying
  not  to  get  left  behind,  . 

"found  it  harder  and  harder:  the  
moment  came  whet. 

he  felt  he  had  no  strength  left,  bnt
  at  that  very  moment  T.1 1 

st onDed  and  whetted  the  scythes. 

lo  they  mowed  the  first  row.  A
nd  this  long  row  seemec 

particularly  hard  work  to  Levin;  but  w
hen Jhe  enc wj 

reached  and  Tit,  shouldering  his 
 scythe,  began  with  deliberab 

SkTe  burning  on  the  tracks  left 
 by  his  heels  in  the  cut  grass 

and  Levt  walked  back  in  the  same  w
ay  over  the  space  he  ha 

cut  in  spite  of  the  sweat  that  ran  
in  streams  over  his  face  an 

Zi  n  drops  down  his  nose,  and  d
renched  his  back  as  thoug 

he  had  been  soaked  in  water,  he  fel
t  very  happy.  What  d, 

Ughtea  him  particularly  was  ite
LxwM  knew  he  would  bri 

^plSu^was  only  disturb
ed  by  his  row  not  being  w«k 

cut     "I  will  swing  less  with  my  arm  and 
 more  with  my  wh<* 

hodv  "  he   hought  comparing  Tit's 
 row,  which  looked  as  if 

had  ieen  eS "!th'a  Z,  with  his  ow
n  unevenly  and  irreg, 

larly  lying  grass.  special!  it 
The  first  row,  as  Levm  noticed   Tit  had  mown    

p        r 

quickly,  probably  wishing  to  p
ut  his  master  t the test,  M 

the  row  happened  to  be  a  long 
 one.    The  next  rows 

easier!  but  still  Levin  had  to  stra
in  every  nerve  not  to  dr< 

behind  the  peasants.     .  *    1 

He  thought  of  nothing,  wished  for 
 nothing,  but ;  nrt J 

left  behind  the  peasants,  and  to
  do  his  work  as  well  as  possiW 

He  heard  nothing  but  the  swish  of
  the  scythes,  anj   aw  befa 

him  Tit's  upright  figure  mowing  ̂ f;**  Slowly  I 

curve  of  the  cut  grass,  the  
grass  and  flow  r  heads  slowly 

rhythmically  falling  before  the  blade  of  JjJjMJ 

6f  him  the  end  of  the  row  where  ̂ J™^^* 
Suddenly,  in  the  midst :  oT his  to      w  

^1 

what  it  was  ̂   whence  i   came  he   elt a .V ^  ̂   gky 
chill  on  his  hot,  moist  shoulders,     

ne  g 
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interval  for  whetting  the  scythes.  A  heavy,  lowering 
>rm-cloud  had  blown  up,  and  big  raindrops  were  falling, 
me  of  the  peasants  went  to  their  coats  and  put  them  on ; 
iers— just  like  Levin  himself— merely  shrugged  their  shoul- 

|rs,  enjoying  the  pleasant  coolness  of  it. 
Another  row,  and  yet  another  row,  followed— long  rows  and 
art  rows,  with  good  grass  and  with  poor  grass.    Levin  lost 
sense  of  time,  and  could  not  have  told  whether  it  was  late 
early  now.  A  change  began  to  come  over  his  work,  which 
ve  him  immense  satisfaction.  In  the  midst  of  his  toil  there 
re  moments  during  which  he  forgot  what  he  was  doing,  and 
came  all  easy  to  him,  and  at  those  same  moments  his  row 
is  almost  as  smooth  and  well  cut  as  Tit's.     But  so  soon  as 
recollected  what  he  was  doing,  and  began  trying  to  do 

;ter,  he  was  at  once  conscious  of  all  the  difficulty  of  his  task, d  the  row  was  badly  mown. 
3n  finishing  yet  another  row  he  would  have  gone  back  to 
)  top  of  the  meadow  again  to  begin  the  next,  but  Tit  stopped, 
i  going  up  to  the  old  man  said  something  in  a  low  voice  to 
ti.  They  both  looked  at  the  sun.  "What  are  they  talking 
Hit,  and  why  doesn't  he  go  back?"  thought  Levin,  not jssing  that  the  peasants  had  been  mowing  no  less  than  four 
irs  without  stopping,  and  it  was  time  for  their  lunch. 
'Lunch,  sir,"  said  the  old  man. 
'Is  it  really  time?     That's  right;  lunch,  then." 
evin  gave  his  scythe  to  Tit,  and  together  with  the  peasants, 

o  were  crossing  the  long  stretch  of  mown  grass,  slightly 
inkled  with  rain,  to  get  their  bread  from  the  heap  of  coats, 
went  towards  his  house.     Only  then  he  suddenly  awoke  to 
fact  that  he  had  been  wrong  about  the  weather  and  the 
I  was  drenching  his  hay. 

'The  hay  will  be  spoiled,"  he  said. 
Not  a  bit  of  it,  sir;  mow  in  the  rain,  and  you'll  rake  in 
weather!"  said  the  old  man. 

jevin  untied  his  horse  and  rode  home  to  his  coffee.     Sergey 
novitch  was  only  just  getting  up.     When  he  had  drunk  his 

?ee,  Levin  rode  back  again  to  the  mowing  before  Sergey 
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Ivanovitch  had  had  time  to  dress  and  come  d
own  to  tl 

dining-room. 

CHAPTER  V 

kis 

After  lunch  Levin  was  not  in  the  same  pl
ace  m  the  strin 

of  mowers  as  before,  but  stood  between  the
  old  man  who  ha 

accosted  him  jocosely,  and  now  invited  hi
m  to  be  his  neighbor 

and  a  young  peasant,  who  had  only  been  ma
rried  in  J 

autumn,  and  who  was  mowing  this  summer 
 for  the  hist  time.  , 

The  old  man,  holding  himself  erect,  mo
ved  in  front,  witll 

his  feet  turned  out,  taking  long,  regular  s
trides  and  with j 

precise  and  regular  action  which  seemed  to  c
ost  him  no ,  m| 

effort  than  swinging  one's  arms  in  walk
ing  as  though  it  wer 

in  play,  he  laid  down  the  high,  even  ro
w  of  grass.  It  was  a 

though  it  were  not  he  but  the  sharp  
scythe  of  itself  swishu* 

through  the  juicy  grass.  j 

Behind  Levin  came  the  lad  Mishka.  H
is  pretty,  boyit 

face,  with  a  twist  of  fresh  grass  bound  round 
 his  hair  was  j 

working  with  effort ;  but  whenever  any 
 one  looked  at  him  b 

smiled.    HejfflMjJsaxlyJiaw  died
  swnex.lhaii.own  it  m 

^trtprbetten  them.    In  the  very  heat  of  t
he  day  I 

JS  did"  not  seem  such  hard  work  to  him.    The  pe
rspj 

Son  wfth  which  he  was  drenched  co
oled  him,  while  the  su 

hat  burned  his  back,  his  head,  and  his  arms,  bare 
 to  the  ̂  

Kave  a  vigor  and  dogged  energy  t
o  his  labor;  and  moie  an 

"ore  often  now  came  those  moments  of  n™""™^ 

it  was  possible  not  to  think  what  one  was  doing   
  Ih^ 

cut   of  itself.     These  were  happy  mo
ments.     Still  more  ■ 

StTul  wSe  the  moments  when  t
hey  reached  the  stream  whe 

he  rows Tended,  and  the  old  man  
rubbed  his  scythe  with 

vet,  thick  grass,  rinsed  its  blade  in
  the  fres i  water  « J 

stream,  ladled  out  a  little  in  a  ti
n  dipper,  and  offered  Levn 

drink. 
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11  What  do  you  say  to  my  home-brew,  eh?     Good,  eh?"  said jj  winking. 
And  truly  Levin  had  never  drunk  any  liquor  so  good  as 
is  wjjm^wateiLwith  grfiftn  hits  floating  in  it,  and  a  taste  of 
ist  from  the  tin  dipper.  And  immediately  after  this  came 
e  delicious,  slow  saunter,  with  his  hand  on  the  scythe,  during 
lich  he  could  wipe  away  the  streaming  sweat,  take  deep 
eaths  of  air,  and  look  about  at  the  long  string  of  mowers 

at  what  was  happening  around  in  the  forest  and  the 
untry. 

The  longer  Levin  mowed,  the  oftener  he  felt  the  moments 
unconsciousness  in  which  it  seemed  not  his  hands  that 
ung  the  scythe,  but  the  scythe  mowing  of  itself,  a  body  full 
life  and  consciousness  of  its  own,  and  as  though  by  magic, 
thout  thinking  of  it,  the  work  turned  out  regular  and  well- 
lished  of  itself.     These  were  the  mosUilissful  moments. 

It  was  only  hard  work  when'he  had  to  break  off  the  motion, lich  had  become  unconscious,  and  to  think ;  when  he  had  to 
)w  round  a  hillock  or  a  tuft  of  sorrel.     The  old  man  did 
s  easily.     When  a  hillock  came  he  changed  his  action,  and 
one  time  with  the  heel,  and  at  another  with  the  tip  of  his 
'the,  clipped  the  hillock  round  both  sides  with  short  strokes, 
id  while  he  did  this  he  kept  looking  about  and  watching 
at  came  into  his  view:  at  one  moment  he  picked  a  wild 
rry  and  ate  it  or  offered  it  to  Levin,  then  he  flung  away  a 
ig  with  the  blade  of  the  scythe,  then  he  looked  at  a  quail's 
3t,  from  which  the  bird  flew  just  under  the  scythe,  or  caught 
snake  that  crossed  his  path,  and  lifting  it  on  the  scythe  as 
mgh  on  a  fork  showed  it  to  Levin  and  threw  it  away. 
For  both  Levin  and  the  young  peasant  behind  him,  such 
mges  of  position  were  difficult.     Both  of  them,  repeating 
>r  and  over  again  the  same  strained  movement,  were  in  a 
'feet  frenzy  of  toil,  and  were  incapable  of  shifting  their >ition  and  at  the  same  time  watching  what  was  before m. 

jevm  did  not  notice  how  time  was  passing.     If  he  had  been 
ed  how  long  he  had  been  working  he  would  have  said  half 
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an  hour — and  it  was  getting  on  for  dinner-time.  As  they  werf 

walking  back  over  the  cut  grass,  the  old  man  called  Levin  I 

attention  to  the  little  girls  and  boys  who  were  coming  froraf 

different  directions,  hardly  visible  through  the  long  grass,  andf11 

along  the  road  towards  the  mowers,  carrying  sacks  of  breadj,J| 
dragging  at  their  little  hands  and  pitchers  of  the  sour  ry| 
beer,  with  cloths  wrapped  round  them. 

"Look'ee,  the  little  emmets  crawling!"  he  said,  pointing 
to  them,  and  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand  to  look  at  thd 

sun.     They  mowed  two  more  rows ;  the  old  man  stopped. 

"Come,  master,  dinner-time!"  he  said  briskly.  And  81 

reaching  the  stream  the  mowers  moved  off  across  the  lines  ol1 

cut  grass  towards  their  pile  of  coats,  where  the  children  wh(K 
had  brought  their  dinners  were  sitting  waiting  for  thel[ 

The  peasants  gathered  into  groups — those  further  away  u| 
der  a  cart,  those  nearer  under  a  willow  bush. 

Levin  sat  down  by  them ;  he  felt  disinclined  to  go  away. 

All  constraint  with  the  master  had  disappeared  long  ago 

The  peasants  got  ready  for  dinner.     Some  washed,  the  yound 

lads  bathed  in  the  stream,  others  made  a  place  comfortabl 

for  a  rest,  untied  their  sacks  of  bread,  and  uncovered  th  [ 

pitchers  of  rye-beer.     The  old  man  crumbled  up  some  brea» 

in  a  cup,  stirred  it  with  the  handle  of  a  spoon,  poured  water  4 

it  from  the  dipper,  broke  up  some  more  bread,  and  havin 

seasoned  it  with  salt,  he  turned  to  the  east  to  say  his  prayer. 

"Come,  master,  taste  my  sop,"  said  he,  kneeling  down  be 
fore  the  cup. 

The  sop  was  so  good  that  Levin  gave  up  the  idea  of  goinfl 

home.  He  dined  with  the  old  man,  and  talked  to  him  abou 

his  family  affairs,  taking  the  keenest  interest  in  them,  and  tol 

him  about  his  own  affairs  and  all  the  circumstances  that  cou 

be  of  interest  to  the  old  man.  He  felt  much  nearer  to  hi 

than  to  his  brother,  and  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  affectio 

I  he  felt  for  this  man.  When  the  old  man  got  up  again,  said  h 

prayer,  and  lay  down  under  a  bush,  putting  some  grass  und( 

his  head  for  a  pillow,  Levin  did  the  same,  and  in  spite  of  11 

clinging  flies  that  were  so  persistent  in  the  sunshine,  and  tl 
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idges  that  tickled  his  hot  face  and  body,  he  fell  asleep  atTonce 
id  only  waked  when  the  sun  had  passed  to  the  other  side  of 
^e  bush  and  reached  him.  The  old  man  had  been  awake  a 
rig  while,  and  was  sitting  up  whetting  the  scythes  of  the >unger  lads. 

Levin  looked  about  him  and  hardly  recognized  the  place, erything  was  so  changed.     The  immense  stretch  of  meadow 
d  been  mown  and  was  sparkling  with  a  peculiar  fresh  bril- 
nce,  with  its  lines  of  already  sweet-smelling  grass  in  the 
mting  rays  of  the  evening  sun.    And  the  bushes  about  the 
rer  had  been  cut  down,  and  the  river  itself,  not  visible  he- 

re, now  gleaming  like  steel  in  its  bends,  and  the  moving, sending  peasants,  and  the  sharp  wall  of  grass  of  the  un- 
>wn  part  of  the  meadow,  and  the  hawks  hovering  over  the 
ipped  meadow— all  was  perfectly  new.     Raising  himself, vin  began  considering  how  much  had  been  cut  and  how 
ich  more  could  still  be  done  that  day. 
The  work  done  was  exceptionally  much  for  forty-two  men. 
Ley  had  cut  the  whole  of  the  big  meadow,  which  had  in  the 
ars  of  serf  labor,  taken  thirty  scythes  two  days  to  mow 
My  the  corners  remained  to  do,  where  the  rows  were  short, 
t  Levm  felt  a  longing  to  get  as  much  mowing  done  that 
7  as  possible,  and  was  vexed  with  the  sun  sinking  so  quickly 
the  sky     He  felt  no  weariness;  all  he  wanted  was  to  get work  done  more  and  more  quickly  and  as  inuch  done  as jsible. 

'Could  you  cut  Mashkin Upland  too?— what  do  you  think*" said  to  the  old  man. 

'As  God  wills,  the  sun's  not  high.     A  little  vodka  for  the 

[t  the  afternoon  rest,  when  they  were  sitting  down  again, those  who  smoked  had  lighted  their  pipes,  the  old  man 
I  the  men  that  "Mashkin  Upland's  to  be  cut-there '11  be ie  vodka." 

'Why  not  cut  it?  Come  on,  Tit!  We '11  look  sharp I  We eat  at  night.  Come  on!"  cried  voices,  and  eating  up I  bread,  the  mowers  went  back  to  work. 
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IDC 

\\ 

-ComMads,  keep  it  up!"  said  Tit,  and  ran  on  ahead 
 almod 

at  a  trot.  -  I 

-Get  along,  get  along!"  said  the  old  man,  hurry
ing  aft* 

him  and  easily  overtaking  him,  "111  mow  yo
u  down,  loot 

it  | 
 yj 

"  And  young  and  old  mowed  away,  as  though  they  wewji 

racing  with  one  another.  But  however  fast  they  w
orked,  the)* 

did  not  spoil  the  grass,  and  the  rows  were  laid  
just  as  neatly 

and  exactly.  The  little  piece  left  uncut  in  the
  corner  warn 

mown  in  five  minutes.  The  last  of  the  mowers  
were  jus,,, 

ending  their  rows  while  the  foremost  snatched  up
  their  coat  re 

onto  their  shoulders,  and  crossed  the  road  t
owards  Mashku,, 

Upland.  ,       x. 

The  sun  was  already  sinking  into  the  trees  wh
en  they  wen. 

with  their  jingling  dippers  into  the  wooded 
 ravine  of  Mashku,, 

Upland.  The  grass  was  up  to  their  waists 
 in  the  middle  ot 

the  hollow,  soft,  tender,  and  feathery,  spotted 
 here  and  ther  , 

among  the  trees  with  wild  heart 's-eas
e. 

After  a  brief  consultation— whether  to  take  t
he  rows  lengft 

wise  or  diagonally-Prohor  Yermilin,  also 
 a  renowned  mowi 

a  huge,  black-haired  peasant,  went  on  ahead.    He  wen
t  up  j 

the  top,  turned  back  again  and  started  mowi
ng,  and  they  a 

proceeded  to  form  in  line  behind  him,  go
ing  downhill  throng 

he  hollow  and  uphill  right  up  to  the  edge  of  the  fore
st.    TJ 

sun  sank  behind  the  forest.    The  dew  was  fal
ling  by  now ;  « 

mowers  were  in  the  sun  only  on  the  hills
ide,  but  below  whe , 

a  mist  was  rising,  and  on  the  opposite  side,  the
y  mow ed  m| 

the  fresh,  dewy  shade.    The  work  went  r
apidl y     The ,  g** 

cut  with  a  juicy  sound,  and  was  at  onc
e  laid  m  high,  fragrai 

rows     The  mowers  from  all  sides,  bro
ught  closer  together 

the  short  row,  kept  urging  one  anothe
r  on  to ,  the  sound  < 

jingling  dippers  and  clanging  scyth
es,  and  the  hiss  ot 

whetstones  sharpening  them,  and  
good-humored  shouts. 

Levin  still  kept  between  the  young  peasa
nt  and  the  old ̂ ms 

The  old  man,  who  had  put  on  his  s
hort  sheepskin  jacket  w 

jnst  as  good-humored,  jocose,  a
nd  free  in  his  movemen 

Among  the  trees  they  were  cont
inually  cutting  with  the 
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eythes  the  so-called  "birch  mushrooms,"  swollen  fat  in  the 
ucculent  grass.  But  the  old  man  bent  down  every  time  he 
ame  across  a  mushroom,  picked  it  up  and  put  it  in  his  bosom. 
Another  present  for  my  old  woman, ' '  he  said  as  he  did  so. 
Easy  as  it  was  to  mow  the  wet,  soft  grass,  it  was  hard  work 

oing  up  and  down  the  steep  sides  of  the  ravine.  But  this  did 
ot  trouble  the  old  man.  Swinging  his  scythe  just  as  ever, 
rid  moving  his  feet  in  their  big,  plaited  shoes  with  firm,  little 
eps,  he  climbed  slowly  up  the  steep  place,  and  though  his 
reeches  hanging  out  below  his  smock,  and  his  whole  frame 

•embled  with  effort,  he  did  not  miss  one  blade  of  grass  or  one 
ushroom  on  his  way,  and  kept  making  jokes  with  the  peas- 
its  and  Levin.  Levin  walked  after  him  and  often  thought  h^ 
ust  fall,  as  he  climbed  with  a  scythe  up  a  steep  cliff  where  it 
ould  have  been  hard  work  to  clamber  without  anything.  But 
».  climbed  jip.and  did  wJiat  he.  haxLtajla.  He  felt  as  t.hnngh  j 
me  external  force  were  moving  him. 

CHAPTER  VI 

Mashkin  Upland  was  mown,  the  last  row  finished,  the  peas- 
its  had  put  on  their  coats  and  were  gaily  trudging  home, 
evin  got  on  his  horse,  and  parting  regretfully  from  the  peas- 
its,  rode  homewards.  On  the  hillside  lie  looked  back;  he 
mid  not  see  them  in  the  mist  that  had  risen  from  the  valley ; 
could  only  hear  rough,  good-humored  voices,  laughter,  and 

le  sound  of  clanking  scythes. 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  long  ago  finished  dinner,  and  was 

•inking  iced  lemon  and  water  in  his  own  room,  looking 
rough  the  reviews  and  papers  which  he  had  only  just  re- 

vived by  post,  when  Levin  rushed  into  the  room,  talking  mer- 
ly,  with  his  wet  and  matted  hair  sticking  to  his  forehead,  and 
s  back  and  chest  grimed  and  moist. 

"We  mowed  the  whole  meadow!  Oh,  it  is  nice,  delicious! 
nd  how  have  you  been  getting  on?"  said  Levin,  completely 
rgetting  the  disagreeable  conversation  of  the  previous  day. 



328  ANNA  KARENINA 

"Mercy!  what  do  you  look  like!"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch, 

for  the  first  moment  looking  round  with  some  dissatisfaction.
 

1 '  And  the  door,  do  shut  the  door ! ' '  he  cried.  ' '  You  must  have 
let  in  a  dozen  at  least. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  could  not  endure  flies,  and  in  his  own 

room  he  never  opened  the  window  except  at  night,  and  care- 
fully kept  the  door  shut. 

"Not  one,  on  my  honor.  But  if  I  have,  I'll  catch  them. 
You  wouldn't  believe  what  a  pleasure  it  is!    How  have  you 

spent  the  day?" 
"Very  well.  But  have  you  really  been  mowing  the  whole 

day?  I  expect  you're  as  hungry  as  a  wolf.  Kouzma  has  got 

everything  ready  for  you. ' ' 
"No,  I  don't  feel  hungry  even.  I  had  something  to  eat 

there.    But  I '11  go  and  wash. "  ^ 

"Yes,  go  along,  go  along,  and  I'll  come  to  you  directly,
 

said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  .shaking  his  head  as  he  looked  at
  his 

brother.  "Go  along,  make  haste,"  he  added  smiling,  and 

gathering  up  his  books,  he  prepared  to  go  too.  He,  too,
  felt 

suddenly  good-humored  and  disinclined  to  leave  his  
brother  s 

side.    ' '  But  what  did  you  do  while  it  was  raining  ! ' ' 

"Ram6*  Why,  tViPTft  waa.scareelY  a  drop,  I '11  come  directly. 

So  you  had  a  nice  day  too?  That's  first-rate
."  And  Levin 

went  off  to  change  his  clothes. 

Five  minutes  later  the  brothers  met  in  the  din
ing-room. 

Although  it  seemed  to  Levin  that  he  was  not  hungry,  a
nd  he 

sat  down  to  dinner  simply  so  as  not  to  hurt  Kouzma
 's  feelings, 

yet  when  he  began  to  eat  the  dinner  struck  
him  as  extra- 

ordinarily  good.     Sergey   Ivanovitch   watched   him   with  a smile 

"Oh,  by  the  way,  there's  a  letter  for  you,
"  said  he. 

"Kouzma,  bring  it  down,  please.     And  mind  you
  shut  the 

doors."  .  ,     A 

The  letter,  was  from  Oblonsky.  Levin  read
  it  aloud. 

Oblonsky  wrote  to  him  from  Petersburg:  "I  hav
e  had  a  letter 

from  Dolly;  she's  at  Ergushovo,  and  everything  
seems  going 

wrong  there.    Do  ride  over  and  see  her,  please ;  h
elp  her  wiui 

Lf 
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idvice ;  you  know  all  about  it.  She  will  be  so  glad  to  see  you. 
•he's  quite  alone,  poor  thing.  My  mother-in-law  and  all  of ;hem  are  still  abroad. ' ' 

" That's  capital!  I  will  certainly  ride  over  to  her,"  said 
Levin.  ̂ Orwe '11  go  together.  She 's  such  a  splendid  woman, sn'tshe?" 

"  They  're  not  far  from  here,  then?" 
"Twenty-five  miles.  Or  perhaps  it  is  thirty.  But  a  capital 

•oad.    Capital,  we'll  drive  over." 

"I  shall  be  delighted,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  still  smiling, 
he  sight  of  his  younger  brother's  appearance  had  immedi- 

itely  put  him  in  a  good  humor. 

'Well,  you  have  an  appetite!"  he  said,  looking  at  his  dark- led, sunburnt  face  and  neck  bent  over  the  plate. 

"Splendid!  You  can't  imagine  what  an  effectual  remedy I  is  for  every  sort  of  foolishness.  I  want  to  enrich  medicine 
vith  a  new  word:  Arbeit skur." 

'Well,  but  you  don't  need  it,  I  should  fancy." 
'No,  but  for  all  sorts  of  nervous  invalids." 
'Yes,  it  ought  to  be  tried.  I  had  meant  to  come  to  the nowing  to  look  at  you,  but  it,  was  so  unbearably  Jiot  that  I. 

pot  no  further  than  the  forest.  I  sat  there  a  little,  and  went' >n  by  the  forest  to  the  village,  met  your  old  nurse,  and 
ounded  her  as  to  the  peasants'  view  of  you.  As  far  as  I  can 
nake  out,  they  don't  approve  of  this.  She  said:  'It's  not  a 
gentleman's  work.'  Altogether,  I  fancy  that  in  the  people's deas  there  are  very  clear  and  definite  notions  of  certain,  as 
hey  call  it,  'gentlemanly'  lines  of  action.  And  they  don't 
anction  the  gentry's  moving  outside  bounds  clearly  laid  down n  their  ideas." 

'May  be  so ;  but  anyway  it's  a  pleasure  such  as  I  have  never 
mown  in  my  life.  And  there's  no  harm  in  it,  you  know.  Is 
here  ? ' '  answered  Levin.  ' '  I  can 't  help  it  if  they  don 't  like  it. 
Though  I  do  believe  it 's  all  right.    Eh  ? " 

'Altogether,"  pursued  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  "you're  satisfied vith  your  day  ? ' ' 

'Quite  satisfied.    We  cut  the  whole  meadow.    And  such  a 
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splendid  old  man  I  made  friends  with  there !    You  can 't  f ancjl 

how  delightful  he  was ! ' ' 
"Well,  so  you're  content  with  your  day.  And  so  am  I. 

First,  I  solved  two  chess  problems,  and  one  a  very  pretty  one— j 

a  pawn  opening.  I '11  show  it  you.  And  then— I  thought  over 

our  conversation  yesterday/ ' 

"Eh!  our  conversation  yesterday?"  said  Levin,  blissfulrj 

dropping  his  eyelids  and  drawing  deep  breaths  after  finishing^! 

his  dinner,  and  absolutely  incapable  of  recalling- what  their 

conversation  yesterday  was  about. 

"I  think  you  are  partly  right.  Our  difference  of  opinion.! 

amounts  to  this,  that  you  make  the  mainspring  self-interest, 

while  I  suppose  that  interest  in  the  common  weal  is  bound  to 

exist  in  every  man  of  a  certain  degree  of  advancement.  Pos- 

sibly you  are  right  too,  that  action  founded  on  material  interest 

would  be  more  desirable.  You  are  altogether,  as  the  French 

say,  too  primesautiere  a  nature ;  you  must  have  intense,  enert 
getic  action,  or  nothing. 

Levin  listened  to  his  brother  and  did  not  understand  a  single 

word,  and  did  not  want  to  understand.  He  was  only  afraid 

his  brother  might  ask  him  some  question  which  would  make  it 

evident  he  had  not  heard. 

"So  that's  what  I  think  it  is,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Sergey 

Ivanovitch,  touching  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"Yes,  of  course.  But,  do  you  know  !  I  won't  stand  up  for 

my  view,"  answered  Levin,  with  a  guilty,  childlike  smile. 

' '  Whatever  was  it  I  was  disputing  about  f  "  he  wondered.  ' '  Of 

course,  I'm  right,  and  he's  right,  and  it's  all  first-rate.  Only 

I  must  go  round  to  the  counting-house  and  see  to  things. 

He  got  up,  stretching  and  smiling.    Sergey  Ivanovitch  s
miled 

too.  . 

"If  you  want  to  go  out,  let's  go  together,"  he  said,  disin- 

clined to  be  parted  from  his  brother,  who  seemed  positively 

breathing  out  freshness  and  energy.  "Come,  we'll  go  to  the 

counting-house,  if  you  have  to  go  there." 

"Oh,  heavens!"  shouted  Levin,  so  loudly  that  Sergey  Ivano- 
vitch was  quite  frightened. 
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"What,  what  is  the  matter?" 

"How's  Agafea  Mihalovna's  hand?"  said  Levin,  slapping 
limself  on  the  head.    "  I  'd  positively  forgotten  her  even. ' ' 
"It's  much  better." 

"Well,  anyway  I'll  run  down  to  her.  Before  you've  time  to 
get  your  hat  on,  I  '11  be  back. ' ' 
And  he  ran  down-stairs,  clattering  with  his  heels  like  a 

spring-rattle. 

CHAPTER  VII 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  gone  to  Petersburg  to  perform 
he  most  natural  and  essential  official  duty — so  familiar  to 
very  one  in  the  government  service,  though  incomprehensible 
o  outsiders — that  duty,  but  for  which  one  could  hardly  be  in 
overnment  service,  of  reminding  the  ministry  of  his  existence 
—and  having,  for  the  due  performance  of  this  rite,  taken  all 
:he  available  cash  from  home,  was  gaily  and  agreeably  spend- 
ng  iris  days  at  the  races  andJiuLhe  summer  villas.     Meanwhile 

)oUy_and  the  children  hadjnoved  into  the  country,  to  cut 
own  expenses  as  much  as  possible.^  She  had  gone  to  Ergus- 
iovo,  the  estate  that  had  been  her  dowry,  and  the  one  where  in 
pring  the  forest  had  been  sold.     It  was  nearly  forty  miles 

rom  Levin's  Pokrovskoe.     The  big,  old  house  at  Ergushovo 
ad  been  pulled  down  long  ago,  and  the  old  prince  had  had 
;he  lodge  done  up  and  built  on  to.    Twenty  years  before,  when 
)olly  was  a  child,  the  lodge  had  been  roomy  and  comfortable, 
:hough,  like  all  lodges,  it  stood  sideways  to  the  entrance  ave- 
lue,  and  faced  the  south.     But  by  now  this  lodge  was  old 
nd  dilapidated.    When  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  gone  down 
n  the  spring  to  sell  the  forest,  Dolly  had  begged  him  to  look 
)ver  the  house   and   order  what   repairs  might   be  needed. 
tepan  Arkadyevitch,   like  all  unfaithful  husbands  indeed, 

.vas  very  solicitous  for  his  wife's  comfort,  and  he  had  himself 
ooked  over  the  house,  and  given  instructions  about  everything 
lat  he  considered  necessary.    What  he  considered  necessary 
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was  to  cover  all  the  furniture  with  cretonne,  to  put  up  cur- 

tains, to  weed  the  garden,  to  make  a  little  bridge  on  the  pond, 

and  to  plant  flowers.     But  he  forgot  many  other__essentiai 

matters,  the  want  of  which  greatly  distressed  Dary^TSexanJ 

drovna  later  on.  *vs) 7    ̂   ~>  '— Y 

In  spite  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  efforts  to  be  an  attentive 

father  and  husband,  he  never  could  keejtin  hismind  that  he 

had  a  wife  and  children.    liehad  bachelor  tastes)  and  it  was 

in^ccwdance  with  them_thaUie  shaped_hklif e.    On  his  return 

to~MoscoVhe  informed  his  wife  with  pride  that  everything 

was  ready,  that  the  house  would  be  a  little  paradise,  and  that 

he  advised  her  most  certainly  to  go.    His  wife's  staying  away 

in  the  country  was  very  agreeable  to  Sjepan  Arkadyevitch 

from  every  point  of  view :  it  did  the  children  good,itdecreased| 

expenses,  and  it  left  him  more  at  liberty.  Darya  AlexandrovnaM
 

regarded  staying  in  the  country  for  the  summer  as  essential
 

for  the  children,  especially  for  the  little  girl,  who  had  not  suc- 

ceeded in  regaining  her  strength  after  the  scarlatina,  and  also 

as  a  means  of  escaping  the  petty  humiliations,  the  little  bills 

owing  to  the  wood-merchant,  the  fishmonger,  the  shoemaker, 

which  made  her  miserable.     Besides  this,  she  was  pleased  to 

go  away  to  the  country  because  she  was  dreaming  of  getting 

her  sister  Kitty  to  stay  with  her  there.    Kitty  was  to  be  back 

from  abroad  in  the  middle  of  the  summer,  and  bathing  had 

been  prescribed  for  her.    Kitty  wrote  that  no  prospect  was  so 

alluring  as  to  spend  the  summer  with  Dolly  at  Ergushovo,  full 

of  childish  associations  for  both  of  them. 

The  first  days  of  her  existence  in  the  country  were  very  hard 

for  Dolly.  She  used  to  stay  in  the  country  as  a  child,  and  the 

impression  she  had  retained  of  it  was  that  the  country  was  a 

refuge  from  all  the  unpleasantness  of  the  town,  that  life  there, 

though  not  luxurious— Dolly  could  easily  make  up  her  mind 

to  that— was^  cheap  and  comfortable;  that  there  was  plenty  of 

everything,  everything  was  cheap,  everything  could  be  got, 

and  children  were  happy.  But  now  coming  to  the  country  as 

the  head  of  a  family,  she  perceived  that  it  was  all  utterly 
unlike  what  she  had  fancied. 
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The  day  after  their  arrival  there  was  a  heavy  fall  of  rain, 
and  in  the  night  the  water  came  through  in  the  corridor  and 
in  the  nursery,  so  that  the  beds  had  to  be  carried  into  the 
drawing-room.  There  was  no  kitchenmaid  to  be  found ;  of  the 
nine  cows,  it  appeared  from  the  words  of  the  cowherd-woman 
that  some  were  about  to  calve,  others  had  just  calved,  others 
were  old,  and  others  again  hard-uddered ;  there  was  not  butter 
nor  milk  enough  even  for  the  children.  There  were  no  eggs. 
They  could  get  no  fowls ;  old,  purplish,  strmgy_cocks  were  all 
they  had  for  roasting  and  boiling.  Impossible  to  get  women  to 
scrub  the  floors— all  were  potatojioeing.  Driving  was  out  of 
the  question,  because  one  of  the  horses  was  restive,  and  bolted 
in  the  shafts.  There  was  no  place  where  they  could  bathe ;  the 
whole ^fjhejtjyer-bank  was  trampled~by  the  cattle  and  open 
to  the  road;  even  walks  were  impossible,  for  tiie^ttle^rayed 
into  the  jardea  through  a  gap  in  the  hedge,  and  there  was  one 
terrihleJiull,  who  bellowed,  and  therefore  might  be  expected  to 
gore  somebody.  There  were  no  proper  cupboards  for  their 
clothes;  what  cupboards  there- wereeither  would  not  close  at 
all,  or  burst  open  whenever  any  one  passed  by  them.  There 
were  no  pots  and  pans ;  there  was  no  copper  in  the  wash-house, nor  even  an  ironing-board  in  the  maids'  room. 

Finding  instead  of  peace  and  rest  all  these,  from  her  point of  view,  fearful  calamities,  Darya  Alexandrovna  was  at  first  in 
despair.  She  exerted  herself  to  the  utmost,  felt  the  hopeless- 

ness of  the  position,  and  was  every  instant  suppressing  the 
tears  that  started  into  her  eyes.  The  bailiff,  a  retired  quarter- 

master, whom  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  taken  a  fancy  to  and 
had  appointed  bailiff  on  account  of  his  handsome  and  respect- 

ful appearance  as  a  hall-porter,  showed  no  sympathy  for 
Darya  Alexandrovna 's  woes.  He  said  respectfully,  "nothing can  be  done,  the  peasants  are  such  a  wretched  lot,"  and  did nothing  to  help  her. 

The  position  seemed  hopeless.  But  in  the  Oblonskys,  house- 
hold, as  111  all  families  indeed,  there  was  one  inconspicuous  but nost  valuable  and  useful  person,  Marya  Filimonovna.  She 

soothed  her  mistress,  assured  her  that  everything  would  come 
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round  (it  was  her  expression,  and  iviat
vey  had  borrowed  it 

from  her) ,  and  without  fuss  or  hurry  proce
eded  to  set  to  work 

herself.    She  had  immediately  made  friend
s  with  the  bailift  s 

wife  and  on  the  very  first  day  she  drank  te
a  with  her  and  the 

bailiff  under  the  acacias,  and  reviewed 
 all  the .circumstances 

of  the  position.  Very  soon  Marya  Filim
onovna  had  established 

her  club,  so  to  say,  under  the  acacias,  and  
there  it  was,  m  thi, 

club  consisting  of  the  bailiff's  wife,  the  vi
llage  elder,  and  the 

counting-house  clerk,  that  the  difficult
ies  of  existence  were 

gradually  smoothed  away,  and  in  a  
week's  time  everything 

actually  had  come  round.    The  roof  w
as  mended,  a  kitchen- 

nTd  was  found-a  crony  of  the  vil
lage  elder's-hens  were 

bought,  the  cows  began  giving  milk,  t
he  garden  hedge  was 

stopped  up  with  stakes,  the  carpenter  
made  a  mangle   hooks 

were  put  in  the  cupboards,  and  they 
 ceased  to  burst  open 

spontaneously,  and  an  ironing-board  c
overed  with  army  cloth 

was  placed  across  from  the  arm  of  a
  chair  to  the  chest  of 

drawers,  and  there  was  a  smell  of  flatirons  m  th
e  maids   room  J 

' '  Just  see,  now,  and  you  were  quite  in  despair, 
    said  Marya  I 

Filimonovna,  pointing  to  the  ironing-board     The
y  emng^ 

up  a  bathing-shed  of  straw  hurdles    
Lily  began  to  bathe  and 

Darya  Alexandrovna  began  to  realiz
e,  if  only  in  part,  her 

"xpectations,  if  not  of  a  peaceful,  at  least  of  a  c
omfortable >,  hj 

in  the  country.     Peaceful  with  
six  children  Darya  Alexan- 

drota  could  not  be.    One  would  f
all  ill,  another  might  easily 

b  coTe  so   a  third  would  he  withou
t  something  necessary,  a 

Si  would  show  symptoms  of  a
  bad  disposition  and  so  o J 

Rare  indeed  were  the  brief  periods  
of  peace     But  th«e  caies 

and  anxieties  were  for  Darya  Alexan
drovna  the  sole happin 

possible.    Had  it  not  been  for  them  she  won  ̂
  haJe  been^« 

alone  to  brood  over  her  husband  who  did
  not  We  hei      Ana 

beside    hard  though  it  was  for  the  mo
ther  to  bear  the  dread  of 

mness  tL  illnesses  themselves,  and  t
he  grief  of  seeing  signs  of 

SieUiW  in  her.children-the  
children  themselves ̂ were 

even  now  repaying  her  in  small  joys
  for  her  sufferings.    Those 

joys  were  so  small  that  they  passed  unnot'ced'^ethfBdain 

sand,  and  at  bad  moments  she  could  
see  nothing  but  the  pain, 
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Lothing  but  sand;  but  there  were  good  moments  too  when 
he  saw  nothing  but  the  joy,  nothing  but  gold. 
Now  in  the  solitude  of  the  country,  she  began  to  be  more 

nd  more  frequently  aware  of  those  joys.     Often,  looking  at 
hem,  she  would  make  every  possible  effort  to  persuade  herself 
at  she  was  mistaken,  that  she  as  a  mother  was  partial  to  her 
ildren.  All  the  same,  she  could  not  help  saying  to  herself 
at  she  had  charming  children,  all  six  of  them  in  different 

Irays,  but  a  set  of  children  such  as  is  not  often  to  be  met  with, 
nd  she  was  happy  in  them,  and  proud  of  them. 

CHAPTER  VIII 

Towards  the  end  of  May,  when  everything  had  been  more  or 
iss  satisfactorily  arranged,  she  received  her  husband's  answer 
her  complaints  of  the  disorganized  state  of  things  in  the 

ountry.     He  wrote  begging  her  forgiveness  for  not  having 
ought  of  everything  before,  and  promised  to  come  down  at 
le  first  chance.  This  chance  did  not  present  itself,  and  till 
le  beginning  of  June  Darya  Alexandrovna  stayed  alone  in 
ie  country. 

On  the  Sunday  in  St.  Peter's  week  Darya  Alexandrovna 
ove  to  mass  for  all  her  children  to  take  the  sacrament, 
arya  Alexandrovna  in  her  intimate,  philosophical  talks  with 

ir  sister,  her  mother,  and  her  friends  very  often  astonished^ 
em  by  the  freedom  of  her  views  in  regard  to  religion.  She  / 
id  a  strange  religion  of  transmigration  of  souls  all  her  own, 
,  which  she  had  firm  faith,  troubling  herself  little  about  the 
)gmas  of  the  Church.  But  in  her  family  she  was  strict  in 
rrying  out  all  that  was  required  by  the  Church — and  not 
erely  in  order  to  set  an  example,  but  with  all  her  heart  in  it. 
he  fact  that  the  children  had  not  been  at  the  sacrament  for 

arly  a  year  worried  her  extremely,  and  with  the  full  ap- 

•oval  and  sympathy  of  Marya  Filimonovna  she  decided  that 
is  should  take  place  now  in  the  summer. 
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For  several  days  before,  Darya  Alexandrovna  was  busily* 

deliberating  on  how  to  dress  all  the  children.     Frocks  werl
 

made  or  altered  and  washed,  seams  and  flounces  were  let  out, 

buttons  were  sewn  on,  and  ribbons  got  ready.     One  dressl 

Tanya's,  which  the  English  governess  had  undertaken,  cos! 

Darya   Alexandrovna   much   loss   of   temper.     The   English 

governess  in  altering  it  had  made  the  seams  in  the  wronJ 

place,  had  taken  up  the  sleeves  too  much,  and  altogether  spoilt  |ri 

the  dress.    It  was  so  narrow  on  Tanya's  shoulders  that  Al_utfS 

qnitft  painful  t.n  look  at  her.     But  Marya  Filimonovna  had 

the  happy  thought  of  putting  in  gussets,  and  adding  a 
 little 

shoulder-cape.    The  dress  was  set  right,  but  there  was  nearly 

a  quarrel  with  the  English  governess.    On  the  morning,  how
- 

ever, all  was  happily  arranged,  and  towards  ten  o'cl
ock— 

the  time  at  which  they  had  asked  the  priest  to  wait  for  them  | 

for  the  mass— the  children  in  their  new  dresses,  with  beaming  | 

faces,  stood  on  the  step  before  the  carriage  waiting  for  thei
r  y 

mother. 

In  the  carriage,  instead  of  the  restive  Raven,  they  had 
 har- 

nessed, thanks  to  the  representations  of  Marya  Filimonovn
a, 

the  bailiff's  horse,  Brownie,  and  Darya  Alexandrovna,  
delayed 

by  anxiety  over  her  own  attire,  came  out  and  got
  in,  dressed 

in  a  white  muslin  gown. 

Darya  Alexandrovna  had  done  her  hair,  and 
 dressed  witt 

care  and  excitement.    In  old  days  she  had  dres
sed  for  her  owr 

sake  to  look  pretty  and  be  admired.     Later  o
n,  as  she  gfll 

.older,  jlress  became  more  and  more  distastef
 uLta  her     &n< 

saw  that  she  was  losing  her  good  looks.    But  n
ow  she  begai 

to  feel  pleasure  and  interest  in  dress  again..  No
w  she  did  no 

dress  for  her  own  sake,  not  for  the  sake  of  her  own  be
auty,  bu 

simply  that  as  the  mother  of  those  exquisite 
 creatures  sh 

might  not  spoil  lhe^eaexaUf£eci.    And  looking  at
  herself  f o 

the  last  time  in  the  looking-glass  she  was  satisfied  wit
h  herseu 

She  looked  nice.    Not  nice  as  she  would  have  wished  
to  loo 

nice  in  old  days  at  a  ball,  but  nice  for  the  object  whi
ch  sh 

now  had  in  view.  W 

In  the  church  there  was  no  one  but  the  peasants,  the  s
ervant 
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id  their  women-folk.  But  Darya  Alexandrovna  saw,  or  fail- 
ed she  saw,  the  sensation  produced  by  her  children  and  her. 

he  children  were  not  only  beautiful  to  look  at  in  their  smart 
ttle  dresses,  but  they  were  charming  in  the  way  they  behaved, 
liosha,  it  is  true,  did  not  stand  quite  correctly ;  he  kept  turn- 
ig  round,  trying  to  look  at  his  little  jacket  from  behind;  but 
1  the  same  he  was  wonderfully  sweet.  Tanya  behaved  like  a 
'own-up  person,  and  looked  after  the  little  ones.  And  the 
riallest,  Lily,  was  bewitching  in  her  naive  astonishment  at 
rerything,  and  it  was  difficult  not  to  smile  when,  after  taking 
le  sacrament,  she  said  in  English,  ' '  Please,  some  more. " ' 
On  the  way  home  the  children  felt  .that  something-  solemn 
id.  happened,  and  were  very  sedate. 
Everything  went  happily  at  home  too ;  but  at  lunch  Grisha 
igan  whistling,  and,  what  was  worse,  was  disobedient  to  the 
nglish  governess,  and  was  forbidden  to  have  any  tart.  Darya 
lexandrovna  would  not  have  let  things  go  so  far  on  such  a 
ty  had  she  been  present ;  but  she  had  to  support  the  English 
>verness's  authority,  and  she  upheld  her  decision  that  Grisha 
ould  have  no  tart.  This  rather  spoiled  the  general  good- 
lmor.  Grisha  cried,  declaring  that  Nikolinka  had  whistled 

and  he  was  not  punished,  and  that  he  wasn't  crying  for 
e  tart— he  didn't  care— but  at  being  unjustly  treated.  This 
as  really  too  tragic,  and  Darya  Alexandrovna  made  up  her 
ind  to  persuade  the  English  governess  to  forgive  Grisha,  and 
e  went  to  speak  to  her.  But  on  her  way,  as  she  passed  the 
awing-room,  she  beheld  a  scene,  filling  her  heart  with  such 
easure  that  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  she  forgave  the ilinquent  herself. 

The  culprit  was  sitting  at  the  window  in  the  corner  of  the 
awing-room ;  beside  him  was  standing  Tanya  with  a  plate, 
ti  the  pretext  of  wanting  to  give  some  dinner  to  her  dolls, 
e  had  asked  the  governess's  permission  to  take  her  share  of 
rt  to  the  nursery,  and  had  taken  it  instead  to  her  brother, 
hile  still  weeping  over  the  injustice  of  his  punishment,  he 
is  eating  the  tart,  and  kept  saying  through  his  sobs,  "Eat 
urself ;  let 's  eat  it  together     .     .     .     together.' ' 
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Tanya  had  at  first  been  under  the  influence  of  her  pity  fo| 
Grisha,  then  of  a  sense  of  her  noble  action,  and  tears  weii 

standing  in  her  eyes  too ;  but  she  did  not  refuse,  and  ate  heifc 
share. 

On  catching  sight  of  their  mother  they  were  dismayed,  but,  |e 

looking  into  her  face,  they  saw  they  were  not  doing  wrong,  ] 

They  burst  out  laughing,  and,  with  their  mouths  full  of  taw 

they  began  wiping  their  smiling  lips  with  their  hands,  am  i 

smearing  their  radiant  faces  all  over  with  tears  and  jam. 

1 '  Mercy !  Your  new  white  frock !  Tanya !  Grisha ! ' '  sak 
their  mother,  trying  to  save  the  frock,  but,  with  tears  in  hei 

eyes,  smiling  a  blissful,  rapturous  smile. 
The  new  frocks  were  taken  off,  and  orders  were  given  for  tin 

little  girls  to  have  their  blouses  put  on,  and  the  boys  their  ok 

jackets,  and  the  wagonette  to  be  harnessed,  with  Brownie,  f 

the  bailiff's  annoyance,  again  in  tjie  shafts;  to  drive  out  f<* 
mushroom-picking  and  bathing.  A  roar  of  delighted  shriek] 

arose  in  the  nursery,  and  never  ceased  till  they  had  set  off  fd 

the  bathing-place. 

They  gathered  a  whole  basketful  of  mushrooms ;  even  Lil; 
found  a  birch-mushroom.  It  had  always  happened  before  tha 

Miss  Hoole  found  them  and  pointed  them  out  to  her;  but  thi 

time  she  found  a  big  one  quite  of  herself,  and  there  was  a  gen 

oral  scream  of  delight,  "Lily  has  found  a  mushroom!" 
Then  they  reached  the  river,  put  the  horses  under  the  birch 

trees,  and  went  to  the  bathing-place.  The  coachman,  Terentj 

fastened  the  horses,  who  kept  whisking  away  the  flies,  to 

tree,  and,  treading  down  the  grass,  lay  down  in  the  shade  o 

a  birch  and  smoked  his  shag,  while  the  never-ceasing  shriek 

of  delight  of  the  children  floated  across  to  him  from  th 
bathing-place. 

Though  it  was  hard  work  to  look  after  all  the  children  an 

restrain  their  wild  pranks,  though  it  was  difficult  too  to  kee 

in  one's  head  and  not  mix  up  all  the  stockings,  little  breeches 

and  shoes  for  the  different  legs,  and  to  undo  and  to  do  u 

again  all  the  tapes  and  buttons,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  who  ha 

always  liked  bathing  herself,  and  believed  it  to  be  very  goo 
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the  children,  enjoyedjiothing^sajiiuch  as  bathing  with  all 
children.     To  go  over  all  those  fat  little  legs,  pulling  on 

ir  stockings,  to  take  in  her  arms  and  dip  those  little  naked 
pies,  and  to  hear  their  screams  of  delight  and  alarm,  to  see 

breathless  faces  with  wide-open,  scared,  and  happy  eyes  of 
her  splashing  cherubs,  was  a  great  pleasure  to  her. 
hen  half,  the  children  had  been  dressed,  some  peasant 

men  in  holiday  dress,  out  picking  herbs,  came  up  to  the 

thing-shed  and  stopped  shyly.  Marya  Filimonovna  called 
e  of  them  and  handed  her  a  sheet  and  a  shirt  that  had 

opped  into  the  water  for  her  to  dry  them,  and  Darya  Alex- 
drovna  began  to  talk  to  the  women.  At  first  they  laughed 
lind  their  hands  and  did  not  understand  her  questions,  but 
>n  they  grew  bolder  and  began  to  talk,  winning  Darya 

exandrovna's  heart  at  once  by  the  genuine  admiration  of 
children  that  they  showed. 

My,  what  a  beauty!  as  white  as  sugar,"  said  one,  admiring 
nitchka,  and  shaking  her  head;  "but  thin     .     .     ." 
"Yes,  she  has  been  ill. ' ' 

And  so  they've  been  bathing  you  too,"  said  another  to  the 
by. 

No;  he's  only  three  months  old,"  answered  Darya  Alexan- 
ovna  with  pride. 

You  don 't  say  so ! " 
And  have  you  any  children  ? ' ' 

I've  had  four;  I've  two  living — a  boy  and  a  girl.     I 
aned  her  last  carnival. ' ! 
"How  old  is  she?" 

"Why,  two  years  old." 
Why  did  you  nurse  her  so  long  ? ' ' 
It's  our  custom:  for  three  fasts.     .     .     ." 

And  the  conversation  became  most  interesting  to  Darya 
exandrovna.    What  sort  of  time  did  she  have  ?    What  was 
e  matter  with  the  boy  ?    Where  was  her  husband  1    Did  it 
en  happen? 

Darya  Alexandrovna  felt  disinclined  to  leave  the  peasant 
)men,  so  interesting  to  her  was  their  conversation,  so  com- 

tc 
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pletely  identical  were  all  their  interests.    What  pleased  heii 
most  of  all  was  that  she  saw  clearly  what  all  the  women  m 

mired  more  than  anything  was  her  having  so  many  children 

and  such  fine  ones.     The  peasant  women  even  made  Daryji 

Alexandrovna   laugh,    and   offended   the   English   governej 

because  she  was  the  cause  of  the  laughter  she  did  not  underfi 

stand.    One  of  the  younger  women  kept  staring  at  the  Englisi 

woman,  who  was  dressing  after  all  the  rest,  and  when  she  pa 

on  her  third  petticoat  she  could  not  refrain  from  the  remark 

"My,  she  keeps  putting  on  and  putting  on,  and  she'll  nevfl 
have  done!"  she  said,  and  they  all  went  off  into  roars. 

CHAPTER  IX 

;Y 

10 

On  the  drive  home,  as  Darya  Alexandrovna,  with  all  he  a 

children  round  her,  their  heads  still  wet  from  their  bath,  ant' 
a  kerchief  tied  over  her  own  head,  was  getting  near  the  house  ir 

the  coachman  said,  "There's  some  gentleman  coming:  the  man 

ter  of  Pokrovskoe,  I  do  believe.' ' 

Darya  Alexandrovna  peeped  out  in  front,  and  was  delighted 

when  she  recognized  in  the  gray  hat  and  gray  coat  the  familia 

figure  of  Levin  walking  to  meet  them.  She  was  glad  to  se 

him  at  any  time,  but  at  this  moment  she  was  specially  glad  h 

should  see  her  in  all  her  glory.  No  one  was  better  able  t 

appreciate  her  grandeur  than  Levin. 

Seeing  her,  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  one  of  th 

pictures  of  his  day-dream  of  family  life. 

"You're  like  a  hen  with  your  chickens,  Darya  Alexai 

drovna. ' ' 

"Ah,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!"  she  said,  holding  out  he hand  to  him. 

' '  Glad  to  see  me,  but  you  didn  't  let  me  know.    My  brother 

staying  with  me.    I  got  a  note  from  Stiva  that  you  were  here. 

"From  Stiva?"  Darya  Alexandrovna  asked  with  surprise. 

"Yes;  he  writes  that  you  are  here,  and  that  he  thinks  yo 



ANNA  KARENINA  341 

ht  allow  me  to  be  of  use  to  you, ' '  said  Levin,  and  as  he  said 
e  became  suddenly  embarrassed,  and,  stopping  abruptly, 
walked  on  in  silence  by  the  wagonette,  snapping  off  the 

s  of  the  lime-trees  and  nibbling  them.  He  was  embarrassed 
ough  a  sense  that  Darya  Alexandrovna  would  be  annoyed 
receiving  from  an  outsider  help  that  should  by  rights  have 

[ne  from  her_own  husbancL.  Darya  Alexandrovna  certainly 

I  not  like  this  little  way  of  Stepan  Arkady evitch 's  of  foist- 
l  his  domestic  duties  on  others.  And  she  was  at  once  aware 
it  Levin  was  aware  of  this.  It  was  just  for  this  fineness  of 
rception,  for  this  delicacy,  that  Darya  Alexandrovna  liked 
vin. 

'I  know,  of  course, "  said  Levin,  "that  that  simply  means 
it  you  would  like  to  see  me,  and  I'm  exceedingly  glad, 
ough  I  can  fancy  that,  used  to  town  housekeeping  as  you 

j,  you  must  feel  in  the  wilds  here,  and  if  there's  anything 
nted,  I  'm  altogether  at  your  disposal. ' ' 
:  *  Oh,  no ! ' '  said  Dolly.  '  ■  At  first  things  were  rather  uncom- 
'table,  but  now  we've  settled  everything  capitally — thanks 
my  old  nurse,"  she  said,  indicating  Marya  Filimonovna, 
o,  seeing  that  they  were  speaking  of  her,  smiled  brightly  and 

'dially  to  Levin.  She  knew  him,  and  knew  that  he  would 
a  good  match  for  her  young  lady,  and  was  very  keen  to  see 
5  matter  settled. 

' Won't  you  get  in,  sir,  we'll  make  room  this  side!"  she  said him. 

;'No,  I'll  walk.     Children,  who'd  like  to  race  the  horses 
th  me?" 
The  children  knew  Levin  very  little,  and  could  not  remem^ 
v  when  they  had  seen  him,  but  they  experienced  in  regard  to 
n  none  of  that  strange  feeling  of  shyness  and  hostility  which 
ildren  so  often  experience  towards  h^nocxitical^.  grown-up. 
oplev  and  for  which  they  are  so  often  and  miserably  pun- 
ed.  Hypocrisy  in  anything  whatever  may  deceive  the  clev- 
st  and  most  penetrating  man,  but  the  least  wide-awake  of 
ildren  recognizes.,^  and  is  rnvoltprl  by  it,,  however  ingeni- 
sly  it  may  be  disguised.    Whatever  faults  Levin  had,  there 
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was  not  a  trace  of  hypocrisy  in  him,  and  so  the  children  showei 

him  thVsameT™ndlm  saw  in  their  mother's  fac|ri 
On  his  invitation,  the  two  elder  ones  at  once  jumped  out  to  hi]  fit 
and  ran  with  him  as  simply  as  they  would  have  done  wit 

their  nurse  or  Miss  Hoole  or  their  mother.    Lily,  too,  bega^e 

begging  to  go  to  him,  and  her  mother  handed  her  to  him;  he  s* ut 
her  on  his  shoulder  and  ran  along  with  her. 

1 1 Don't  be  afraid,  don't  be  afraid,  Darya  Alexandrovna I 

he  said,  smiling  good-humoredly  to  the  mother;  ''there's  n 

chance  of  my  hurting  or  dropping  her. ' ' 
And,  looking  at  his  strong,  agile,  assiduously  careful  ad 

needlessly  wary  movements,  the  mother  felt  her  mind  at  res 

and  smiled  gaily  and  approvingly  as  she  watched  him. 

Here,  in  the  country,  with  children,  and  with  Darya  Ales 

androvna,  with  whom  he  was  in  sympathy,  Levin  was  inl 

mood,  not  infrequent  with  him,  of  childlike  light-heartednei 
that  she  particularly  liked  in  him.  As  he  ran  with  the  chi 

dren,  he  taught  them  gymnastic  feats,  set  Miss  Hoole  laughin  h 
with  his  queer  English  accent,  and  talked  to  Darya  Alexai 

drovna  of  his  pursuits  in  the  country. 

After  dinner,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  sitting  alone  with  hii 

on  the  balcony,  began  to  speak  of  Kitty. 

"You  know,  Kitty's  coming  here,  and  is  going  to  spend  | 
summer  with  me." 

"Really,"  he  said,  flushing,  and  at  once,  to  change  the  coi 

versation,  he  said:  "Then  I'll  send  you  two  cows,  shall  I? 

you  insist  on  a  bill  you  shall  pay  me  five  roubles  a  month ;  bi 

it 's  really  too  bad  of  you. ' ' 

"No,  thank  you.     We  can  manage  very  well  now." 

"Oh,  well,  then,  I'll  have  a  look  at  your  cows,  and  if  you' 
allow  me,  I'll  give  directions  about  their  food.  Everythin 

depends  on  their  food." 
And  Levin,  to  turn  the  conversation,  explained  to  Dauji 

Alexandrovna  the  theory  of  cow-keeping,  based  on  the  prh 

ciple  that  the  cow  is  simply  a  machine  for  the  transformatic 
of  food  into  milk,  and  so  on. 

He  talked  of  this,  and  passionately  longed  to  hear  more  i 
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itty,  and,  at  the  same  time,  was  afraid  of  hearing  it.  He 

eaded  the  breaking  up  of  the  inwar^afeace  he  had  gained 
ith  such  effort. 

"Yes,  but  still  all  this  has  to  be  looked  after,  and  who  is 
lere  to  look  after  it?"  Darya  Alexandrovna  responded,  with- 
it  interest. 

She  had  by  now  got  her  household  matters  so  satisfactorily 

[ranged,  thanks  to  Marya  Filimonovna,  that  she  was  disin- 
ined  to  make  any  change  in  them ;  besides,  she  had  no  faith  in 

evin's  knowledge  of  farming.  General  principles,  as  to  the 
>w  being  a  machine  for  the  production  of  milk,  she  looked  on 
ith  suspicion.  It  seemed  to  her  that  such  principles  could 
nly  be  a  hindrance  in  farm  management.  It  all  seemed  to 
er  a  far  simpler  matter:  all  that  was  needed,  as  Marya 

ilimonovna  had  explained,  was  to  give  Brindle  and  White- 
east  more  food  and  drink,  and  not  to  let  the  cook  carry  all 

le  kitchen  slops  to  the  laundry-maid's  cow.  That  was  clear, 
ut  general  propositions  as  to  feeding  on  meal  and  on  grass 
ere  doubtful  and  obscure.  And,  what  was  most  important, 
le  wanted  to  talk  about  Kitty. 

CHAPTER  X 

'Kitty  writes  to  me  that  there's  nothing  she  longs  for  so 

mch  as  quiet  and  solitude,"  Dolly  said  after  the  silence  that 
ad  followed. 

"And  how  is  she — better?"  Levin  asked  in  agitation. 
"Thank  God,  she's  quite  well  again.    I  never  believed  her 

lings  were  affected." 
'Oh,  I'm  very  glad!"  said  Levin,  and  Dolly  fancied  she  saw 

something  touching,  helpless,  in  his  face  as  he  said  this  and 
ooked  silently  into  her  face. 

'Let  me  ask  you,  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch, "  said  Darya 
Uexandrovna,  smiling  her  kindly  and  rather  mocking  smile, 

why  is  it  you  are  angry  with  Kitty  ? ' ' 
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"  I  ?    I  'm  not  angry  with  her, ' '  said  Levin. 
* !  Yes,  you  are  angry.  Why  was  it  you  did  not  come  to  see 

us  nor  them  when  you  were  in  Moscow  ? ' ' 
"  Darya  Alexandrovna, "  he  said,  blushing  up  to  the  roots  of 

his  hair,  "I  wonder  really  that  with  your  kind  heart  you  don't 
feel  this.  How  it  is  you  feel  no  pity  for  me,  if  nothing  else, 

when  you  know    .    .    . ' ' 
"What  do  I  know?" 

"You  know  I  made  an  offer  and  that  I  was  refused,"  said 
Levin,  and  all  the  tenderness  he  had  been  feeling  for  Kitty  a 
minute  before  was  replaced  by  a  feeling  of  anger  for  the  slight 
he  had  suffered. 

' '  What  makes  you  suppose  I  know  ? ' ' 
"  Because  everybody  knows  it    .     .     ." 
"That's  just  where  you  are  mistaken;  I  did  not  know  it, 

though  I  had  guessed  it  was  so." 
' '  Well,  now  you  know  it. '  • 

"All  I  knew  was  that  something  had  happened  that  made 
her  dreadfully  miserable,  and  that  she  begged  me  never  to 
speak  of  it.  And  if  she  would  not  tell  me,  she  would  certainly 
not  speak  of  it  to  any  one  else.  But  what  did  pass  between 

you?    Tell  me." 
"I  have  told  you." 
"When  was  it?" 
"When  I  was  at  their  house  the  last  time." 

"Do  you  know  that,"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  "I  am  aw- 
fully, awfully  sorry  for  her.  You  suffer  only  from  pride.  .  .  M 

' '  Perhaps  so, ' '  said  Levin, ' '  but     .     .     . " 
She  interrupted  him. 

"But  she,  poor  girl  ...  I  am  awfully,  awfully  sorry 
for  her.    Now  I  see  it  all. " 

"Well,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  you  must  excuse  me,"  he  said, 
getting  up.  "Good-bye,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  till  we  meet 

again." 
"No,  wait  a  minute,"  she  said,  clutching  him  by  the  sleeve. 

"Wait  a  minute,  sit  down." 

"Please,  please,  don't  let  us  talk  of  this,"  he  said,  sitting 
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)wn,  and  at  the  same  time  feeling  rise  up  and  stir  within  his 

jart  a  hope  he  had  believed  to  be  buried. 

"If  I  did  not  like  you,"  she  said,  and  tears  came  into  her 

«8 ;  "if  I  did  not  know  you,  as  I  do  know  you     .     .     . " 
The  feeling  that  had  seemed  dead  revived  more  and  more, 

>se  up  and  took  possession  of  Levin 's  heart. 

Yes,  I  understand  it  all  now,"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna. 
You  can't  understand  it;  for  you  men,  who  are  free  and 

ake  your  own  choice,  it 's  always  clear  whom  you  love.    But 

girl's  in  a  position  of  suspense,  with  all  a  woman's  or 
taiden's  modesty,  a  girl  who  sees  you  men  from  afar,  who 
ikes  everything  on  trust, — a  girl  may  have,  and  often  has, 

ach  a  feeling  that  she  cannot  tell  what  to  say. ' ' 

' '  Yes,  if  the  heart  does  not  speak    .     .     . " 
"No,  the  heart  does  speak;  but  just  consider:  you  men  have 

iews  about  a  girl,  you  come  to  the  house,  you  make  friends, 
ou  criticize,  you  wait  to  see  if  you  have  found  what  you  love, 
nd  then,  when  you  are  sure  you  love  her,  you  make  an 

ffer    .     .     ." 

"Well,  that's  not  quite  it." 
* '  Anyway  you  make  an  offer,  when  your  love  is  ripe  or  when 

le  balance  has  completely  turned  between  the  two  you  are 
hoosing  from.    But  a  girl  is  not  asked.     She  is  expected  to 
ake  her  choice,  and  yet  she  cannot  choose,  she  can  only 

nswer  'yes'  or  'no.'  " 

'Yes,  to  choose  between  me  and  Vronsky,"  thought  Levin, 
nd  the  dead  thing  that  had  come  to  life  within  him  died 
gain,  and  only  weighed  on  his  heart  and  set  it  aching. 

"Darya  Alexandrovna,"  he  said,  "that's  how  one  chooses  a 
ew  dress,  or  some  purchase  or  other,  not  love.  The  choice  has 
een  made,  and  so  much  the  better  .  .  .  And  there  can  be 

o  repeating  it." 

"Ah,  pride,  pride!"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  as  though 
espising  him  for  the  baseness  of  this  feeling  in  comparison 

nth  that  other  feeling  which  only  women  know.  "At  the  time 
rihen  you  made  Kitty  an  offer  she  was  just  in  a  position  in 
vhich  she  could  not  answer.     She  was  in  doubt.     Doubt  be- 
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tween  you  and  Vronsky.    Him  she  was  seeing  every  day,  andr 

you  she  had  not  seen  for  a  long  while.     Supposing  she  had] 
been  older,     ...     I,  for  instance,  in  her  place  could  ham 
felt  no  doubt.     I  always  disliked  him,  and  so  it  has  turned 

out." 
Levin  recalled  Kitty's  answer.  She  had  said:  "No,  thai 

cannot  be    .    .    ." 

"Darya  Alexandrovna, ' '  he  said  dryly,  "I  appreciate  youi 
confidence  in  me;  I  believe  you  are  making  a  mistake.  But 
whether  I  am  right  or  wrong,  that  pride  you  so  despise  makes 
any  thought  of  Katerina  Alexandrovna  out  of  the  question  for 

me, — you  understand,  utterly  out  of  the  question. ' ' 
"I  will  only  say  one  thing  more:  you  know  that  I  am 

speaking  of  my  sister,  whom  I  love  as  I  love  my  own  children. 

I  don't  say  she  cared  for  you,  all  I  meant  to  say  is  that  her 
refusal  at  that  moment  proves  nothing. ' ' 

"I  don't  know!"  said  Levin,  jumping  up.  "If  you  only 
knew  how  you  are  hurting  me.  It 's  just  as  if  a  child  of  yours 
were  dead,  and  they  were  to  say  to  you,  He  would  have  been 
like  this  and  like  that,  and  he  might  have  lived,  and  how  happy 

you  would  have  been  in  him.  But  he's  dead,  dead,  dead!  .  .  ." 
"How  absurd  you  are!"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  looking 

with  mournful  tenderness  at  Levin's  excitement.  "Yes,  I  see 
it  all  more  and  more  clearly, ' '  she  went  on  musingly.  '  *  So  you 
won 't  come  to  see  us,  then,  when  Kitty 's  here  ? ' ' 

"No,  I  shan't  come.-  Of  course  I  won't  avoid  meeting 
Katerina  Alexandrovna,  but  as  far^as  I  can,  I  will  try  to  save 
her  the  annoyance  of  my  presence/Ll 

"You  are  very,  very  absurd,"  repeated  Darya  Alexan- 
drovna, looking  with  tenderness  into  his  face.  "Very  well 

then,  let  it  be  as  though  we  had  not  spoken  of  this.  What  have 

you  come  for,  Tanya?"  she  said  in  French  to  the  little  girl  who 
had  come  in. 

1 '  Where 's  my  spade,  mamma  ? ' ' 
' '  I  speak  French,  and  you  must  too. ' ' 
The  little  girl  tried  to  say  it  in  French,  but  could  not 

remember  the  French  for  spade;  the  mother  prompted  her, 

■i 
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d  then  told  her  in  French  where  to  look  for  the  spade. 

|nd  this  made  a  disagreeable  impression  on  Levin. 

Everything  in  Darya  Alexandrovna 's  house  and  children 
uck  him  now  as  by  no  means  so  charming  as  a  little  while 

ifore.    "And  what  does  she  talk  French  with  the  children 

r  f "  he  thought ;  ' i  how  unnatural  and  false  it  is !    And  the 

ildren  feel  it  so :  Learning  French  and  nnlp^rm'ng  sincer- 
£,"  he  thought  to  himself,  unaware  that  Darya  Alexan- 
rovna  had  thought  all  that  over  twenty  times  already,  and 

it,  even  at  the  cost  of  some  loss  of  sincerity,  believed  it  neces- 
,ry  to  teach  her  children  French  in  that  way. 

"But  why  are  you  going?    Do  stay  a  little." 
Levin  stayed  to  tea ;  but  his  good-humor  had  vanished,  and 

e  felt  ill  at  ease. 

After  tea  he  went  out  into  the  hall  to  order  his  horses  to  be 

lit  in,  and,  when  he  came  back,  he  found  Darya  Alexan- 
rovna  greatly  disturbed,  with  a  troubled  face,  and  tears  in 

ir  eyes.  While  Levin  had  been  outside,  an  incident  had  oc- 
lrred  which  had  utterly  shattered  all  the  happiness  she  had 

en  feeling  that  day,  and  her  pride  in  her  children.  Grisha 

id  Tanya  had  been  fighting  over  a  ball.  Darya  Alexan- 
rovna,  hearing  a  scream  in  the  nursery,  ran  in  and  saw  a 

Trible  sight.    Tanya  was  pulling  Grisha's  hair,  while  he,  with 
face  hideous  with  rage,  was  beating  her  with  his  fists  wher- 

ver  he  could  get  at  her.  Something  snapped  in  Darya  Alex- 

ndrovna's  heart  when  she  saw  this.  It  was  as  if  darkness  had 

wooped  down  upon  her  life ;  she  felt  that  these  children  of 

ers,  that  she  was  so  proud  of,  were  not  merely  most  ordinary, 

ut  positively  bad,  ill-bred  children,  with  coarse,  brutal  pro- 
ensities — wicked  children. 

She  could  not  talk  or  think  of  anything  else,  and  she  could 

ot  speak  to  Levin  of  her  misery.     • 
Levin  saw  she  was  unhappy  and  tried  to  comfort  her,  saying 

hat  it  showed  nothing  bad,  that  all  children  fight ;  but,  even 

s  he  said  it,  he  was  thinking  in  his  heart:  "No,  I  won't  be 
rtificial  and  talk  French  with  my  children ;  but  my  children 

on't  be  like  that.    All  one  has  to  do  is  not  to  spoil  children, 
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not  to  distort  their  nature,  and  they'll  be  delightful.    No,  myi 
children  won't  be  like  that." 

He  said  good-bye  and  drove  away,  and  she  did  not  try  to 
keep  him. 

ft 

CHAPTER  XI 

111 

In  the  middle  of  July  the  elder  of  the  village  on  Levin's 
sister's  estate,  about  fifteen  miles  from  Pokrovskoe,  came  to 
Levin  to  report  on  how  things  were  going  there  and  on  the  hay. 

The  chief  source  of  income  on  his  sister's  estate  was  from  the 
riverside  meadows.  In  former  years  the  hay  had  been  bought 

by  the  peasants  for  twenty  roubles  the  three  acres.  When 

Levin  took  over  the  management  of  the  estate,  he  thought  on 

examining  the  grass-lands  that  they  were  worth  more,  and  he, 

fixed  the  price  at  twenty-five  roubles  the  three  acres.  The 

peasants  would  not  give  that  price,  and,  as  Levin  suspected, 

kept  off  other  purchasers.  Then  Levin  had  driven  over  him 

self,  and  arranged  to  have  the  grass  cut,  partly  by  hired  labor, 

partly  at  a  payment  of  a  certain  proportion  of  the  crop.  His 

own  peasants  put  every  hindrance  they  could  in  the  way  of 

this  new  arrangement,  but  it  was  carried  out,  and  the  first  year 

the  meadows  had  yielded  a  profit  almost  double.  The  previous 

year — which  was  the  third  year — the  peasants  had  maintained 

the  same  opposition  to  the  arrangement,  and  the  hay  had  been, 

cut  on  the  same  system.  This  year  the  peasants  were  doing 

all  the  mowing  for  a  third  of  the  hay  crop,  and  the  village 

elder  had  come  now  to  announce  that  the  hay  had  been  cut, 

and  that,  fearing  rain,  they  had  invited  the  counting-house 

clerk  over,  had  divided  the  crop  in  his  presence,  and  had  raked 

together  eleven  stacks  as  the  owner's  share.  From  the  vague 
answers  to  his  question  how  much  hay  had  been  cut  on  the 

principal  meadow,  from  the  hurry  of  the  village  elder  who  had 

made  the  division,  not  asking  leave,  from  the  whole  tone  of 

the  peasant,  Levin  perceived  that  there  was  something  wrong 

t 

n 

H 

h 



ANNA  KARENINA  349 

the  division  of  the  hay,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  drive  over 
mself  to  look  into  the  matter. 

Arriving  to  dinner  at  the  village,  and  leaving  his  horse  at 

e  cottage  of  an  old  friend  of  his,  the  husband  of  his  brother 's 
t-nurse,  Levin  went  to  see  the  old  man  in  his  bee-house, 
anting  to  find  out  from  him  the  truth  about  the  hay. 
irmenitch,  a  talkative,  comely  old  man,  gave  Levin  a  very 

irm  welcome,  showed  him  all  he  was  doing,  told  him  every- 
ing  about  his  bees  and  the  swarms  of  that  year;  but  gave 

igue  and  unwilling  answers  to  Levin's  inquiries  about  the 
owing.  This  confirmed  Levin  still  more  in  his  suspicions. 

e  went  to  the  hay-fields  and  examined  the  stacks.  The  hay- 

acks  could  not  possibly  contain  fifty  wagon-loads  each,  and 
convict  the  peasants  Levin  ordered  the  wagons  that  had 

irried  the  hay  to  be  brought  up  directly,  to  lift  one  stack, 
id  carry  it  into  the  barn.  There  turned  out  to  be  only 

lirty-two  loads  in  the  stack.  In  spite  of  the  village  elder's 
ssertions  about  the  compressibility  of  hay,  and  its  having 
jttled  down  in  the  stacks,  and  his  swearing  that  everything 
ad  been  done  in  the  fear  of  God,  Levin  stuck  to  his  point 
lat  the  hay  had  been  divided  without  his  orders,  and  that, 
lerefore,  he  would  not  accept  that  hay  as  fifty  loads  to  a 
ack.  After  a  prolonged  dispute  the  matter  was  decided  by 
le  peasants  taking  these  eleven  stacks,  reckoning  them  as 

fty  loads  each.  The  arguments  and  the  division  of  the  hay- 
Dcks  lasted  the  whole  afternoon.  When  the  last  of  the  hay 
ad  been  divided,  Levin,  intrusting  the  superintendence  of  the 

est  to  the  counting-house  clerk,  sat  down  on  a  haycock  marked 

ft'  by  a  stake  of  willow,  and  looked  admiringly  at  the  meadow 
varming  with  peasants. 
In  front  of  him,  in  the  bend  of  the  river  beyond  the  marsh, 

loved  a  bright-colored  line  of  peasant  women,  and  the 
attered  hay  was  being  rapidly  formed  into  gray  winding 
ows  over  the  pale  green  stubble.  After  the  women  came  the 
len  with  pitchforks,  and  from  the  gray  rows  there  were 
rowing  up  broad,  high,  soft  haycocks.  To  the  left  carts 
fere  rumbling  over  the  meadow  that  had  been  already  cleared, 
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and  one  after  another  the  haycocks  vanished,  flung  up  in  hug 
forkfuls,  and  in  their  place  there  were  rising  heavy  cartload 
of  fragrant  hay  hanging  over  the  horses'  hind-quarters. 
"What  weather  for  haying!     What  hay  it'll  be!"  said  a 

old  man,  squatting  down  beside  Levin.     "It's  tea,  not  hay 
It's  like  scattering  grain  to  the  ducks,  the  way  they  pick  H 
up!"  he  added,  pointing  to  the  growing  haycocks.     "Sine 
dinner-time  they  've  carried  a  good  half  of  it. ' ' 
"The  last  load,  eh?"  he  shouted  to  a  young  peasant,  wh  « 

drove  by,  standing  in  the  front  of  an  empty  cart,  shaking  th cord  reins. 

"The  last,  dad!"  the  lad  shouted  back,  pulling  in  the  horse  a 
and,  smiling,  he  looked  round  at  a  bright,  rosy-cheeked  peasan 
girl  who  sat  in  the  cart  smiling  too,  and  drove  on. 

' '  Who 's  that  I     Your  son  ?  "  asked  Levin. 
f '  My  baby, ' '  said  the  old  man  with  a  tender  smile. 
"What  a  fine  fellow!" 
"The  lad's  all  right." 
"Married  already?" 
"Yes,  it's  two  years  last  St.  Philip's  day." 
"Any  children?" 
"Children  indeed!     Why,  for  over  a  year  he  was  innocen 

as  a  babe  himself,  and  bashful  too,"  answered  the  old  man 
"Well,  the  hay!     It's  as  fragrant  as  tea!"  he  repeated,  wish 
ing  to  change  the  subject. 

Levin  looked  more  attentively  at  Ivan  Parmenov  and  hi 
wife.  They  were  loading  a  haycock  onto  the  cart  not  fai 
from  him.  Ivan  Parmenov  was  standing  on  the  cart,  taking 
laying  in  place,  and  stamping  down  the  huge  bundles  of  hay 
which  his  pretty  young  wife  deftly  handed  up  to  him,  at  firs 
in  armfuls,  and  then  on  the  pitchfork.  The  young  wift 
worked  easily,  merrily,  and  dexterously.  The  close-packed 
hay  did  not  once  break  away  off  her  fork.  First  she  gatherec 
it  together,  stuck  the  fork  into  it,  then  with  a  rapid,  suppk 
movement,  leaned  the  whole  weight  of  her  body  on  it,  and  I 
once  with  a  bend  of  her  back  under  the  red  belt  she  drew  her- 

self up,  and  arching  her  full  bosom  under  the  white  smock,.witl 



ANNA  KARENINA  351 

mart  turn  swung  the  fork  in  her  arms,  and  flung  the  bundle 

|  hay  high  onto  the  cart.  Ivan,  obviously  doing  his  best  to 

[e  her  every  minute  of  unnecessary  labor,  made  haste,  open- 
t  wide  his  arms  to  clutch  the  bundle  and  lay  it  in  the  cart. 

|  she  raked  together  what  was  left  of  the  hay,  the  young 
fe  shook  off  the  bits  of  hay  that  had  fallen  on  her  neck,  and 

aightening  the  red  kerchief  that  had  dropped  forward  over 

r  white  brow,  not  browned  like  her  face  by  the  sun,  she 

>pt  under  the  cart  to  tie  up  the  load.  Ivan  directed  her  how 

fasten  the  cord  to  the  cross-piece,  and  at  something  she  said 

laughed  aloud.  In  the  expressions  of  both  faces  was  to  be 

311  vigorous,  young,  freshly  awakened  love. 

CHAPTER  XII 

The  load  was  tied  on.  Ivan  jumped  down  and  took  the 

liet,  sleek  horse  by  the  bridle.  The  young  wife  flung  the  rake 

on  the  load,  and  with  a  bold  step,  swinging  her  arms,  she 

ent  to  join  the  women,  who  were  forming  a  ring  for  the  hay- 
akers'  dance.  Ivan  drove  off  to  the  road  and  fell  into  line 

th  the  other  loaded  carts.  The  peasant  women,  with  their 

,kes  on  their  shoulders,  gay  with  bright  flowers,  and  chatter- 

g  with  ringing,  merry  voices,  walked  behind  the  hay-cart, 
ne  wild  untrained  female  voice  broke  into  a  song,  and  sang  it 

one  through  a  verse,  and  then  the  same  verse  was  taken  up 

id  repeated  by  half  a  hundred  strong  healthy  voices,  of  all 

>rts,  coarse  and  fine,  singing  in  unison. 

The  women,  all  singing,  began  to  come  close  to  Levin,  and 

i  felt  as  though  a  storm  were  swooping  down  upon  him  with 

thunder  of  merriment.  The  storm  swooped  down,  enveloped 

im  and  the  haycock  on  which  he  was  lying,  and  the  other 

aycocks,  and  the  wagon-loads,  and  the  whole  meadow  and 

istant  fields  all  seemed  to  be  shaking  and  singing  to  the 

teasures  of  this  wild  merry  song  with  its  shouts  and  whistles 

nd  clapping.    Levin  felt  envious  of  this  health  and  mi
rth- 



352  ANNA   KARENINA 

fulness;  he  longed  to  take  part  in  the  expression  of  this  jc 
of  life.  But  he  could  do  nothing,  and  had  to  lie  and  loc 
on  and  listen.  When  the  peasants,  with  their  singing,  ha 
vanished  out  of  :  ̂ht  and  hearing,  a  weary  feeling  of  d 
spondency  at  hi  u  isolation,  his  physical  inactivity,  h 
alienation  from  .        vorld,  came  over  Levin. 

Some  of  the  r  j>ry  peasants  who  had  been  most  active  i 
wrangling  with  him  over  the  hay,  some  whom  he  had  treate 
with  contumely,  and  who  had  tried  to  cheat  him,  those  ver 
peasants  had  greeted  him  good-humoredly,  and  evidently  ha 
not,  were  incapable  of  having  any  feeling  of  rancor  again* 
him,  any  regret,  any  recollection  even  of  having  tried  to  d< 
ceive  him.  All  that  was  drowned  in  a  sea  of  merry  commo 
labor.  God  gave  the  day,  God  gave  the  strength.  And  tfc 
day  and  the  strength  were  consecrated  to  labor,  and  thg 
labor  was  its  own  reward.  For  whom  the  labor  1  What  woul 
be  its  fruits?  These  were  idle  considerations — beside  th 
point. 

Often  Levin  had  admired  this  life,  often  he  had  a  sense  c 
envy  of  the  men  who  led  this  life ;  but  to-day  for  the  first  tim| 
especially  under  the  influence  of  what  he  had  seen  in  the  att: 
tude  of  Ivan  Parmenov  to  his  young  wife,  the  idea  presents 
itself  definitely  to  his  mind  that  it  was  in  his  power  to  ex 
change  the  dreary,  artificial,  idle,  and  individualistic  life  h 
was  leading  for  this  laborious,  pure,  and  social  delightful  life. 

The  old  man  who  had  been  sitting  beside  him  had  long  ag 
gone  home;  the  people  had  all  separated.  Those  who  live* 
near  had  gone  home,  while  those  who  came  from  far  were  gath 
ered  into  a  group  for  supper,  and  to  spend  the  night  in  th. 
meadow.  Levin,  unobserved  by  the  peasants,  still  lay  on  th- 
haycock,  and  still  looked  on  and  listened  and  mused.  Th- 
peasants  who  remained  for  the  night  in  the  meadow  scarcely 
slept  all  the  short  summer  night.  At  first  there  was  the  sounc 
of  merry  talk  and  laughing  all  together  over  the  supper,  thei 
singing  again  and  laughter. 

All  the  long  day  of  toil  had  left  no  trace  in  them  but  light 
ness  of  heart.    Before  the  early  dawn  all  was  hushed.    Nothing 
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ras  to  be  heard  but  the  night  sounds  of  the  frogs  that  never 
based  in  the  marsh,  and  the  horses  snorting  in  the  mist  that 
i3se  over  the  meadow  before  the  morning.  Housing  himself, 
ievin  got  up  from  the  haycock,  and  looking  at  the  stars,  he 
iw  that  the  night  was  over. 

"Well,  what  am  I  going  to  do?  How  am  I  to  set  about  it?" 
e  said  to  himself,  trying  to  express  to  himself  all  the  thoughts 
nd  feelings  he  had  passed  through  in  that  brief  night.  All 
le  thoughts  and  feelings  he  had  passed  through  fell  in  to  three 
3parate  trains  of  thought.  One  was  the  rennnma.tifm  nf  his 
d  life,  of  his  utterly  useless  education.  This  rennn  motion 

ve  him  satisfaction,  and  was  easy  and  simple.  Another  series 
If  thoughts  and  mental  images  related  to  the  life  he  longed 
)  live  now.  The  simplicity,  the  purity,  the  sanity  of  this  life 
e  felt  clearly,  and  he  was  convinced  he  would  find  in  it  the 
Mitent,  the  peace,  and  the  dignity,  of  the  lack  of  which  he 
as  so  miserably  conscious.  But  a  third  series  of  ideas  turned 
pon  the  question  how  to  effect  this  transition  from  the  old 
fe  to  the  new.  And  there  nothing  took  clear  shape  for  him. 
Have  a  wife?  Have  work  and  the  necessity  of  work?  Leave 
okrovskoe?  Buy  land?  Become  a  member  of  a  peasant 
mmunity?  Marry  a,  -peasant  girl?  How  am  I  to  set  about 

?"  he  asked  himself  again,  and  could  not  find  an  answer. 
I  haven't  slept  all  night,  though,  and  I  can't  think  it  out 
early,"  he  said  to  himself.  "I'll  work  it  out  later.  One 
ling's  certain,  this  night  has  decided  my  fate.  AlLmy  old 
reams  nf  hnmp  life  wt-p  «Wnrd,  not  the  real  thing,"  he  told 
"mself .  ' '  It 's  all  ever  so  much  simpler  and  better.  .  .  . " 
"How  beautiful!"  he  thought,  looking  at  the  strange,  as  it 
ere,  mother-of-pearl  shell  of  white  fleecy  cloudlets  resting 
ght  over  his  head  in  the  middle  of  the  sky.    "How  exquisite 
all  is  in  this  exquisite  night!  And  when  was  there  time 

>r  that  cloud-shell  to  form?  Just  now  I  looked  at  the  sky, 
id  there  was  nothing  in  it— only  two  white  streaks.  Yes, 
id  so  imperceptibly  too  my  views  of  life  changed!" 
He  went  out  of  the  meadow  and  walked  along  the  highroad 
•wards  the  village.    A  slight  wind  arose,  and  the  sky  looked 
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gray  and  sullen.    The  gloomy  moment  had  come  that  
usually 

precedes  the  dawn,  the  full  triumph  of  light  over  darkn
ess. 

Shrinking  from  the  cold,  Levin  walked  rapidly,  looking  at 

the  ground.  "What's  that?  Some  one  coming, "  he  thought, 

catching  the  tinkle  of  bells,  and  lifting  his  head.  Forty  paces 

from  him  a  carriage  with  four  horses  harnessed  abreast  wa
s 

driving  towards  him  along  the  grassy  highroad  on  which  he
 

was  walking.  The  shaft-horses  were  tilted  against  the  shaf
ts 

by  the  ruts,  but  the  dexterous  driver  sitting  on  the  box  held  rf
' 

the  shaft  over  the  ruts,  so  that  the  wheels  ran  on  the  smooth  y 

part  of  the  road.  .  [r 

This  was  all  Levin  noticed,  and  without  wondering  who  it 

could  be,  he  gazed  absently  at  the  coach. 

In  the  coach  was  an  old  lady  dozing  in  one  corner,  and  at 

the  window,  evidently  only  just  awake,  sat  a  young  girl  h
old- 

ing  in  both  hands  the  ribbons  of  a  white  cap.  With  a  fac
e  full 

of°light  and  thought,  full  of  a  subtle,  complex  inner  life,  that
 

was  remote  from  Levin,  she  was  gazing  beyond  him  at  the  gl
ow 

of  the  sunrise.  . 

At  the  very  instant  when  this  apparition  was  van
ishing, 

the  truthful  eyes  glanced  at  him.  She  recognized  him,
  and  her 

face  lighted  up  with  wondering  delight. 

He  could  not  be  mistaken.     There  were  no  other  e
yes  like 

those  in  the  world.    There  was  only  one  creature  in
  the  world  l 

that  could  concentrate  for  him  all  the  brightness  
and  meaning 

of  life.    It  was  she.    It  was  Kitty.    He  understood  
that  she  was 

driving  to  Ergushovo  from  the  railway  station.  
  And  every-L 

thing  that  had   been   stirring  Levin   during   tha
t   sleepless 

night,  all  the  resolutions  he  had  made,  all  vanished 
 at  once.  Hel 

recalled  with  horror  his  dreams  of  marrying  a  peasant
  girl. 

There  only,  in  the  carriage  that  had  crossed  over  to
  the  other 

side  of  the  road,  and  was  rapidly  disappearing,  there 
 onljL 

could  he  find  the  solution  of  the  riddle  of  his  life,  whic
h  haci 

weighed  so  agonizingly  upon  him  of  late. 

She  did  not  look  out  again.  The  sound  of  the  carriage
 

springs  was  no  longer  audible,  the  bells  could  scarcely
  to 

heard.    The  barking  of  dogs  showed  the  carriage  had  reac
hec 
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e  village,  and  all  that  was  left  was  the  empty  fields  all  round, 
e  village  in  front,  and  he  himself  isolated  and  apart  from  it 
1,  wandering  lonely  along  the  deserted  highroad. 
He  glanced  at  the  sky,  expecting  to  find  there  the  cloud- 

lell  he  had  been  admiring  and  taking  as  the  symbol  of  the 
eas  and  feelings  of  that  night.  There  was  nothing  in  the  sky 
1  the  least  like  a  shell.  There,  in  the  remote  heights  above,  a 
tysterious  change  had  been  accomplished.  There  was  no  trace 

shell,  and  there  was  stretched  over  fully  half  the  sky  an 
ven  cover  of  tiny  and  ever  tinier  cloudlets.  The  sky  had 
rown  blue  and  bright ;  and  with  the  same  softness,  but  with 
le  same  remoteness,  it  met  his  questioning  gaze. 

No,"  he  said  to  himself,  "however  ^A  that  lift*  nf  aim, 
licity  and  toil  may  be,  I  cannot  go  back  to  it.    I  love  her/' 

CHAPTER  XIII 

None  but  those  who  were  most  intimate  with  Alexey  Alexan- 
■ovitch  knew  that,  while  on  the  surface  the  coldest  and  most 
asonable  of  men,  he  had  one  weakness  quite  opposed  to  the 
eneral  trend  of  his  character.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  could 
ot  hear  or  see  a  child  or  woman  crying  without  being  moved, 
he  sight  of  tears  threw  him  into  a  state  of  nervous  agitation, 
ad  he  utterly  lost  all  power  of  reflection.  The  chief  secretary 
t  his  department  and  his  private  secretary  were  aware  of  this, 
id  used  to  warn  women  who  came  with  petitions  on  no  ac- 
mnt  to  give  way  to  tears,  if  they  did  not  want  to  ruin  their 

lances.  "He  will  get  angry,  and  will  not  listen  to  you, "  they 
led  to  say.  And  as  a  fact,  in  such  cases  the  emotional  dis- 
irbance  set  up  in  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  by  the  sight  of  tears 

und  expression  in  hasty  anger.  ' 1 1  can  do  nothing.  Kindly 
ave  the  room ! ' '  he  would  commonly  cry  in  such  cases. 
When  returning  from  the  races  Anna  had  informed  him 
I  her  relations  with  Vronsky,  and  immediately  afterwards 
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I 
had  burst  into  tears,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  Alexej 

Alexandrovitch,  for  all  the  fury  aroused  in  him  against  heil 

was  aware  at  the  same  time  of  a  rush  of  that  emotional  disturb- 

ance always  produced  in  him  by  tears.  Conscious  of  it,  and 

conscious  that  any  expression  of  his  feelings  at  that  minute 

would  be  out  of  keeping  with  the  position,  he  tried  to  suppre si 

every  manifestation  of  life  in  himself,  and  so  neither  stirreB 

nor  looked  at  her.  This  was  what  had  caused  that  strange  e^ 

pression  of  deathlike  rigidity  in  his  face  which  had  so  im 

pressed  Anna. 

When  they  reached  the  house  he  helped  her  to  get  out  of 

the  carriage,  and  making  an  effort  to  master  himself,  took 

leave  of  her  with  his  usual  urbanity,  and  uttered  that  phrase 

that  bound  him  to  nothing ;  he  said  that  to-morrow  he  would 

let  her  know  his  decision. 

His  wife's  words,  confirming  his  worst  suspicions,  had  sent 

a  cruel  pang  to  the  heart  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  That 

pang  was  intensified  by  the  strange  feeling  of  physical  pity  for 

her  set  up  by  her  tears.  But  when  he  was  all  alone  in  the 

carriage  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  to  his  surprise  and  delight, 

felt  complete  relief  both  from  this  pity  and  from  the  doubts 

and  agonies  of  jealousy. 

He  experienced  the  sensations  of  a  man  who  has  had  a  tooth 

out  after  suffering  long  from  toothache.  After  a  fearful  agony 

and  a  sense  of  something  huge,  bigger  than  the  head  itsel
f, 

being  torn  out  of  his  jaw,  the  sufferer,  hardly  able  to  bel
ieve 

in  his  own  good  luck,  feels  all  at  once  that  what  has  so  long 

poisoned  his  existence  and  enchained  his  attention,  exist
s  no 

longer,  and  that  he  can  live  and  think  again,  and  take  i
nterest 

in  other  things  besides  his  tooth.  This  feeling  Alexey  A
lex- 

androvitch was  experiencing.  The  agony  had  been  Strang* 

and  terrible,  but  now  it  was  over;  he  felt  that  he  could  l
ive 

again  and  think  of  something  other  than  his  wife. 

"No  honor,  no  heart,  no  religion;  a  corrupt  woman.  J 

alwavs  knew  it  and  always  saw  it,  though  I  tried  to  deceive
 

myself  to  spare  her,"  he  said  to  himself.  And  it  actua
lly 

seemed  to  him  that  he  always  had  seen  it :  he  recalled  inci
dents 

A 
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if  their  past  life,  in  which  he  had  never  seen  anything  wrong 
lefore — now  these  incidents  proved  clearly  that  she  had  always 
been  a  corrupt  woman.    ' !  I  made  a  mistake  in  linking  my  life 
lo  hers;  but  there  was  nothing  wrong  in  my  mistake,  and  so 

t  cannot  be  unhappy.  It's  not  I  that  am  to  blame,"  he  told 
imself,  "but  she.  But  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  her.  She 
oes  not  exist  for  me.     .     .     ." 
Everything  relating  to  her  and  her  son,  towards  whom  his 

entiments  were  as  much  changed  as  towards  her,  ceased  to 
nterest  him.  The  only  thing  that  interested  him  now  was 
he  question  in  what  way  he  could  best,  with  most  propriety 
Lnd  comfort  for  himself,  and  so  with  most  justice,  extricate 
limself  from  the  mud  with  which  she  had  spattered  him  in  her 
all,  and  then  proceed  along  his  path  of  active,  honorable,  and 
iseful  existence. 

"I  cannot  be  made  unhappy  by  the  fact  that  a  contemptible voman  has  committed  a  crime.  I  have  only  to  find  the  best 
ray  out  of  the  difficult  position  in  which  she  has  placed  me. 
bid  I  shall  find  it,"  he  said  to  himself,  frowning  more  and 
riore ; ' '  I  'm  not  the  first  nor  the  last. ' '  And  to  say  nothing  of 
istorical  instances  dating  from  the  "Fair  Helen"  of  Mene- 
aus,  recently  revived  in  the  memory  of  all,  a  whole  list  of  con- 
emporary  examples  of  husbands  with  unfaithful  wives  in  the 
ighest  society  rose  before  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  's  imagina- 
ion.  "Daryalov,  Poltavsky,  Prince  Karibanov,  Count  Pasku- 
in,  Dram  .  .'  .  Yes,  even  Dram,  such  an  honest,  capable ellow.  .  .  .  Semyonov,  Tchagin,  Sigonin, "  Alexey  Alex- 
ndrovitch  remembered.  "Admitting  that  a  certain  quite  irra- 
ional  ridicule  falls  to  the  lot  of  these  men,  yet  I  never  saw  any- 
hing  but  a  misfortune  in  it,  and  always  felt  sympathy  for  it," 
Llexey  Alexandrovitch  said  to  himself,  though  indeed  this  was 
ot  the  fact,  and  he  had  never  felt  sympathy  for  misfortunes 
I  that  kind,  but  the  more  frequently  he  had  heard  of  instances 
»f  unfaithful  wives  betraying  their  husbands,  the  more  highly 
e  had  thought  of  himself.  "It  is  a  misfortune  which  may efall  any  one.  And  this  misfortune  has  befallen  me.  The 
nly  thing  to  be  done  is  to  make  the  best  of  the  position." 
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And  he  began  passing  in  review  the  methods  of  proceeding  of 
men  who  had  been  in  the  same  position  that  he  was  in. 

"Daryalov  fought  a  duel.     .     .     ." 
Thft  dnpl  hnd  partienLnrly  fascinated  the,  thoughts  of  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  in  his  youth,  just  because  hp  was  phygi^Uyi 
a  coward,  and  was  himself  well  aware  of  the  fact.  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch  could  not  without  horror  contemplate  the  idea 
of  a  pistol  aimed  at  himself,  and  had  never  made  use  of  any! 

weapon  in  his  life.  This  horror  had  in  his  youth  set  him  pon-1 
dering  on  dueling,  and  picturing  himself  in  a  position  in  which 

he  wrould  have  to  expose  his  life  to  danger.  Having  attained 
success  and  an  established  position  in  the  world,  he  had  long 
ago  forgotten  this  feeling;  but  the  habitual  bent  of  feeling 
reasserted  itself,  and  dread  of  his  own  cowardice  proved  even 
now  so  strong,  that  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  spent  a  long  while 
thinking  over  the  question  of  dueling  in  all  its  aspects,  and 

hugging  the  idea  of  a  duel,  though  he  was  fully  aware  be- 
forehand that  he  would  never  under  any  circumstances  fight 

one. 

" There's  no  doubt  our  society  is  still  so  barbarous  (it's  not 
the  same  in  England)  that  very  many" — and  among  these 
were  those  whose  opinion  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  particularly 

valued — "look  favorably  on  the  duel;  but  what  result  is 

attained  by  it  ?  Suppose  I  call  him  out, ' '  Alexey  Alexandra 
vitch  went  on  to  himself,  and  vividly  pictured  the  night  he 
would  spend  after  the  challenge,  and  the  pistol  aimed  at  him, 

he  shuddered,  and  knew  that  he  never  would  do  it — "sup- 
pose I  call  him  out.  Suppose  I  am  taught, ' '  he  went  on  mus- 

ing, "to  shoot;  I  press  the  trigger,"  he  said  to  himself,  closing 
his  eyes,  ' '  and  it  turns  out  I  have  killed  him, ' '  Alexey  Alex- 

androvitch said  to  himself,  and  he  shook  his  head  as  though 

to  dispel  such  silly  ideas.  "What  sense  is  there  in  murdering 
a  man  in  order  to  define  one's  relation  to  a  guilty  wife  and 
son  ?  I  should  still  just  as  much  have  to  decide  what  I  ought  | 
to  do  with  her.  But  what  is  more  probable  and  what  would 
doubtless  occur — I  should  be  killed  or  wounded.  I,  the  inno- 

cent person,  should  be  the  victim — killed  or  wounded.     It's 
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ven  more  senseless.  But  apart  from  that,  a  challenge  to  fight 

yould  be  an  act  hardly  honest  on  my  side.  Don't  I  know  per- 
ectly  well  that  my  friends  would  never  allow  me  to  fight  a 

jluel — would  never  allow  the  life  of  a  statesman,  needed  by 
ilussia,  to  be  exposed  to  danger?  Knowing  perfectly  well  be- 
brehand  that  the  matter  would  never  come  to  real  danger,  it 
jvould  amount  to  my  simply  trying  to  gain  a  certain  sham 
eputation  by  such  a  challenge.  That  would  be  dishonest,  that 
vould  be  false,  that  would  be  deceiving  myself  and  others. 
I  duel  is  quite  irrational,  and  no  one  expects  it  of  me.  My 
im  is  simply  to  safeguard  my  reputation,  which  is  essential 

!or  the  uninterrupted  pursuit  of  my  public  duties.' '  Official 
luties,  which  had  always  been  of  great  consequence  in  Alexey 

Uexandrovitch's  eyes,  seemed  of  special  importance  to  his 
nind  at  this  moment.  Considering  and  rejecting  the  duel, 
Uexey  Alexandrovitch  turned  to  divorce — another  solution 
elected  by  several  of  the  husbands  he  remembered.  Passing 
|n  mental  review  all  the  instances  he  knew  of  divorces  (there 
ere  plenty  of  them  in  the  very  highest  society  with  which 

lie  was  very  familiar),  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  could  not  find 
I  single  example  in  which  the  object  of  divorce  was  that 
vhieh  he  had  in  view.  In  all  these  instances  the  husband  had 
>ractically  ceded  or  sold  his  unfaithful  wife,  and  the  very 
>arty  which,  being  in  fault,  had  not  the  right  to  contract  a 
resh  marriage,  had  formed  counterfeit,  pseudo-matrimonial 
ies  with  a  self-styled  husband.  In  his  t>wn  case,  Alexey 
Uexandrovitch  saw  that  a  legal  divorce,  that  is  to  say,  one  in 
yhich  only  the  guilty  wife  would  be  repudiated,  was  impos- 
ible  of  attainment.  He  saw  that  the  complex  conditions  of  the 
ife  they  led  made  the  coarse  proofs  of  his  wife's  guilt,  re- 
uired  by  the  law,  out  of  the  question ;  he  saw  that  a  certain 
efmement  in  that  life  would  not  admit  of  such  proofs  being 
rought  forward,  even  if  he  had  them,  and  that  to  bring  for- 
ard  such  proofs  would  damage  him  in  the  public  estimation 
lore  than  it  would  her. 

An  attempt  at  divorce  could  lead  to  nothing  but  a  public 
vandal,  which  would  be  a  perfect  godsend  to  his  enemies  for 
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calumny  and  attacks  on  his  high  position  in  society.  His  chief 

object,  to  define  the  position  with  the  least  amount  of  dis- 
turbance possible,  would  not  be  attained  by  divorce  either. 

Moreover,  in  the  event  of  divorce,  or  even  of  an  attempt  to 

obtain  a  divorce,  it  was  obvious  that  the  wife  broke  off  all 

relations  with  the  husband  and  threw  in  her  lot  with  the  lover. 

And  in  spite  of  the  complete,  as  he  supposed,  contempt  and 
indifference  he  now  felt  for  his  wife,  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  still  had  one  feeling  left  in  regard  to 
her — a  disinclination  to  see  her  free  to  throw  in  her  lot  with 

Vronsky,  so  that  her  crime  would  be  to  her  advantage.  The 

mere  notion  of  this  so  exasperated  Alexey  Alexandrovitch, 

that  directly  it  rose  to  his  mind  he  groaned  with  inward  agony, 

and  got  up  and  changed  his  place  in  the  carriage,  and  for  a 

long  while  after  he  sat  with  scowling  brows,  wrapping  his 
numbed  and  bony  legs  in  the  fleecy  rug. 

"Apart  from  formal  divorce,  one  might  still  do  like  Kari- 

banov,  Paskudin,  and  that  good  fellow  Dram— that  is,  sepa 

rate  from  one's  wife,"  he  went  on  thinking,  when  he  had  re 

gained  his  composure.  But  this  step  too  presented  the  same 

drawback  of  public  scandal  as  a  divorce,  and  what  was  more, 

a  separation,  quite  as  much  as  a  regular  divorce,  flung  his 

wife  into  the  arms  of  Vronsky.  "No,  it's  out  of  the  question 

out  of  the  question !"  he  said  again,  twisting  his  rug  about  him 

again.  "I  cannot  be  unhappy,  but  neither  she  nor  he  oughl 

to  be  happy."       • 
The  feeling  of  jealousy,  which  had  tortured  him  during  th 

period  of  uncertainty,  had  passed  away  at  the  instant  wher 

the  tooth  had  been  with  agony  extracted  by  his  wife's  words 
But  that  feeling  had  been  replaced  by  another,  the  desire,  no 

merely  that  she  should  not  be  triumphant,  but  that  she  shouk 

_  it  due  punishment  for  her  crime.  He  did  not  acknowledge 

this  feeling,  but  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  he  longed  for  he; 

|  to  suffer  for  having  destroyed  his  peace  of  mind— his  honor 

md  going  once  again  over  the  conditions  inseparable  from 

duel,  a  divorce,  a  separation,  and  once  again  rejecting  them 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  felt  convinced  that  there  was  QftJv  "ll 
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solution. — to  keep  her  with  himJ   concealing  what  had  hap- 
pened from  the  world,  and  using  every  measure  in  his  power  to 

break  off  the  intrigue,  and  still  more— though  this  he  did  not 
admit  to  himself — to  punish  her.  ' '  I  must  inform  her  of  my 
conclusion,  that  thinking  over  the  terrible  position  in  which 
she  has  placed  her  family,  all  other  solutions  will  be  worse  for 
both  sides  than  an  external  status  quo,  and  that  such  I  agree  to 
retain,  on  the  strict  condition  of  obedience  on  her  part  to  my 
wishes,  that  is  to  say,  cessation  of  all  intercourse  with  her 

lover."  When  this  decision  had  been  finally  adopted,  another 
weighty  consideration  occurred  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  in 

support  of  it.  ' '  By  such  a  course  only  shall  I  be  acting  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  dictates  of  religion,"  he  told  himself.  "In 

adopting  this  course,  I  am  not  casting  off  a  guilty  wife,  but 
giving  her  a  chance  of  amendment ;  and,  indeed,  difficult  as  the 
task  will  be  to  me,  I  shall  devote  part  of  my  energies  to  her 
reformation  and  salvation." 
Though  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  perfectly  aware  that 

he  could  not  exert  any  moral  influence  over  his  wife,  that  such 
an  attempt  at  reformation  could  lead  to  nothing  but  falsity; 
though  in  passing  through  these  difficult  moments  he  had  not 
once  thought  of  seeking  guidance  in  religion,  yet  now,  when 
his  conclusion  corresponded,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  with  the 
requirements  of  religion,  this  religious  sanction  to  his  decision 
gave  him  complete  satisfaction,  and  to  some  extent  restored 
his  peace  of  mind.  He  was  pleased  to  think  that,  even  in  such 
an  important  crisis  in  life,  no  one  would  be  able  to  say  that 
he  had  not  acted  in  accordance  with  the  principles  of  that 
religion  whose  banner  he  had  always  held  aloft  amid  the 
general  coolness  and  indifference.  As  he  pondered  over  sub- 

sequent developments,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  did  not  see, 
indeed,  why  his  relations  with  his  wife  should  not  remain 
practically  the  same  as  before.  No  doubt,  she  could  never 
regain  his  esteem,  but  there  was  not,  and  there  could  not  be, 

'any  sort  of  reason  that  his  existence  should  be  troubled,  and 
that  he  should  suffer  because  she  was  a  bad  and  faithless  wife. 

"Yes,  time  will  pass,,  time,  which  arranges  all  things,  and  the 
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old  relations  will  be  reestablished/'  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
told  himself ;  "so  far  reestablished,  that  is,  that  I  shall  not  be 
sensible  of  a  break  in  the  continuity  of  my  life.  She  is  bound 
to  be  unhappy,  but  I  am  not  to  blame,  and  so  I  cannot  be 

unhappy. ' ' 

CHAPTER  XIV 

As  he  neared  Petersburg,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  not  only 
adhered  entirely  to  his  decision,  but  was  even  composing  in 
his  head  the  letter  he  would  write  to  his  wife.  Going  into  the 

porter's  room,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  glanced  at  the  letters 
and  papers  brought  from  his  office,  and  directed  that  they 
should  be  brought  to  him  in  his  study. 

"The  horses  can  be  taken  out  and  I  will  see  no  one,"  he  said 
in  answer  to  the  porter,  with  a  certain  pleasure,  indicative  of 

his  agreeable  frame  of  mind,  emphasizing  the  words,  "see  no 

one. ' ' 
In  his  study  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  walked  up  and  down 

twice,  and  stopped  at  an  immense  writing-table,  on  which  six 
candles  had  already  been  lighted  by  the  valet  who  had  pre 
ceded  him.  He  cracked  his  knuckles,  and  sat  down,  sorting  out 
his  writing  appurtenances.  Putting  his  elbows  on  the  table,  he 
bent  his  head  on  one  side,  thought  a  minute,  and  began  to 
write,  without  pausing  for  a  second.  He  wrote  without  using 
any  form  of  address  to  her,  and  wrote  in  French,  making  use 

of  the  plural  "vous,"  which  has  not  the  same  note  of  coldness 
as  the  corresponding  Russian  form. 

"At  our  last  conversation,  I  notified  you  .of  my  intention  ta 
communicate  to  you  my  decision  in  regard  to  the  subject  of 
that  conversation.  Having  carefully  considered  everything, 
I  am  writing  now  with  the  object  of  fulfilling  that  promise. 
My  decision  is  as  follows.  Whatever  your  conduct  may  have 

been,  I  do  not  consider  myself  justified  in  breaking  the  ties 

in  which  we  are  bound  by  a  Higher  Power.  The  family  cann 

not  be  broken  up  by  a  whim,  a  caprice,  or  even  by  the  sin  of 
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one  of  the  partners  in  the  marriage,  and  our  life  must  go  on 
as  it  has  done  in  the  past.  This  is  essential  for  me,  for  you, 
and  for  our  son.  I  am  fully  persuaded  that  you  have  repented 
and  do  repent  of  what  has  called  forth  the  present  letter,  and 
that  you  will  cooperate  with  me  in  eradicating  the  cause  of 
our  estrangement,  and  forgetting  the  past..  In  the  contrary 
event,  you  can  conjecture  what  awaits  you  and  your  son.  All 
this  I  hope  to  discuss  more  in  detail  in  a  personal  interview. 
As  the  season  is  drawing  to  a  close,  I  would  beg  you  to  return 
to  Petersburg  as  quickly  as  possible,  not  later  than  Tuesday. 
All  necessary  preparations  shall  be  made  for  your  arrival  here. 
I  beg  you  to  note  that  I  attach  particular  significance  to  com- 

pliance with  this  request.  A.  Karenina. 

"P.  S. — I  enclose  the  money  which  may  be  needed  for  your 

expenses. ' ' 

He  read  the  letter  through  and  felt  pleased  with  it,  and 
especially  that  he  had  remembered  to  enclose  money;  there 
was  not  a  harsh  word,  not  a  reproach  in  it,  nor.  was  there 
undue  indulgence.  Most  of  all,  it  was  a  golden  bridge  for 
return.  Folding  the  letter  and  smoothing  it  with  a  massive 
ivory  knife,  and  putting  it  in  an  envelope  with  the  money,  he 
rang  the  bell  with  Jthe  gratification  it  always,  afforded  hinuta 
Jjse  the  well-arranged  appointments  of  his  writiugrlable. 

"Give  this  to  the  courier  to  be  delivered  to  Anna  Arkad- 
yevna  to-morrow  at  the  summer  villa,"  he  said,  getting  up. 

"Certainly,  your  excellency ;  tea  to  be  served  in  the  study?" 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  ordered  tea  to  be  brought  to  the 

study,  and  playing  with  the  massive  paper-knife,  he  moved  to 
his  easy-chair,  near  which  there  had  been  placed  ready  for  him 
a  lamp  and  the  French  work  on  Egyptian  hieroglyphics  that 
he  had  begun.  .Over  the  easy-chair  there  hung  in  a  gold  frame 
an  oval  portrait  of  Anna,  a  fine  painting  by  a  celebrated 
artist.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  glanced  at  it.  The  unfathom- 

able eyes  gazed  ironically  and  insolently  at  him.  Insufferably 
insolent  and  challenging  was  the  effect  in  Alexey  Alexandro-, 

vitch's  eyes  of  the  black  lace  about   the   head,   admirablit 
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touched  in  by  the  painter,  the  black  hair  and  handsome  whit
e 

hand  with  one  finger  lifted,  covered  with  rings.    After  looking 

at  the  portrait  for  a  minute,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  shuddere
d 

so  that  his  lips  quivered  and  he  uttered  the  sound  "brrr,"  a
nd 

turned  away.     He  made  haste  to  sit  down  in  his  easy-chair 

and  opened  the  book.     He  tried  to  read,  but  he  could  not 

revive  the  very  vivid  interest  he  had  felt  before  in  Egyptian 

hieroglyphics.    He  looked  at  the  book  and  thought  of  some
- 

thing else.    He  thought  not  of  his  wife,  but  of  a  complication 

that  had  arisen  in  his  official  life,  which  at  the  time  constituted 

the  chief  interest  of  it.    He  felt  that  he  had  penetrated  more 

deeply  than  ever  before  into  this  intricate  affair,  and  that  he 

had  originated  a  leading  idea— he  could  say  it  without  self -f
lat- 

tery—calculated  to  clear  up  the  whole  business,  to  strengthen 

him  in  his  official  career,  to  discomfit  his  enemies,  and  thereby 

to  be  of  the  greatest  benefit  to  the  government.    Directly  the 

servant  had  set  the  tea  and  left  the  room,  Alexey  Alexandro-
 

vitch got  up  and  went  to  the  writing-table.     Moving  into 

the  middle  of  the  table  a  portfolio  of  papers,  with  a  scarcely 

perceptible  smile  of  self-satisfaction,  he  took  a  pencil  fro
m 

a  rack  and  plunged  into  the  perusal  of  a  complex  repor
t 

relating  to  the  present  complication.     The  complication
  was 

of  this  nature:  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  characteristic  quality 

as  a  politician,  that  special  individual  qualification  tha
t  every 

rising  functionary  possesses,  the  qualification  that  
with  his 

unflagging  ambition,  his  reserve,  his  honesty,  and  
his  self-con- 

fidence had  made  his  career,  was  his  contempt  for  red  tape,  his 

cutting  down  of  correspondence,  his  direct  contact,  
wherever 

possible,  with  the  living  fact,  and  his  economy.    It  happe
ned 

that  the  famous  Commission  of  the  2nd  of  June  had  set  on  f
oot 

an  inquiry  into  the  irrigation  of  lands  in  the  Zaraisky 
 prov- 

ince, which  fell  under  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  department, 

and  was  a  glaring  example  of  fruitless  expenditure  and  pape
r 

reforms.     Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  aware  of  the  truth  oi 

this.     The  irrigation  of  these  lands  in  the  Zaraisky  province 

had  been  initiated  by  the  predecessor  of  Alexey  Alexand
ro- 

r itch's  predecessor.     And  vast  sums  of  money  had  actually 



ANNA  KARENINA  365 

been  spent  and  were  still  being  spent  on  this  business,  and 
utterly  unproductively,  and  the  whole  business  could  obviously 
lead  to  nothing  whatever.     Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  per- 

ceived this  at  once  on  entering  office,  and  would  have  liked  to 
lay  hands  on  the  Board  of  Irrigation.    But  at  first,  when  he 
did  not  yet  feel  secure  in  his  position,  he  knew  it  would  affect 
too  many  interests,  and  would  be  injudicious.    Later  on  he  had 
been  engrossed  in  other  questions,  and  had  simply  forgotten 
the  Board  of  Irrigation.     It  went   of  itself,   like   all   such 
boards,  by  the  mere  force  of  inertia.     (Many  people  gained 
their  livelihood  by  the  Board  of  Irrigation,   especially  one 
highly  conscientious  and  musical  family:  all  the  daughters 
played  on  stringed  instruments,  and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
knew  the  family  and  had  stood  godfather  to  one  of  the  elder 
daughters.)     The  raising  of  this  question  by  a  hostile  depart- 

ment was  in  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  opinion  a  dishonorable 
proceeding,  seeing  that  in  every  department  there  were  things 
similar  and  worse,  which  no  one  inquired  into,  for  well-known 
reasons  of  official  etiquette.    However,  now  that  the  glove  had 
been  thrown  down  to  him,  he  had  boldly  picked  it  up  and  de- 

manded the  appointment  of  a  special  commission  to  investigate 
and  verify  the  working  of  the  Board  of  Irrigation  of  the  lands 
in  the  Zaraisky  province.     But  in  compensation  he  gave  no 
quarter  to  the  enemy  either.    He  demanded  the  appointment 
of  another  special  commission  to  inquire  into  the  question  of 
the  Native  Tribes  Organization  Committee.     The  question  of 
the  Native  Tribes  had  been  brought  up  incidentally  in  the 
Commission  of  the  2nd  of  June,  and  had  been  pressed  forward 
actively  by  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  as  one  admitting  of  no 
delay  on  account  of  the  deplorable  condition  of  the  native 
tribes.    In  the  commission  this  question  had  been  a  ground  of 
contention  between  several  departments.    The  department  hos- 

tile to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  proved  that  the  condition  of  the 
native  tribes  was  exceedingly  flourishing,  that  the  proposed  re- 

construction might  be  the  ruin  of  their  prosperity,  and  that  if 
there  were  anything  wrong,  it  arose  mainly  from  the  failure  on 
the  part  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  department  to  carry  out 
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the  measures  prescribed  by  law.     Now  Alexe
y  Alexandre- 

vitch  intended  to  demand :  First,  that  a  new  commission  should 

be  formed  which  should  be  empowered  to  investigate
  the  condi- 

tion of  the  native  tribes  on  the  spot;  secondly,  if  it  should
  ap- 

pear that  the  condition  of  the  native  tribes  actually  was
  such 

as  it  appeared  to  be  from  the  official  documents  in
  the  hands  of 

the  committee,  that  another  new  scientific  com
mission  should 

be  appointed  to  investigate  the  deplorable  condi
tion  of  the  na- 

tive tribes  from  the-(l)  political,  (2)  administrative, 
 (3)  eco- 

nomic,  (4)  ethnographical,   (5)  material,  and  (6)   
religious 

points  of  view ;  thirdly,  that  evidence  should  be  required  from
 

the  rival  department  of  the  measures  that  had 
 been  taken  dur- 

ing the  last  ten  years  by  that  department  for  avert
ing  the  dis- 

astrous conditions  in  which  the  native  tribes  were  now  pl
aced; 

and  fourthly  and  finally,  that  that  department 
 be  asked  to  ex- 

plain  why  it  had,  as  appeared  from  the  
evidence  before  the 

committee,  from  No.  17,015  and  18,308,  from 
 December  5, 1863 

and  June  7,  1864,  acted  in  direct  contrave
ntion  of  the  inten- 

tion of  the  law  T    .     .    .    Act  18,  and  the  note  to  A
ct  36     A 

flash  of  eagerness  suffused  the  face  of  A
lexey  Alexandrov.tch 

as  he  rapidly  wrote  out  a  synopsis  of  these
  ideas  for  his  own 

benefit.    Having  filled  a  sheet  of  paper,  he  got
  up,  rang,  and 

sent  a  note  to  the  chief  secretary  of  his  depar
tment  to  look  up 

certain  necessary  facts  for  him.    Getting  up
  and  walking  about 

the  room,  he  glanced  again  at  the  portrait,
  frowned  and  smiled 

contemptuously.    After  reading  a  little  m
ore  of  the  book  on 

EKVPtian  hieroglyphics,  and  renewing  
his  interest  in  it  Alexey 

Ateandrovitch  went  to  bed  at  eleven  
o'clock,  and  recollecting 

as  he  lay  in  bed  the  incident  with  his  wife,  he
  saw  it  now  m  by 

no  means  such  a  gloomy  light. 

CHAPTER  XV 

Though  Anna  had  obstinately  an
d  with  exasperation  con- 

Jdlted  Vronsky  when  he  told  her
  their  position  was  impo* 
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ible,  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart  she  regarded  her  own  position 
,s  false  and  dishonorable,  and  she  longed  with  her  whole  soul 
o  change  it.  On  the  way  home  from  the  races  she  had  told  her 
insband  the  truth  in  a  moment  of  excitement,  and  in  spite 
f  the  agony  she  had  suffered  in  doing  so,  she  was  glad  of  it. 
^fter  her  husband  had  left  her,  she  told  herself  that  she  was 
;lad,  that  now  everything  was  made  clear,  and  at  least  there 
vould  be  no  more  lying  and  deception.  It  seemed  to  her 
•eyond  doubt  that  her  position  was  now  made  clear  forever.  It 
aight  be  bad,  this  new  position,  but  it  would  be  clear ;  there 
wuld  be  no  indefiniteness  or  falsehood  about  it.  The  pain  she 
lad  caused  herself  and  her  husband  in  uttering  those  words 
rould  be  rewarded  now  by  everything  being  made  clear,  she 
hought.  That  evening  she  saw  Vronsky,  but  she  did  not  tell 
lim  of  what  had  passed  between  her  and  her  husband,  though, 
o  make  the  position  definite,  it  was  necessary  to  tell  him. 
When  she  woke  up  next  morning  the  first  thing  that  rose 

o  her  mind  was  what  she  had  said  to  her  husband,  and  those 
7ords  seemed  to  her  so  awful  that  she  could  not  conceive  now 
tow  she  could  have  brought  herself  to  utter  those  strange, 
oarse  words,  and  could  not  imagine  what  would  come  of  it. 
5ut  the  words  were  spoken,  and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had 
;one  away  without  saying  anything.  '  <  I  saw  Vronsky  and  did 
lot  tell  him.  At  the  very  instant  he  was  going  away  I  would 
lave  turned  him  back  and  told  him,  but  I  changed  my  mind, 
•ecause  it  was  strange  that  I  had  not  told  him  the  first  minute. 
\Hry  was  it  I  wanted  to  tell  him  and  did  not  tell  him?"  And 
n  answer  to  this  question  a  burning  blush  of  shame  spread 
ver  her  face.  She  knew  what  had  kept  her  from  it ;  she  knew 
hat  she  had  been  ashamed.  Her  position,  which  had  seemed  to 
ter  simplified  the  night  before,  suddenly  struck  her  now  as  not 
nly  not  simple,  but  as  absolutely  hopeless.  She  felt  terrified 
t  the  disgrace,  of  which  she  had  not  ever  thought  before. 
)irectly  she  thought  of  what  her  husband  would  do,  the  most 
errible  ideas  came  to  her  mind.  She  had  a  vision  of  being 
urned  out  of  the  house,  of  her  shame  being  proclaimed  to  all 
he  world.    She  asked  herself  where  she  should  go  when  she 
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was  turned  out  of  the  house,   and  she  could  not   find 
answer. 

When  she  thought  of  Vronsky,  it  seemed  to  her  that  he  di 
not  love  her,  that  he  was  already  beginning  to  be  tired  of  he] 
that  she  could  not  offer  herself  to  him,  and  she  felt  bitte 
against  him  for  it.  It  seemed  to  her  that  the  words  that  sh 
had  spoken  to  her  husband,  and  had  continually  repeated  i 
her  imagination,  she  had  said  to  every  one,  and  every  one  ha 
heard  them.  She  could  not  bring  herself  to  look  those  of  he 
own  household  in  the  face.  She  could  not  bring  herself  to  ca 

her  maid,  and  still  less  to  go  down-stairs  and  see  her  son  an 
his  governess. 

The  maid,  who  had  been  listening  at  her  door  for  a  Ion 
while,  came  into  her  room  of  her  own  accord.  Anna  glance 
inquiringly  into  her  face,  and  blushed  with  a  scared  look.  Tl 
maid  begged  her  pardon  for  coming  in,  saying  that  she  ha 
fancied  the  bell  rang.  She  brought  her  clothes  and  a  not 
The  note  was  from  Betsy.  Betsy  reminded  her  that  Lii 
Merkalov  and  Baroness  Shtolz  were  coming  to  play  croqu 
with  her  that  morning  with  their  adorers,  Kaluzhsky  and  6 

Stremov.  ' '  Come,  if  only  as  a  study  in  morals.  I  shall  expe 
you, ' '  she  finished. 

Anna  read  the  note  and  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

1 '  Nothing,  I  need  nothing, ' '  she  said  to  Annushka,  who  w 
rearranging  the  bottles  and  brushes  on  the  dressing-tab 

"You  can  go.  I'll  dress  at  once  and  come  down.  I  ne 

nothing." 
Annushka  went  out,  but  Anna  did  not  begin  dressing,  ai 

sat  in  the  same  position,  her  head  and  hands  hanging  lis] 
lessly,  and  every  now  and  then  she  shivered  all  over,  seem 
as  though  she  would  make  some  gesture,  utter  some  word,  a: 
sank  back  into  lifelessness  again.     She  repeated  continua 

"My  God!  my  God!"    But  neither  "God"  nor  "my"  had  a: 
meaning  to  her.    The  idea  of  seeking  help  in  her  difficulty 

|  religion  was  as  remote  from  her  as  seeking  help  from  Alex| 
Alexandrovitch  himself,  although  she  had  never  had  doul 
of  the  faith  in  which  she  had  been  brought  up.     She  kne 
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hat  the  support  of  religion  was  possible  only  upon  condition 
f  renouncing  what  made  up  for  her  the  whole  meaning  of 
Ife.  She  was  not  simply  miserable,  she  began  to  feel  alarm 
t  the  new  spiritual  condition,  never  experienced  before,  in 
rtiich  she  found  herself.  She  felt  as  though  everything  were 
eginning  to  be  double  in  her  soul,  just  as  objects  sometimes 

ppear  double  to  over-tired  eyes.    She  hardly  knew  at  times 
hat  it  was  she  feared,  and  what  she  hoped  for.  Whether 
he  feared  or  desired  what  had  happened,  or  what  was  going 
o  happen,  and  exactly  what  she  longed  for,  she  could  not  have 

laid. 

'Ah,  what  am  I  doing!"  she  said  to  herself,  feeling  a  sud- len  thrill  of  pain  in  both  sides  of  her  head.  When  she  came  to 
erself,  she  saw  that  she  was  holding  her  hair  in  both  hands, 
'ach  side  of  her  temples,  and  pulling  it.  She  jumped  up,  and 
iegan  walking  about. 

"The  coffee  is  ready,  and  mademoiselle  and  Seryozha  are 
raiting, ' '  said  Annushka,  coming  back  again  and  finding  Anna to  the  same  position. 

"Seryozha?  What  about  Seryozha?"  Anna  asked,  with 
udden  eagerness,  recollecting  her  son's  existence  for  the  first 
ime  that  morning. 

'He's  been  naughty,  I  think,"  answered  Annushka  with  a mile. 

"In  what  way?" 
"Some  peaches  were  lying  on  the  table  in  the  corner  room. 
think  he  slipped  in  and  ate  one  of  them  on  the  sly." 
The  recollection  of  her  son  suddenly  roused  Anna  from  the 

elpless  condition  in  which  she  found  herself.  She  recalled 
ie  partly  sincere,  though  greatly  exaggerated,  role  of  the 
lother  living  for  her  child,  which  she  had  taken  up  of  late 
ears,  and  she  felt  with  joy  that  in  the  plight  in  which  she 
ound  herself  she  had  a  support,  quite  apart  from  her  relation 
o  her  husband  or  to  Vronsky.  This  support  was  her  son.  In 
whatever  position  she  might  be  placed,  she  could  not  lose  her 
on.  Her  husband  might  put  her  to  shame  and  turn  her  out, 
"ronsky  might  grow  cold  to  her  and  go  on  living  his  own  life 
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apart  (she  thought  of  him  again  with  bitterness  and  re 

proach)  ;  she  could  not  leave  her  son.  She  had  an  aim  in  life 
And  she  must  act ;  act  to  secure  this  relation  to  her  son,  so  tha 

he  might  not  be  taken  from  her.  Quickly  indeed,  as  quickl; 

as  possible,  she  must  take  action  before  he  was  taken  from  hei 

She  must  take  her  son  and  go  away.  Here  was  the  one  thinj 

she  had  to  do  now.  She  needed  consolation.  She  must  b 

calm,  and  get  out  of  this  insufferable  position.  The  though 

of  immediate  action  binding  her  to  her  son,  of  going  awa; 

somewhere  with  him,  gave  her  this  consolation. 

She  dressed  quickly,  went  down-stairs,  and  with  resolut 

steps  walked  into  the  drawing-room,  where  she  found,  as  usua 

waiting  for  her,  the  coffee,  Seryozha,  and  his  governess.  Se 

yozha,  all  in  white,  with  his  back  and  head  bent,  was  standin 

at  a  table  under  a  looking-glass,  and  with  an  expression  of  h 

tense  concentration  which  she  knew  well,  and  in  which  he  r< 

sembled  his  father,  he  was  doing  something  to  the  flowers  1 
carried. 

The  governess  had  a  particularly  severe  expression.  Se 

yozha  screamed  shrilly,  as  he  often  did,  "Ah,  mamma!"  an 
stopped,  hesitating  whether  to  go  to  greet  his  mother  and  pi 

down  the  flowers,  or  to  finish  making  the  wreath  and  go  wit 
the  flowers. 

The  governess,  after  saying  good-morning,  began  a  long  an 

detailed  account  of  Seryozha 's  naughtiness,  but  Anna  did  f 

hear  her ;  she  was  considering  whether  she  would  take  her  wil 

her  or  not.  "No,  I  won't  take  her,"  she  decided.  "I'll! 

alone  with  my  child. "  1 

"Yes,  it's  very  wrong,"  said  Anna,  and  taking  her  son  t 

the  shoulder  she  looked  at  him,  not  severely,  but  with  a  tim: 

glance  that  bewildered  and  delighted  the  boy,  and  she  kiss< 

him.  ' '  Leave  him  to  me,  "she  said  to  the  astonished  governed 

and  not  letting  go  of  her  son,  she  sat  down  at  the  table,  whe 

coffee  was  set  ready  for  her. 

-Mamma!  I  .  .  .  I  .  .  •  didn't  .  .  ."he  said,  tr 

ing  to  make  out  from  her  expression  what  was  in  store  for
  hi 

in  regard  to  the  peaches. 
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*  *  Seryozha, ' '  she  said,  as  soon  as  the  governess  had  left  the 

oom,  "that  was  wrong,  but  you'll  never  do  it  again,  will  you? 
.     .     You  love  me !" 

She  felt  that  the  tears  were  coming  into  her  eyes.  "Can  I 
elp  loving  him  ? ' '  she  said  to  herself,  looking  deeply  into  his 
3ared  and  at  the  same  time  delighted  eyes.  ' '  And  can  he  ever 
oin  his  father  in  punishing  me  ?  Is  it  possible  he  will  not  feel 

or  me?"  Tears  were  already  flowing  down  her  face,  and  to 
ide  them  she  got  up  abruptly  and  almost  ran  out  on  to  the 
3rrace. 

After  the  thunder-showers  of  the  last  few  days,  cold,  bright 
weather  had  set  in.  The  air  was  cold  in  the  bright  sun  that 
ltered  through  the  freshly  washed  leaves. 
She  shivered,  both  from  the  cold  and  from  the  inward  horror 

/hich  had  clutched  her  with  fresh  force  in  the  open  air. 

"Ilun  along,  run  along  to  Mariette, "  she  said  to  Seryozha, 
/ho  had  followed  her  out,  and  she  began  walking  up  and 

.own  on  the  straw  matting  of  the  terrace.  "Can  it  be  that 
hey  won't  forgive  me,  won't  understand  how  it  all  couldn't 
e  helped  ? ' '  she  said  to  herself. 
Standing  still,  and  looking  at  the  tops  of  the  aspen-trees 

raving  in  the  wind,  with  their  freshly  washed,  brightly  shining 
aves  in  the  cold  sunshine,  she  knew  that  they  would  not 

orgive  her,  that  every  one  and  everything  would  be  merciless 
o  her  now  as  was  that  sky,  that  green.  And  again  she  felt 

hat  everything  was  split  in  two  in  her  soul.  "I  mustn't, 
lustn  't  think, ' '  she  said  to  herself.  * '  I  must  get  ready.  To  go 
rtiere?  When?  Whom  to  take  with  me?  Yes,  to  Moscow 

»y  the  evening  train.  Annushka  and  Seryozha,  and  only  the 
aost  necessary  things.  But  first  I  must  write  to  them  both. 
>he  went  quickly  indoors  into  her  boudoir,  sat  down  at  the 

table,  and  wrote  to  her  husband: — "After  what  has  happened, 
cannot  remain  any  longer  in  your-  house.  I  am  going  away, 

nd  taking  my  son  with  me.  I  don 't  know  the  law,  and  so  I 
•Ion 't  know  with  which  of  the  parents  the  son  should  remain ; 
jmt  I  take  him  with  me  because  I  cannot  live  without  him. 

5e  generous,  leave  him  me." 
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  ^—   "f 
Up  to  this  point  she  wrote  rapidly  and  naturally,  but  the 

appeal  to  his  generosity,  a  quality  she  did  not  recognize  in 

him,  and  the  necessity  of  winding  up  the  letter  with  something 

touching,  pulled  her  up.  "Of  my  fault  and  my  remorse  ] 

cannot  speak,  because     .     .     ." 
She  stopped  again,  finding  no  connection  in  her  ideas 

"No,"  she  said  to  herself,  "there's  no  need  of  anything,"  anc 
tearing  up  the  letter  she  wrote  it  again,  leaving  out  the  allusioi 

to  generosity,  and  sealed  it  up.  I 

Another  letter  had  to  be  written  to  Vronsky.  "I  have  tolc 

my  husband,"  she  wrote,  and  she  sat  a  long  while  unable  t( 

write  more.  It  was  so  coarse,  so  unfeminine.  "And  wha 

more  am  I  to  write  to  him  V '  she  said  to  herself.  Again  a  flusl 

of  shame  spread  over  her  face ;  she  recalled  ttfe  composure,  anc 

a  feeling  of  anger  against  him  impelled  her\o  tear  the  shee 

with  the  phrase  she  had  written  into  tiny  bits\  "No  need  o 

anything,"  she  said  to  herself,  and  closing  heVblotting-cas 

she  went  up-stairs,  told  the  governess  and  the  serves  that  sh 

was  going  that  day  to  Moscow,  and  at  once  set  to  work  to  pad 
up  her  things. 

CHAPTER  XVI 

All  the  rooms  of  the  summer  villa  were  full  of  porters,  gai 

deners,  and  footmen  going  to  and  fro  carrying  out  thing* 

Cupboards  and  chests  were  open ;  twice  they  had  sent  to  th 

shop  for  cord ;  pieces  of  newspaper  were  tossing  about  on  th 

floor.  Two  trunks,  some  bags  and  strapped-up  rugs,  had  bee 

carried  down  into  the  hall.  The  carriage  and  two  hired  cat 

were  waiting  at  the  steps.  Anna,  forgetting  her  inward  a  git? 

tion  in  the  work  of  packing,  was  standing  at  a  table  in  he 

boudoir,  packing  her  traveling-bag,  when  Annushka  called  h
e 

attention  to  the  rattle  of  some  carriage  driving  up.  Anr 

looked  out  of  the  window  and  saw  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 

courier  on  the  steps,  ringing  at  the  front  door  bell. 
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"Run  and  find  out  what  it  is,"  she  said,  and  with  a  calm 
mse  of  being  prepared  for  anything,  she  sat  down  in  a  low 
hair,  folding  her  hands  on  her  knees.    A  footman  brought  in 

thick  packet  directed  in  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  's  hand. 
1 '  The  courier  has  orders  to  wait  for  an  answer, ' '  he  said. 
"Very  well,"  she  said,  and  as  soon  as  he  had  left  the  room 

he  tore  open  the  letter  with  trembling  fingers.  A  roll  of  un- 
)lded  notes  done  up  in  a  wrapper  fell  out  of  it.  She  disen- 

aged  the  letter  and  began  reading  it  at  the  end.  "Prepara- 
ons  shall  be  made  for  your  arrival  here.  ...  I  attach 

articular  significance  to  compliance  .  .  . "  she  read.  She 
an  on,  then  back,  read  it  all  through,  and  once  more  read  the 
itter  all  through  again  from  the  beginning.  When  she  had 
nished  she  felt  that  she  was  cold  all  over,  and  that  a  fearful 
alamity,  such  as  she  had  not  expected,  had  burst  upon  her. 
In  the  morning  she  had  regretted  that  she  had  spoken  to 

er  husband,  and  wished  for  nothing  so  much  as  that  those 
ords  could  be  unspoken.  And  here  this  letter  regarded  them 
s  unspoken,  and  gave  her  what  she  had  wanted.  But  now  this 
3tter  seemed  to  her  more  awful  than  anything  she  had  been 
ble  to  conceive. 

"He's  right!"  she  said;  "of  course,  he's  always  right;  he's 
Christian,  he's  generous!  Yes,  vile,  base  creature!  And  no 
ne  understands  it  except  me,  and  no  one  ever  will ;  and  I  can't 
xplain  it.  They  say  he's  so  religious,  so  high-principled,  so 
pright,  so  clever;  but  they  don't  see  what  I've  seen.  They 
on't  know  how  he  has  crushed  my  life  for  eight  years,  crushed yerything  that  was  living  in  me— he  has  not  once  even 

taught  that  I'm  a  live  woman  who  must  have  love.  They 
on't  know  how  at  every  step  he's  humiliated  me,  and  been 
list  as  pleased  with  himself.  Haven't  I  striven,  striven  with 
U  my  strength,  to  find  something  to  give  meaning  to  my  life? 
Eaven't  I  struggled  to  love  him,  to  love  my  son  when  I  could ot  love  my  husband?  But  the  time  came  when  I  knew  that 
couldn't  cheat  myself  any  longer,  that  I  was  alive,  that  I  was ot  to  blame,  that  God  has  made  me  so  that  I  must  love  and 
ve.    And  now  what  does  he  do?    If  he'd  killed  me,  if  he'd 
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Killed  him,  I  could  have  borne  anything,  I  could  have  forgiven  S 

anything ;  but  no,  he  .  .  .  How  was  it  I  didn  't  guess  what  fas 
he  would  do?  He's  doing  just  what's  characteristic  of  his  i 

mean  character.  He'll  keep  himself  in  the  right,  while  me,  in  lyi 

my  ruin,  he'll  drive  still  lower  to  worse  ruin  yet.  .  .  ."  eir 

She  recalled  the  words  from  the  letter.  "You  can  con-  he 

jecture  what  awaits  you  and  your  son.  .  .  ."  "That's  8  q 
threat  to  take  away  my  child,  and  most  likely  by  their  stupid  le 

law  he  can.  But  I  know  very  well  why  he  says  it.  He  doesn'1  si 
believe  even  in  my  love  for  my  child,  or  he  despises  it  (just  as  osi 

he  always  used  to  ridicule  it).  He  despises  that  feeling  J 

me,  but  he  knows  that  I  won't  abandon  my  child,  that  I  can' 
abandon  my  child,  that  there  could  be  no  life^fprjne_withou 

my.  child,  even  withTumTwhom  I  love ;  but  that  if  I  abandoned 

my  child  and  ran  away  from  him,  I  should  be  acting  like  tW 

most  infamous,  basest  of  women.  He  knows  that,  and  know 

that  I  am  incapable  of  doing  that." 

She  recalled  another  sentence  in  the  letter.  "Our  life  mus  ft 

go  on  as  it  has  done  in  the  past.  .  .  ."  "That  life  wa  bi 
miserable  enough  in  old  days ;  it  has  been  awful  of  late.  Wha  B 

will  it  be  now  ?  And  he  knows  all  that ;  he  knows  that  I  can'  [ 

repent  that  I  breathe,  that  I  love ;  he  knows  that  it  can  lea<  I 

to  nothing  but  lying  and  deceit ;  but  he  wants  to  go  on  toi  \ 

turing  me.  I  know  him;  I  know  that  he's  at  home  and  i  i[ 

happy  in  deceit,  like  a  fish  swimming  in  the  water.  No,  
i\ 

won 't  give  him  that  happiness.  I  '11  break  through  the  spideij 

web  of  lies  in  which  he  wants  to  catch  me,  come  what  ma
j1 

Anything 's  better  than  lying  and  deceit." 
"But  how?    My  God!  my  God!    Was  ever  a  woman  * 

miserable  as  I  am  ?     ..."  „   , 
"No-  I  will  break  through  it,  I  will  break  through  it!  i 

cried,  jumping  up  and  keeping  back  her  tear
s.  And  she  we* 

to  the  writing-table  to  write  him  another  letter. 
 But  at  1 

bottom  of  her  heart  she  felt  that  she  was  not 
 strong  enoug 

to  break  through  anything,  that  she  was  not  s
trong  enough  1 

get  out  of  her  old  position,  however  false  
and  dishonorable 

might  be. 
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She  sat  down  at  the  writing-table,  but  instead  of  writing  she 
asped  her  hands  on  the  table,  and,  laying  her  head  on  them, 
urst  into  tears,  with  sobs  and  heaving  breast  like  a  child 
rying.  She  was  weeping  that  her  dream  of  her  position 
eing  made  clear  and  definite  had  been  annihilated  forever, 
khe  knew  beforehand  that  everything  would  go  on  in  the  old 
ray,  and  far  worse  indeed  than  in  the  old  way.     She  felt  that 
e  position  in  the  world  that  she  enjoyed,  and  that  had 
eemed  to  her  of  so  little  consequence  in  the  morning,  that  this 

osition  was  precious  to  her,  that  she  jwould  not  have  the 
rength  to  exchange  it  for  the  shameful  position  of  a  woman 
ho  has  abandoned  husband  and  child  to  join  her  lover ;  that 
owever  much  she  might  struggle,  she  could  not  be  stronger 
lan  herself.  She  would  never  know  freedom  in  love,  but 
rould  remain  forever  a  guilty  wife,  with  the  menace  of 

etection "hanging  over  her  at  every  instant;  deceiving  her usband  for  the  sake  of  a  shameful  connection  with  a  man 

ving  apart  and  away  from  her,  whose  life  she  could  never 
lare.  She  knew  that  this  was  how  it  would  be,  and  at  the 
ame  time  it  was  so  awful  that  she  could  not  even  conceive 

hat  it  would  end  in.  And  she  cried  without  restraint,  as 
lildren  cry  when  they  are  punished. 

The  sound  of  the  footman's  steps  forced  her  to  rouse  her- 
elf,  and,  hiding  her  face  from  him,  she  pretended  to  be 
rriting. 

'The   courier   asks   if   there's  an   answer,"   the   footman 
nnounced. 

"An  answer?  Yes,"  said  Anna.  "Let  him  wait.  I'll 

mg. ' ' 

"What  can  I  write?"  she  thought.  "What  can  I  decide 
pon  alone?  What  do  I  know?  What  do  I  want?  What  is 

here  I  care  for?"  Again  she  felt  that  her  soul  was  beginning 
o  be  split  in  two.  She  was  terrified  again  at  this  feeling, 
no!  clutcTieoTat  the  first  pretext  for  doing  something  which 
light  divert  her  thoughts  from  herself.  "I  ought  to  see 
Mexey"  (so  she  called  Vronsky  in  her  thoughts)  ;  "no  one 
ut  he  can  tell  me  what  I  ought  to  do.     I'll  go  to  Betsy's, 
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perhaps  I  shall  see  him  there, ' '  she  said  to  herself,  completely 
forgetting  that  when  she  had  told  him  the  day  before  that  sh< 

was  not  going  to  Princess  Tverskoy  's,  he  had  said  that  in  tha' 
case  he  should  not  go  either.  She  went  up  to  the  table,  wrote 

to  her  husband,  ''I  have  received  your  letter. — A.";  and 
ringing  the  bell,  gave  it  to  the  footman. 

' '  We  are  not  going, ' '  she  said  to  Annushka,  as  she  came  in 
"Not  going  at  all?" 
' '  No ;  don 't  unpack  till  to-morrow,  and  let  the  carriage  wait 

I'm  going  to  the  princess's." 
'  *  Which  dress  am  I  to  get  ready  ? ' ' 

CHAPTER  XVII 

The  croquet  party  to  which  the  Princess  Tverskoy  had  in 

vited  Anna  was  to  consist  of  two  ladies  and  their  adorers 

These  two  ladies  were  the  chief  representatives  of  a  select  ne\ 

Petersburg  circle,  nicknamed,  in  imitation  of  some  imitation 

les  sept  merveilles  du  monde.  These  ladies  belonged  to  a  circl 

which,  though  of  the  highest  society,  was  utterly  hostile  t 

that  in  which  Anna  moved.  Moreover,  Stremov,  one  of  th 

most  influential  people  in  Petersburg,  and  the  elderly  admire 

of  Liza  Merkalov,  was  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  enemy  in  th 
political  world.  From  all  these  considerations  Anna  had  n 

meant  to  go,  and  the  hints  in  Princess  Tverskoy 's  note  refer  J 
to  her  refusal.  But  now  Anna  was  eager  to  go,  in  the  ho 

of  seeing  Vronsky. 

Anna  arrived  at  Princess  Tverskoy 's  earlier  than  the  oth 

guests. 

At  the  same  moment  as  she  entered,  Vronsky 's  footm 

with  side-whiskers  combed  out  like  a  hammer -yunker,  went  i 

too.     He  stopped  at  the  door,  and,  taking  off  his  cap,  let  h< 

pass.     Anna  recognized  him,   and   only   then   recalled   th 

Vronsky  had  told  her  the  day  before  that  he  would  not  co 

Most  likely  he  was  sending  a  note  to  say  so. 
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As  she  took  off  her  outer  garment  in  the  hall  she  heard  the 

ootman,  pronouncing  his  "r's"  even  like  a  kammer-yunker, 
ay,  * '  From  the  count  for  the  princess, '  •  and  hand  the  note. 
She  longed  to  question  him  as  to  where  his  master  was. 

.he  longed  to  turn  back  and  send  him  a  letter  to  come  and 
ee  her,  or  to  go  herself  to  see  him.  But  neither  the  first  nor 
he  second  nor  the  third  course  was  possible.  Already  she 
card  bells  ringing  to  announce  her  arrival  ahead  of  her,  and 

pncess  Tverskoy's  footman  was  standing  at  the  open  door 
/aiting  for  her  to  go  forward  into  the  inner  rooms. 

"The  princess  is  in  the  garden;  they  will  inform  her  im- 

mediately. Would  you  be  pleased  to  walk  into  the  garden  ?" 
.nnounced  another  footman  in  another  room. 

The  position  of  uncertainty,  of  indecision,  was  still  the 
ame  as  at  home — worse,  in  fact,  since  it  was  impossible  to 
ake  any  step,  impossible  to  see  Vronsky,  and  she  had  to  re- 
nain  here  among  outsiders,  in  company  so  uncongenial  to  her 
present  mood.  But  she  was  wearing  a  dress  that  she  knew 
uited  her.  She  was  not  alone ;  all  around  was  .that,  luxurious, 
fitting  of  idleness  that  she  was,  used  to,  and  she  felt  less 
vretched  than  at  home.  She  was  not  forced  to  think  what  she 

vas  to  do.  Everything  would  be  done  of  itself.  On  meeting 
3etsy  coming  towards  her  in  a  white  gown  that  struck  her  by 
ts  elegance,  Anna  smiled  to  her  just  as  she  always  did. 
rincess  Tverskoy  was  walking  with  Tushkevitch  and  a  young 
ady,  a  relation,  who,  to  the  great  joy  of  her  parents  in  the 
)rovinces,  was  spending  the  summer  with  the  fashionable 
)rincess. 

There  was  probably  something  unusual  about  Anna,  for 
Betsy  noticed  it  at  once. 

"I  slept  badly,"  answered  Anna,  looking  intently  at  the 
ootman  who  came  to  meet  them,  and,  as  she  supposel,  brought 

Vronsky 's  note. 
"How  glad  I  am  you've  come!"  said  Betsy.  "I'm  tired, 

ind  was  just  longing  to  have  some  tea  before  they  come.  You 

night  go" — she  turned  to  Tushkevitch — "with  Masha,  and 
ry  the  croquet-ground  over  there  where  they've  been  cutting 
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it.  We  shall  have  time  to  talk  a  little  over  tea;  well  have  a 

cozy  chat,  eh?"  she  said  in  English  to  Anna,  with  a  smile 
pressing  the  hand  with  which  she  held  a  parasol. 

1 'Yes,  especially  as  I  can't  stay  very  long  with  you.  I'm) 
forced  to  go  on  to  old  Madame  Vrede.  I've  been  promisin 
to  go  for  a  century, ' '  said  Anna,  to  whom  lying,  alien  as  it  was 
to  her  nature,  had  become  not  merely  simple  and  natural  in 
society,  but  a  positive  source  of  satisfaction.  Why  she  said 
this,  which  she  had  not  thought  of  a  second  before,  she  could 
not  have  explained.  She  had  said  it  simply  from  the  reflection 
that  as  Vronsky  would  not  be  here,  she  had  better  secure  hei 
own  freedom,  and  try  to  see  him  somehow.  But  why  she  hac 
spoken  of  old  Madame  Vrede,  whom  she  had  to  go  and  see,  a* 
she  had  to  see  many  other  people,  she  could  not  have  ex 
plained;  and  yet,  as  it  afterwards  turned  out,  had  she  con 
trived  the  most  cunning  devices  to  meet  Vronsky,  she  coulc 
have  thought  of  nothing  better. 

"No,  I'm  not  going  to  let  you  go  for  anything,"  answered 
Betsy,  looking  intently  into  Anna's  face.  "Really,  if  I  wer< 
not  fond  of  you,  I  should  feel  offended.  One  would  think  yoi 
were  afraid  my  society  would  compromise  you.  Tea  in  thi 

little  dining-room,  please,"  she  said,  half  closing  her  eyes,  a 
she  always  did  when  addressing  the  footman. 

Taking  the  note  from  him,  she  read  it. 

"  Alexey  's  playing  us  false, "  she  said  in  French ;  "he  write 
that  he  can 't  come, ' '  she  added  in  a  tone  as  simple  and  natura 
as  though  it  could  never  enter  her  head  that  Vronsky  coul 

mean  anything  more  to  Anna  than  a  game  of  croquet.  Ann 
knew  that  Betsy  knew  everything,  but,  hearing  how  she  spok 

of  Vronsky  before  her,  she  almost  felt  persuaded  for  a  minut 
that  she  knew  nothing. 

"Ah!"  said  Anna  indifferently,  as  though  not  greatly  in 

terested  in  the  matter,  and  she  went  on  smiling:  "How  ca: 

you  or  your  friends  compromise  any  one  ? ' ' 
This  playing  with  words,  this  hiding  of  a  secret,  had  a  grea 

fascination  for  Anna,  as,  indeed,  it  has  for  all  women.  And  i 

was  not  the  necessity  of  concealment,  not  the  aim  with  whic 

i 

p 

i 

! 

4 
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e  concealment  was  contrived,  but  the  process  of  concealment 
self  attracted  her. 

I  can't  be  more  Catholic  than  the  Pope,"  she  said. 
Stremov  and  Liza  Merkalov,  why,  they're  the  cream  of  the 
earn  of  society.  Besides,  they're  received  everywhere,  and 
-she  laid  special  stress  on  the  I — "have  never  been  strict 

id  intolerant.     It 's  simply  that  I  haven 't  the  time. ' ' 
No;  you  don't  care,  perhaps,  to  meet  Stremov?  Let  him 

id  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  tilt  at  each  other  in  the  com- 

ittee — that's  no  affair  of  ours.  But  in  the  world,  he's  the 
ost  amiable  man  I  know,  and  a  devoted  croquet-player.  You 

all  see.  And,  in  spite  of  his  absurd  position  as  Liza's  love- 
ck  swain  at  his  age,  you  ought  to  see  how  he  carries  off  the 

)surd  position.  He's  very  nice.  Sappho  Shtoltz  you  don't 
low  ?  Oh,  that 's  a  new  type,  quite  new. ' ' 
Betsy  said  all  this,  and,  at  the  same  time,  from  her  good- 
imored,  shrewd  glance,  Anna  felt  that  she  partly  guessed 
r  plight,  and  was  hatching  something  for  her  benefit.  They 
ere  in  the  little  boudoir. 

I  must  write  to  Alexey  though,"  and  Betsy  sat  down  to  the 
ble,  scribbled  a  few  lines,  and  put  the  note  in  an  envelope. 

'I'm  telling  him  to  come  to  dinner.  I've  one  lady  extra 
dinner  with  me,  and  no  man  to  take  her  in.  Look  what 

ve  said,  will  that  persuade  him?  Excuse  me,  I  must  leave 
3U  for  a  minute.  Would  you  seal  it  up,  please,  and  send  it 

i* ?"  she  said  from  the  door ;  "I  have  to  give  some  directions." 
Without  a  moment's  thought,  Anna  sat  down  to  the  table 
ith  Betsy's  letter,  and,  without  reading  it,  wrote  below: 
It's  essential  for  me  to  see  you.  Come  to  the  Vrede  garden, 
shall  be  there  at  six  o  'clock. ' '  She  sealed  it  up,  and,  Betsy 
wiling  back,  in  her  presence  handed  the  note  to  be  taken. 
At  tea,  which  was  brought  them  on  a  little  tea-table  in  the 
)ol  little  drawing-room,  the  cozy  chat  promised  by  Princess 
verskoy  before  the  arrival  of  her  visitors  really  did  come  off 
3tween  the  two  women.  They  criticized  the  people  they  were 
tpecting,  and  the  conversation  fell  upon  Liza  Merkalov. 

"She's  very  sweet,  and  I  always  liked  her,"  said  Anna. 
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"You  ought  to  like  her.  She  raves  about  you.  Yesterda; 
she  came  up  to  me  after  the  races  and  was  in  despair  at  no 

finding  you.  She  says  you're  a  real  heroine  of  romance,  am 
that  if  she  were  a  man  she  would  do  all  sorts  of  mad  thing 

for  your  sake.     Stremov  says  she  does  that  as  it  is. ' ' 
"But  do  tell  me,  please,  I  never  could  make  it  out,"  sal 

Anna,  after  being  silent  for  some  time,  speaking  in  a  ton 

that  showed  she  was  not  asking  an  idle  question,  but  what  shf 
was  asking  was  of  more  importance  to  her  than.it  should  havf 

been;  "do  tell  me,  please,  what  are  her  relations  with  Prin 
Kaluzhsky,  Mishka,  as  he's  called?     I've  met  them  so  littl 
What  does  it  mean ! ' ' 

Betsy  smiled  with  her  eyes,  and  looked  intently  at  Anna. 

"  It 's  a  new  manner, ' '  she  said.  ' '  They  've  all  adopted  ths 
manner.  They've  flung  their  caps  over  the  windmills.  Br 
there  are  ways  and  ways  of  flinging  them. ' ' 

"Yes,  but  what  are  her  relations  precisely  with  Kaluzhsky' 
Betsy  broke  into  unexpectedly  mirthful  and  irrepressib 

laughter,  a  thing  which  rarely  happened  with  her. 

"You're  encroaching  on  Princess  Myaky's  special  domai 
now.  That's  the  question  of  an  enfant  terrible,"  and  Bets 
obviously  tried  to  restrain  herself,  but  could  not,  and  went  o 
into  peals  of  that  infectious  laughter  that  people  laugh  who  c 

not  laugh  often.  "You'd  better  ask  them,"  she  brought  on 
between  tears  of  laughter. 

"No;  you  laugh,"  said  Anna,  laughing  too  in  spite  of  he 
self,  "but  I  never  could  understand  it.  I  can't  understar 
the  husband 's  role  in  it. ' ' 

' '  The  husband  ?  Liza  Merkalov  's  husband  carries  her  sha^ 
and  is  always  ready  to  be  of  use.  But  anything  more  thf 
that  in  reality,  no  one  cares  to  inquire.  You  know  in  dece: 

society  one  doesn  't  talk  or  think  even  of  certain  details  of  tl 
toilet.     That 's  how  it  is  with  this.  ■ ' 

"Will  you  be  at  Madame  Rolandak's  fete?"  asked  Anna, 
change  the  conversation. 

"I  don't  think  so,"  answered  Betsy,  and,  without  looking 
her  friend,  she  began  filling  the  little  transparent  cups  wi 
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ragrant  tea.     Putting  a  cup  before  Anna,  she  took  out  a 
igarette,  and,  fitting  it  into  a  silver  holder,  she  lighted  it. 

'It's  like  this,  you  see:  I'm  in  a  fortunate  position,"  she 
legan,  quite  serious  now,  as  she  took  up  her  cup.  "I  under- 
tand  you,  and  I  understand  Liza.  Liza  now  .is  one  of  those 
aive  natures  that,  like  children,  don't  know  what's  good  and 
hat 's  bad.  Anyway,  she  didn't  comprehend  it  when  she  was 
ery  young.  And  now  she's  aware  that  the  lack  of  compre- 
ension  suits  her.  Now,  perhaps,  she  doesn't  know  on  pur- 
ose, "  said  Betsy,  with  a  subtle  smile.  "But,  anyway,  it  suits 
er.  The  very  same  thing,  don't  you  see,  may  be  looked  at 
magically,  and  turned  into  a  misery,  or  it  may  be  looked  at 
mply  and  even  humorously.  Possibly  you  are  inclined  to 
)ok  at  things  too  tragically." 
How  I  should  like  to  know  other  people  just  as  I  know 

yself !"  said  Anna,  seriously  and  dreamily.  "Am  I  worse 
lan  other  people,  or  better?     I  think  I'm  worse." 

Enfant  terrible,  enfant  terrible!''  repeated  Betsy.  "But 
ere  they  are." 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

They  heard  the  sound  of  steps  and  a  man's  voice,  then  a 
oman  's  voice  and  laughter,  and  immediately  thereafter  there 
alked  in  the  expected  guests :  Sappho  Shtoltz,  and  a  young 
an  beaming  with  excess  of  health,  the  so-called  Vaska.  It 
as  evident  that  ample  supplies  of  beefsteak,  truffles,  and 
urgundy  never  failed  to  reach  him  at  the  fitting  hour, 
aska  bowed  to  the  two  ladies,  and  glanced  at  them,  but  only 
>r  one  second.  He  walked  after  Sappho  into  the  drawing- 
K)m,  and  followed  her  about  as  though  he  were  chained  to 
•ir,  keeping  his  sparkling  eyes  fixed  on  her  as  though  he 
anted  to  eat  her.  Sappho  Shtoltz  was  a  blonde  beauty  with 
ack  eyes.  She  walked  with  smart  little  steps  in  high-heeled 
jioes,  and  shook  hands  with  the  ladies  vigorously  like  a  man. 
Anna  had  never  met  this  new  star  of  fashion,  and  was 
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struck  by  her  beauty,  the  exaggerated  extreme  to  which  hei 

dress  was  carried,  and  the  boldness  of  her  manners.  On  heia 
head  there  was  such  a  superstructure  of  soft,  golden  hair — hei 
own  and  false  mixed — that  her  head  was  equal  in  size  to  the 
elegantly  rounded  bust,  of  which  so  much  was  exposed  ii 
front.  The  impulsive  abruptness  of  her  movements  was  sucl 
that  at  every  step  the  lines  of  her  knees  and  the  upper  part  (n\ 
her  legs  were  distinctly  marked  under  her  dress,  and  th< 
question  involuntarily  rose  to  the  mind  where  in  the  un 

dulating,  piled-up  mountain  of  material  at  the  back  the  rea 
body  of  the  woman,  so  small  and  slender,  so  naked  in  front 
and  so  hidden  behind  and  below,  really  came  to  an  end. 

Betsy  made  haste  to  introduce  her  to  Anna. 

"Only  fancy,  we  all  but  ran  over  two  soldiers,"  she  begai 
telling  them  at  once,  using  her  eyes,  smiling  and  twitchinj 
away  her  tail,  which  she  flung  back  at  one  stroke  all  on  on 

side.  ' '  I  drove  here  with  Vaska.  .  .  .  Ah,  to  be  sure,  yo 
don't  know  each  other."  And  mentioning  his  surname  s 
introduced  the  young  man,  and  reddening  a  little,  broke  into 

ringing  laugh  at  her  mistake — that  is,  at  her  having  called  hirj 
Vaska  to  a  stranger.  Vaska  bowed  once  more  to  Anna,  bu 

he  said  nothing  to  her.  He  addressed  Sappho:  "You've  lofi 

your  bet.     We  got  here  first.     Pay  up, ' '  said  he,  smiling. 
Sappho  laughed  still  more  festively. 

"Not  just  now,"  said  she. 
"Oh,  all  right,  I'll  have  it  later." 
"Very  well,  very  well.  Oh,  yes."  She  turned  suddenly 

Princess  Betsy:  "I  am  a  nice  person  ...  I  positively  fo 
got  it  .  .  .  I've  brought  you  a  visitor.  And  here  I 
comes."  The  unexpected  young  visitor,  whom  Sappho  ha 
invited,  and  whom  she  had  forgotten,  was,  however,  a  pe 
sonage  of  such  consequence  that,  in  spite  of  his  youth,  both  tl 
ladies  rose  on  his  entrance. 

He  was  a  new  admirer  of  Sappho's.    He  now  dogged  h< 
footsteps,  like  Vaska. 

Soon  after  Prince  Kaluzhsky  arrived,  and  Liza  Merkal 
with  Stremov.     Liza  Merkalov  was  a  thin  brunette,  with  t 

1 
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riental,  languid  type  of  face,  and — as  every  one  used  to 
ly — exquisite  enigmatic  eyes.  The  tone  of  her  dark  dress 
Anna  immediately  observed  and  appreciated  the  fact)  was 
!i  perfect  harmony  with  her  style  of  beauty.  Liza  was  as 
bft  and  enervated  as  Sappho  was  smart  and  abrupt. 

But  to  Anna's  taste  Liza  was  far  more  attractive.  Betsy 
ad  said  to  Anna  that  she  had  adopted  the  pose  of  an  inno- 
nt  child,  but  when  Anna  saw  her,  she  felt  that  this  was  not 
le  truth.  She  really  was  both  innocent  and  corrupt,  but  a 
veet  and  passive  woman.  It  is  true  that  her  tone  was  the 

ime  as  Sappho's;  that  like  Sappho  she  had  two  men,  one 
oung  and  one  old,  tacked  onto  her,  and  devouring  her  with 
leir  eyes.  But  there  was  something  in  her  higher  than  what 
irrounded  her.  There  was  in  her  the  glow  of  the  real 
iamond  among  glass  imitations.  This  glow  shone  out  in  her 
tquisite,  truly  enigmatic  eyes.  The  weary,  and  at  the  same 
me  passionate,  glance  of  those  eyes,  encircled  by  dark  rings, 
npressed  one  by  its  perfect  sincerity.  Every  one  looking 
ito  those  eyes  fancied  he  knew  her  wholly,  and  knowing  her, 
)uld  not  but  love  her.  At  the  sight  of  Anna,  her  whole  face 
ghted  up  at  once  with  a  smile  of  delight. 

Ah,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!"  she  said,  going  up  to  her. 
Yesterday  at  the  races  all  I  wanted  was  to  get  to  you,  but 

m'd  gone  away.  I  did  so  want  to  see  you,  yesterday  espe- 
ally.  Wasn't  it  awful?"  she  said,  looking  at  Anna  with 
'es  that  seemed  to  lay  bare  all  her  soul. 

Yes;  I  had  no  idea  it  would  be  so  thrilling,"  said  Anna, ushing. 

The  company  got  up  at  this  moment  to  go  into  the  garden. 
"I'm  not  going,"  said  Liza,  smiling  and  settling  herself 
ose  to  Anna.     "You  won't  go  either,  will  you?     Who  wants 
play  croquet?" 
Oh,  I  like  it,"  said  Anna. 
There,  how  do  you  manage  never  to  be  bored  by  things? 

's  delightful  to  look  at  you.  You're  alive,  but  I'm  bored." 
"How  can  you  be  bored?  Why,  you  live  in  the  liveliest 
t  in  Petersburg,"  said  Anna. 

Hi 
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"Possibly  the  people  who  are  not  of  our  set  are  even  mon 

bored;   but  we— I   certainly—are  not  happy,   but  awfully 

awfully  bored. ' ' 
Sappho  smoking  a  cigarette  went  off  into  the  garden  wit 

the  two  young  men.     Betsy  and  Stremov  remained  at  the  te« 
table. 

! '  What,  bored ! ' '  said  Betsy.    ' '  Sappho  says  they  did  enjo; 

themselves  tremendously  at  your  house  last  night." 

1 '  Ah,  how  dreary  it  all  was ! "  said  Liza  Merkalov.  '  We  a 
drove  back  to  my  place  after  the  races.  And  always  the  sam 

people,  always  all  the  same.  Always  the  same  thing.  W 

lounged  about  on  sofas  all  the  evening.  What  is  there 

enjoy  in  that?  No;  do  tell  me  how  you  manage  never  to  t 

bored?"  she  said,  addressing  Anna  again.  "One  has  but  i 

look  at  you  and  one  sees,  here's  a  woman  who  may  be  happ 

or  unhappy,  but  isn't  bored.     Tell  me  how  you  do  it?" 
"  I  do  nothing, ' '  answered  Anna,  blushing  at  these  searchir 

questions. 

"That's  the  best  way,"  Stremov  put  in.  Stremov  was« 

man  of  fifty,  partly  gray,  but  still  vigorous-looking,  very  ugl 

but  with  a  characteristic  and  intelligent  face.  Liza  Merkah 

was  his  wife's  niece,  and  he  spent  all  his  leisure  hours  with  he 

On  meeting  Anna  Karenina,  as  he  was  Alexey  Alexandi 

vitch's  enemy  in  the  government,  he  tried,  like  a  shrewd  im 
and  a  man  of  the  world,  to  be  particularly  cordial  with  h« 
the  wife  of  his  enemy. 

"  'Nothing,'  "  he  put  in  with  a  subtle  smile,  "that's  t: 

very  best  way.  I  told  you  long  ago,"  he  said,  turning 

Liza  Merkalov,  "that  if  you  don't  want  to  be  bored,  y< 

mustn't  think  you're  going  to  be  bored.  It's  just  as  I 

mustn't  be  afraid  of  not  being  able  to  fall  asleep,  if  you: 

afraid  of  sleeplessness.  That's  just  what  Anna  Arkadyev 

has  just  said." 

"I  should  be  very  glad  if  I  had  said  it,  for  it's  not  or 
clever  but  true,"  said  Anna,  smiling. 

•    "No,  do  tell  me  why  is  it  one  can't  go  to  sleep,  and  one  cai 

help  being  bored  ? ' f 
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'To  sleep  well  one  ought  to  work,  and  to  enjoy  oneself  one 
ught  to  work  too. ' ' 

'What  am  I  to  work  for  when  my  work  is  no  use  to  any- 
(ody?  And  I  can't  and  won't  knowingly  make  a  pretense 
bout  it." 

'You're  incorrigible,' '  said  Stremov,  not  looking  at  her,  and e  spoke  again  to  Anna.  As  he  rarely  met  Anna,  he  could 
ay  nothing  but  commonplaces  to  her,  but  he  said  those  com- 
lonplaces  as  to  when  she  was  returning  to  Petersburg,  and 
ow  fond  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  was  of  her,  with  an  ex- 
ression  which  suggested  that  he  longed  with  his  whole  soul 
3  please  her  and  show  his  regard  for  her  and  even  more  than 
lat. 

Tushkevitch  came  in,  announcing  that  the  party  were  await- 
lg  the  other  players  to  begin  croquet. 

'No,  don't  go  away,  please  don't,"  pleaded  Liza  Merkalov, 
earing  that  Anna  was  going.  Stremov  joined  in  her 
utreaties. 

'It's  too  violent  a  transition,"  he  said,  "to  go  from  such 
Dmpany  to  old  Madame  Vrede.  And  besides,  you  will  only 
^ve  her  a  chance  for  talking  scandal,  while  here  you  arouse 
one  but  such  different  feelings  of  the  highest  and  most  oppo- 

te  kind, ' '  he  said  to  her. 
Anna  pondered  for  an  instant  in  uncertainty.  This  shrewd 

an's  flattering  words,  the  na'ive,  childlike  affection  shown 
3r  by  Liza  Merkalov,  and  all  the  social  atmosphere  she  was 

sed  to, — it  was  all  so  easy,  and  what  was  in  store  for  her  was 
)  difficult,  that  she  was  for  a  minute  in  uncertainty  whether 
»  remain,  whether  to  put  off  a  little  longer  the  painful 
oment  of  explanation.  But  remembering  what  was  in  store 
)r  her  alone  at  home,  if  she  did  not  come  to  some  decision, 

imemberHg  that  gesture — terrible  even  in  memory — when 
le  had  clutched  her  hair  in  both  hands — she  said  good-bye 
ad  went  away. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

In  spite  of  Vronsky's  apparently  frivolous  life  in  society 
he  was  a  man  who  hated  irregularity.  In  early  youth  in  tbi 

Corps  of  Pages,  he  had  experienced  the  humiliation  of  a  r| 

fusal,  when  he  had  tried,  being  in  difficulties,  to  borrow  money 

and  since  then  he  had  never  once  put  himself  in  the  sam< 

position  again. 

In  order  to  keep  his  affairs  in  some  sort  of  order,  he  usee 

about  five  times  a  year  (more  or  less  frequently,  according  t« 

circumstances)  to  shut  himself  up  alone  and  put  all  his  affair 

into  definite  shape.     This  he  used  to  call  his  day  of  recko: 

ing  or  faire  la  lessive. 

*  On  waking  up  the  day  after  the  races,  Vronsky  put  on 
white  linen  coat,  and  without  shaving  or  taking  his  bath,  h 

distributed  about  the  table  moneys,  bills,  and  letters,  and  se 

to  work.  Petritsky,  who  knew  he  was  ill-tempered  on  sue 

occasions,  on  waking  up  and  seeing  his  comrade  at  the  writing 

table,  quietly  dressed  and  went  out  without  getting  in  h 
way. 

Every  man,  who  knows  to  the  minutest  details  all  the  con 

plexity  of  the  conditions  surrounding  him,  cannot  help  imagii 

ing  that  the  complexity  of  these  conditions,  and  the  difficult 

of  making  them  clear,  is  something  exceptional  and  persona 

peculiar  to  himself,  and  never  supposes  that  others  are  su 

rounded  by  just  as  complicated  an  array  of  personal  affairs^ 

he  is.  So  indeed  it  seemed  to  Vronsky.  And  not  without  i 

ward  pride,  and  not  without  reason,  he  thought  that  any  oth 

man  would  long  ago  have  been  in  difficulties,  and  would  hi 

been  forced  to  some  dishonorable  course,  if  he  had  four 

himself  in  such  a  difficult  position.  But  Vronsky  felt  that  no 

especially  it  was  essential  for  him  to  clear  up  and  define  
li 

position  if  he  were  to  avoid  getting  into  difficulties. 

What  Vronsky  attacked  first  as  being  the  easiest  
was 

pecuniary  position.     Writing  out  on  note-paper  
in  his  mum 

hand  all  that  he  owed,  he  added  up  the  amount  
and  foui 
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hat  his  debts  amounted  to  seventeen  thousand  and  some  odd 

mndreds,  which  he  left  out  for  the  sake  of  clearness.  Reckon- 
ng  up  his  money  and  his  bank-book,  he  found  that  he  had  left 
»ne  thousand  eight  hundred  roubles,  and  nothing  coming  in 
>efore  the  New  Year.  Reckoning  over  again  his  list  of  debts, 
/ronsky  copied  it,  dividing  it  into  three  classes.  In  the  first 
lass  he  put  the  debts  which  he  would  have  to  pay  at  once, 
•r  for  which  he  must  in  any  case  have  the  money  ready  so  that 

n  demand  for  payment  there  could  not  be  a  moment's  delay 
n  paying.  Such  debts  amounted  to  about  four  thousand: 
ne  thousand  five  hundred  for  a  horse,  and  two  thousand 
Ive  hundred  as  surety  for  a  young  comrade,  Venovsky,  who 

tad  lost  that  sum  to  a  cardsharper  in  Vronsky's  presence, 

/"ronsky  had  wanted  to  pay  the  money  at  the 'time  (he  had 
hat  amount  then),  but  Venovsky  and  Yashvin  had  insisted 
hat  they  would  pay  and  not  Vronsky,  who  had  not  played. 
?hat  was  so  far  well,  but  Vronsky  knew  that  in  this  dirty 
oisiness,  though  his  only  share  in  it  was  undertaking  by  word 
f  mouth  to  be  surety  for  Venovsky,  it  was  absolutely  neces- 
ary  for  him  to  have  the  two  thousand  five  hundred  roubles  so 
,s  to  be  able  to  fling  it  at  the  swindler,  and  have  no  more  words 
nth  him.  And  so  for  this  first  and  most  important  division  he 
fiust  have  four  thousand  roubles.  The  second  class — eight 
housand  roubles — consisted  of  less  important  debts.  These 
irere  principally  accounts  owing  in  connection  with  his  race- 
lorses,  to  the  purveyor  of  oats  and  hay,  the  English  saddler, 
nd  so  on.  He  would  have  to  pay  some  two  thousand  roubles 
n  these  debts  too,  in  order  to  be  quite  free  from  anxiety.  The 
ast  class  of  debts— to  shops,  to  hotels,  to  his  tailor— were  such 
s  need  not  be  considered.  So  that  he  needed  at  least  six 

Jiousand  roubles  for  current  expenses,  and  he  only  had  one 
housand  eight  hundred.  For  a  man  with  one  hundred  thou- 
and  roubles  of  revenue,  which  was  what  every  one  fixed  as 
rronsky's  income,  such  debts,  one  would  suppose,  could ardly  be  embarrassing;  but  the  fact  was  that  he  was  far 
rom  having  one  hundred  thousand.  His  father's  immense 
roperty,  which  alone  yielded  a  yearly  income  of  two  hundred 
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thousand,  was  left  undivided  between  the  brothers.  At  the 
time  when  the  elder  brother,  with  a  mass  of  debts,  married 

Princess  Varya  Tchirkov,  the  daughter  of  a  Decembrist  with- 
out any  fortune  whatever,  Alexey  had  given  up  to  his  elder 

brother  almost  the  whole  income  from  his  father's  estate,  re- 
serving for  himself  only  twenty-five  thousand  a  year  from  it. 

Alexey  had  said  at  the  time  to  his  brother  that  that  sum  would 
be  sufficient  for  him  till  he  married,  which  he  probably  never 
would  do.  And  his  brother,  who  was  in  command  of  one  of 
the  most  expensive  regiments,  and  was  only  just  married,  could 
not  decline  the  gift.  His  mother,  who  had  her  own  separate 
property,  had  allowed  Alexey  every  year  twenty  thousand  in 

addition  to  the  twenty-five  thousand  he  had  reserved,  and 
Alexey  had  spent  it  all.  Of  late  his  mother,  incensed  with  him 

on  account  of  his  love-affair  and  his  leaving  Moscow,  had  given 
up  sending  him  the  money.  And  in  consequence  of  this, 
Vronsky,  who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  living  on  the  scale 

of  forty-five  thousand  a  year,  having  only  received  twenty 
thousand  that  year,  found  himself  now  in  difficulties.  To  gel 
out  of  these  difficulties,  he  could  not  apply  to  his  mother  foi 
money.  Her  last  letter,  which  he  had  received  the  day  before 
had  particularly  exasperated  him  by  the  hints  in  it  that  shi 
was  quite  ready  to  help  him  to  succeed  in  the  world  and  in  thi 
army,  but  not  to  lead  a  life  which  was  a  scandal  to  all  gooc 

society.  His  mother's  attempt  to  buy  him  stung  him  to  th 
quick,  and  made  him  feel  colder  than  ever  to  her.  But  h( 
could  not  draw  back  from  the  generous  word  when  it  was  one* 
uttered,  even  though  he  felt  now,  vaguely  foreseeing  certaii 
eventualities  in  his  intrigue  with  Madame  Karenina,  that  thi 
generous  word  had  been  spoken  thoughtlessly,  and  that  eve: 
though  he  were  not  married  he  might  need  all  the  hundre 
thousand  of  income.  But  it  was  impossible  to  draw  bach 

He  had  only  to  recall  his  brother's  wife,  to  remember  ho\ 
that  sweet,  delightful  Varya  sought,  at  every  convenient  op 
portunity,  to  remind  him  that  she  remembered  his  generosit; 
and  appreciated  it,  to  grasp  the  impossibility  of  taking  bac 
his  gift.     It  was  as  impossible  as  beating  a  woman,  stealing,  o 

; 
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ying.  One  thing  only  could  and  ought  to  be  done,  and 
Vronsky  determined  upon  it  without  an  instant's  hesitation: 
;o  borrow  money  from  a  money-lender,  ten  thousand  roubles, 
i  proceeding  which  presented  no  difficulty,  to  cut  down  his 
expenses  generally,  and  to  sell  his  race-horses.  Resolving  on 
;his,  he  promptly  wrote  a  note  to  Rolandak,  who  had  more 
;han  once  sent  to  him  with  offers  to  buy  horses  from  him. 
Then  he  sent  for  the  Englishman  and  the  money-lender,  and 
livided  what  money  he  had  according  to  the  accounts  he  in- 
;ended  to  pay.  Having  finished  this  business,  he  wrote  a  cold 
md  cutting  answer  to  his  mother.  Then  he  took  out  of  his 

lote-book  three  notes  of  Anna's,  read  them  again,  burned 
;hem,  and  remembering  their  conversation  on  the  previous 
lay,  he  sank  into  meditation. 

CHAPTER  XX 

Vronsky 's  life  was  particularly  happy  in  that  he  had  a 
;ode  of  principles,  which  defined  with  unfailing  certitude 
vhat  he  ought  and  what  he  ought  not  to  do.  This  code  of 

Drinciples  covered  only  a  very'  small  circle  of  contingencies, mt  then  the  principles  were  never  doubtful,  and  Vronsky,  as 
le  never  went  outside  that  circle,  had  never  had  a  moment's 
lesitation  about  doing  what  he  ought  to  do.  These  principles 
aid  down  as  invariable  rules :  that  one  must  pay  a  cardsharper, 
mt  need  not  pay  a  tailor ;  that  one  must  never  tell  a  lie  to  a 
nan,  but  one  may  to  a  woman ;  that  one  must  never  cheat  any 
me,  but  one  may  a  husband ;  that  one  must  never  pardon  an 
nsult,  but  one  may  give  one  and  so  on.  These  principles  were 
)ossibly  not  reasonable  and  not  good,  but  they  were  of  unfail- 

ing certainty,  and  as  long  as  he  adhered  to  them,  Vronsky  felt 
hat  his  heart  was  at  peace  and  he  could  hold  his  head  up. 
)nly  quite  lately  in  regard  to  his  relations  with  Anna,  Vronsky 
lad  begun  to  feel  that  his  code  of  principles  did  not  fully 
over  all  possible  contingencies,  and  to  foresee  in  the  future 
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difficulties  and  perplexities  for  which  he  could  find  no  guid- 
ing clue. 

His  present  relation  to  Anna  and  to  her  husband  was  to  his 
mind  clear  and  simple.  It  was  clearly  and  precisely  defined 
in  the  code  of  principles  by  which  he  was  guided. 

She  was  an  honorable  woman  who  had  bestowed  her  lovel 

upon  him,  and  he  loved  her,  and  therefore  she  was  in  his  eyelr 
a  woman  who  had  a  right  to  the  same,  or  even  more,  respect 
than  a  lawful  wife.  He  would  have  had  his  hand  chopped  off 
before  he  would  have  allowed  himself  by  a  word,  by  a  hint,  to 

humiliate  her,  or  even  to  fall  short  of  the  fullest  respect  a 
woman  could  look  for. 

His  attitude  to  society,  too,  was  clear.     Every  one  might 

know,  might  suspect  it,  but  no  one  might  dare  to  speak  of  it. 

"  If  any  did  so,  he  was  ready  to  force  all  who  might  speak  to  be 
silent  and  to  respect  the  non-existent  honor  of  the  woman  he 
loved. 

His  attitude  to  the  husband  was  the  clearest  of  all.  Froir. 

the  moment  that  Anna  loved  Vronsky,  he  had  regarded  his 

own  right  over  her  as  the  one  thing  unassailable.  Her  hus 

band  was  simply  a  superfluous  and  tiresome  person.  No  doubi 

he  was  in  a  pitiable  position,  but  how  could  that  be  helped' 
The  one  thing  the  husband  had  a  right  to  was  to  demand  satis 

faction  with  a  weapon  in  his  hand,  and  Vronsky  was  preparec 
for  this  at  any  minute. 

But  of  late  new  inner  relations  had  arisen  between  him  an< 

her,  which  frightened  Vronsky  by  their  indefiniteness.  Onl 

the  day  before  she  had  told  him  that  she  was  with  child.  An< 

he  felt  that  this  fact  and  what  she  expected  of  him  called  fo 

something  not  fully  defined  in  that  code  of  principles  by  whic 

he  had  hitherto  steered  his  course  in  life.  And  he  had  bee) 

indeed  caught  unawares,  and  at  the  first  moment  when  sh 

spoke  to  him  of  her  position,  his  heart  had  prompted  him  t 

beg  her  to  leave  her  husband.  He  had  said  that,  but  no> 

thinking  things  over  he  saw  clearly  that  it  would  be  better  t 

manage  to  avoid  that ;  and  at  the  same  time,  as  he  told  himsel 

so,  he  was  afraid  whether  it  was  not  wrong. 
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' '  If  I  told  her  to  leave  her  husband,  that  must  mean  uniting 
aer  life  with  mine :  am  I  prepared  for  that  ?  How  can  I  take 
rier  away  now,  when  I  have  no  money?  Supposing  I  could 

ir range  .  .  .  But  how  can  I  take  her  away  while  I  'm  in 
:he  service?  If  I  say  that — I  ought  to  be  prepared  to  do  it, 
:hat  is,  I  ought  to  have  the  money  and  to  retire  from  the 

irmy. ' ' 
And  he  grew  thoughtful.  The  question  whether  to  retire 

Prom  the  service  or  not  brought  him  to  the  other  and  perhaps 
he  chief  though  hidden  interest  of  his  life,  of  which  none 
mew  but  he. 

Ambition  was  the  old  dream  of  his  youth  and  childhood,  a 
Iream  which  he  did  not  confess  even  to  himself,  though  it  was 
so  strong  that  now  this  passion  was  even  doing  battle  with  his 

'&ve.  His  first  steps  in  the  world  and  in  the  service  had  been 
successful,  but  two  years  before  he  had  made  a  great  mistake. 
Anxious  to  show  his  independence  and  to  advance,  he  had 
refused  a  post  that  had  been  offered  him,  hoping  that  this 
refusal  would  heighten  his  value;  but  it  turned  out  that  he 
lad  been  too  bold,  and  he  was  passed  over.  And  having, 
whether  he  liked  or  not,  taken  up  for  himself  the  position  of 
in  independent  man,  he  carried  it  off  with  great  tact  and  good 
sense,  behaving  as  though  he  bore  no  grudge  against  any  one, 
lid  not  regard  himself  as  injured  in  any  way,  and  cared  for 
lothing  but  to  be  left  alone  since  he  was  enjoying  himself, 
[n  reality  he  had  ceased  to  enjoy  himself  as  long  ago  as  the 
rear  before,  when  he  went  away  to  Moscow.  He  felt  that  this 
ndependent  attitude  of  a  man  who  might  have  done  anything, 
rat  cared  to  do  nothing,  was  already  beginning  to  pall,  that 
nany  people  were  beginning  to  fancy  that  he  was  not  really 
capable  of  anything  but  being  a  straightforward,  good- 
latured  fellow.  His  connection  with  Madame  Karenina,  by 
creating  so  much  sensation  and  attracting  general  attention, 
lad  given  him  a  fresh  distinction  which  soothed  his  gnawing 
vorm  of  ambition  for  a  while,  but  a  week  before  that  worm 
lad  been  roused  up  again  with  fresh  force.  The  friend  of  his 
ihildhood,  a  man  of  the  same  set,  of  the  same  coterie,  his  com- 
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rade  in  the  Corps  of  Pages,  Serpuhovskoy,  who  had  left  school 

with  him  and  had  been  his  rival  in  class,  in  gymnastics,  in  their 

scrapes  and  their  dreams  of  glory,  had  come  back  a  few  day! 

before  from  Central  Asia,  where  he  had  gained  two  steps  up  ini 

rank,  and  an  order  rarely  bestowed  upon  generals  so  young. 

As  soon  as  he  arrived  in  Petersburg,  people  began  to  talk 

about  him  as  a  newly  risen  star  of  the  first  magnitude.     A 

schoolfellow  of  Vronsky 's  and  of  the  same  age,  he  was  a  gen- 

eral and  was  expecting  a  command,  which  might  have  influence 

on  the  course  of  political  events;  while  Vronsky,  independent 

and  brilliant  and  beloved  by  a  charming  woman  though  he 

was,  was  simply  a  cavalry  captain  who  was  readily  allowed  to 

be  as  independent  as  ever  he  liked.     "Of  course  I  don't  env
y 

Serpuhovskoy  and  never  could  envy  him;  but  his  advanc
ed 

ment  shows  me  that  one  has  only  to  watch  one's  opportunity, 

and  the  career  of  a  man  like  me  may  be  very  rapidly  madej 

Three  years  ago  he  was  in  just  the  same  position  as  I  am.     If 

I  retire,  I  burn  my  ships.     If  I  remain  in  the  army,  I  lo
sd 

nothing.     She  said  herself  she  did  not  wish  to  change  
hex 

position.     And  with  her  love  I  cannot  feel  envious  of  
Serpu 

hovskoy. ' '     And  slowly  twirling  his  mustaches,  he  got  up  f  ron 

the  table  and  walked  about  the  room.     His  eyes  shone  
par 

ticularly  brightly,  and  he  felt  in  that  confident,  
calm,  anc 

happy  frame  of  mind  which  always  came  after  
he  had  thor 

oughly  faced  his  position.     Everything  was  straight
  and  clear 

just  as  after  former  days  of  reckoning.     He  shaved,  
took  i 

cold  bath,  dressed  and  went  out. 

CHAPTER  XXI 

"I've  come  to  fetch  you.  Your  lessive  lasted  a  goo
d  tim 

to-day,"  said  Petritsky.     "Well,  is  it  over?'; 

"It  is  over,"  answered  Vronsky,  smiling  with  his  
eyes  onU 

and  twirling  the  tips  of  his  mustaches  
as  circumspectly  a 
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though  after  the  perfect  order  into  which  his  affairs  had  been 
brought  any  over-bold  or  rapid  movement  might  disturb  it. 

"You're  always  jus<  as  if  you'd  come  out  of  a  bath  after 
it,"  said  Petritsky.  ''I've  come  from  Gritsky's"  (that  was 
what  they  called  the  colonel) ;  "they're  expecting  you." 

Vronsky,  without  .'swering,  looked  at  his  comrade,  think- 
ing of  something  else. 

"Yes;  is  that  music  at  his  place?"  he  said,  listening  to  the 
familiar  sounds  of  polkas  and  waltzes  floating  across  to  him. 
"What's  the  fete?" 

' '  Serpuhovskoy  's  come. ' ' 
"Aha!"  said  Vronsky,  "why,  I  didn't  know." 
The  smile  in  his  eyes  gleamed  more  brightly  than  ever. 
Having  once  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was  happy  in  his 

love,  that  he  sacrificed  his  .ambition  to  it — having  anyway 
taken  up  this  position,  Vronsky  was  incapable  of  feeling  either 
envious  of  Serpuhovskoy  or  hurt  with  him  for  not  coming 
first  to  him  when  he  came  to  the  regiment.  Serpuhovskoy  was 
a  good  friend,  and  he  was  delighted  he  had  come. 
"Ah,  I'm  very  glad!" 
The  colonel,  Demin,  had  taken  a  large  country  house.  The 

whole  party  were  in  the  wide  lower  balcony.  In  the  court- 
yard the  first  objects  that  met  Vronsky 's  eyes  were  a  band  of 

singers  in  white  linen  coats,  standing  near  a  barrel  of  vodka, 
and  the  robust,  good-humored  figure  of  the  colonel  surrounded 
by  officers.  He  had  gone  out  as  far  as  the  first  step  of  the 
balcony  and  was  loudly  shouting  across  the  band  that  played 
3ffenbach's  quadrille,  waving  his  arms  and  giving  some  orders to  a  few  soldiers  standing  on  one  side.  A  group  of  soldiers, 
a  quartermaster,  and  several  subalterns  came  up  to  the  balcony 
with  Vronsky.  The  colonel  returned  to  the  table,  went  out 
again  onto  the  steps  with  a  tumbler  in  his  hand,  and  proposed 
the  toast,  "To  the  health  of  our  former  comrade,  the  gallant 
general,  Prince  Serpuhovskoy.     Hurrah!" 
The  colonel  was  followed  by  Serpuhovskoy,  who  came  out 

onto  the  steps  smiling,  with  a  glass  in  his  hand. 

"You  always  get  younger,  Bondarenko,"  he  said  to  the 
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rosy-cheeked,  smart-looking  quartermaster  standing  just  be- 
fore him,  still  youngish-looking  though  doing  his  second  term 

of  service. 

It  was  three  years  since  Vronsky  h^d  seen  Serpuhovskoy. 

He  looked  more  robust,  had  let  his  whiskers  grow,  but  wa^ 
still  the  same  graceful  creature,  whose  face  and  figure  were 
even  more  striking  from  their  softness  and  nobility  than  their 
beauty.  The  only  change  Vronsky  detected  in  him  was  that 
subdued,  continual  radiance  of  beaming  content  which  settles 
on  the  faces  of  men  who  are  successful  and  are  sure  of  the 

recognition  of  their  success  by  every  one.  Vronsky  knew  that 
radiant  air,  and  immediately  observed  it  in  Serpuhovskoy. 

As  Serpuhovskoy  came  down  the  steps  he  saw  Vronsky.  A 

smile  of  pleasure  lighted  up  his  face.  He  tossed  his  head 

upwards  and  waved  the  glass  in  his  hand,  greeting  Vronsky, 

and  showing  him  by  the  gesture  that  he  could  not  come  to 

him  before  the  quartermaster,  who  stood  craning  forward  his 

lips  ready  to  be  kissed. 

"Here  he  is!"  shouted  the  colonel.  "Yashvin  told  me  you 

were  in  one  of  your  gloomy  tempers." 
Serpuhovskoy  kissed  the  moist,  fresh  lips  -of  the  gallant- 

looking  quartermaster,  and  wiping  his  mouth  with  his  hand- 
kerchief, went  up  to  Vronsky. 

"How  glad  I  am!"  he  said,  squeezing  his  hand  and  drawing 
him  on  one  side. 

"You  look  after  him,"  the  colonel  shouted  to  Yashvin, 

pointing  to  Vronsky ;  and  he  went  down  below  to  the  soldiers. 

"Why  weren't  you  at  the  races  yesterday?  I  expected  to 

see  you  there,"  said  Vronsky,  scrutinizing  Serpuhovskoy. 

"  I  did  go,  but  late.  I  beg  your  pardon, ' '  he  added,  and  he 

turned  to  the  adjutant:  "Please  have  this  divided  from  me, 

each  man  as  much  as  it  runs  to."  And  he  hurriedly  took 

notes  for  three  hundred  roubles  from  his  pocketbook,  blush- 
ing a  little. 

"Vronsky!     Have  anything  to  eat  or  drink?"  asked  Yash 
vin.     "Hi,  something  for  the  count  to  eat!     Ah,  here  it  if 

have  a  glass ! ' ' 
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The  fete  at  the  colonel 's  lasted  a  long  while.  There  was  a 
great  deal  of  drinking.  They  tossed  Serpuhovskoy  in  the  air 
and  caught  him  again  several  times.  Then  they  did  the  same 
to  the  colonel.  Then,  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  band,  the 
colonel  himself  danced  with  Petritsky.  Then  the  colonel,  who 
began  to  show  signs  of  feebleness,  sat  down  on  a  bench  in  the 
courtyard  and  began  demonstrating  to  Yashvin  the  superiority 
of  Russia  over  Prussia,  especially  in  cavalry  attack,  and  there 
was  a  lull  in  the  revelry  for  the  moment.  Serpuhovskoy  went 
into  the  house  to  the  bathroom  to  wash  his  hands,  and  found 
Vronsky  there :  Vronsky  was  drenching  his  head  with  water. 
He  had  taken  off  his  coat  and  put  his  sunburnt,  hairy  neck 
under  the  tap,  and  was  rubbing  it  and  his  head  with  his  hands. 
When  he  had  finished,  Vronsky  sat  down  by  Serpuhovskoy. 
They  both  sat  down  in  the  bathroom  on  a  lounge,  and  a  con- 

versation began  which  was  very  interesting  to  both  of 
them. 

"I've  always  been  hearing  about  you  through  my  wife," 
said  Serpuhovskoy.  "I'm  glad  you've  been  seeing  her  pretty 
often. ' ' 

"She's  friendly  with  Varya,  and  they're  the  only  women  in 
Petersburg  I  care  about  seeing,"  answered  Vronsky,  smiling. 
He  smiled  because  he  foresaw  the  topic  the  conversation  would 
;urn  on,  and  he  was  glad  of  it. 

"The  only  ones?"  Serpuhovskoy  queried,  smiling. 
1 '  Yes ;  and  I  heard  news  of  you,  but  not  only  through  your 

wife,"  said  Vronsky,  checking  his  hint  by  a  stern  expression 
of  face.  "I  was  greatly  delighted  to  hear  of  your  success, 
but  not  a  bit  surprised.     I  expected  even  more. ' ' 
Serpuhovskoy  smiled.  Such  an  opinion  of  him  was  ob- 

viously agreeable  to  him,  and  he  did  not  think  it  necessary  to 
ionceal  it. 

"Well,  I  on  the  contrary  expected  less — I'll  own  frankly. 
But  I  'm  glad,  very  glad.  I  'm  ambitious ;  that 's  my  weakness, 
and  I  confess  to  it." 

'Perhaps  you  wouldn't  confess  to  it  if  you  hadn't  been 
successful,"  said  Vronsky. 

„ 
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"I  don't  suppose  so,"  said  Serpuhovskoy,  smiling  again. 
"I  won't  say  life  wouldn't  be  worth  living  without  it,  but  it 
would  be  dull.  Of  course  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  I  fancy  I 

have  a  certain  capacity  for  the  line  I've  chosen,  and  that 
power  of  any  sort  in  my  hands,  if  it  is  to  be,  will  be  better 

than  in -the  hands  of  a  good  many  people  I  know,"  said  Serpu- 

hovskoy, with  beaming  consciousness  of  success;  "and  so  the 

nearer  I  get  to  it,  the  better  pleased  I  am. ' ' 
"Perhaps  that  is  true  for  you,  but  not  for  every  one.  I 

used  to  think  so  too,  but  here  I  live  and  think  life  worth  living 

not  only  for  that. ' ' 
"There  it's  out!  here  it  comes!"  said  Serpuhovskoy  laugh- 

ing. "Ever  since  I  heard  about  you,  about  your  refusal,  I 

began  ...  Of  course,  I  approved  of  what  you  did.  But 

there  are  ways  of  doing  everything.  And  I  think  your  action 

was  good  in  itself,  but  you  didn't  do  it  quite  in  the  way  you 

ought  to  have  done." 
"What's  done  can't  be  undone,  and  you  know  I  never  go 

back  on  what  I  've  done.     And  besides,  I  'm  very  well  off. ' ' 

"Very  well  off— for  the  time.  But  you're  not  satisfied  with 

that.  I  wouldn't  say  this  to  your  brother.  He's  a  nice  child, 

like  our  host  here.  There  he  goes ! "  he  added,  listening  to  the 

roar  of  "hurrah!"— "and  he's  happy,  that  does  not  satisfy 

you."
 

"I  didn't  say  it  did  satisfy  me." 
"Yes,  but  that's  not  the  only  thing.  Such  men  as  you  are 

wanted. ' ' 
"By  whom?" 
"By  whom?  By  society,  by  Russia.  Russia  needs  men 

she  needs  a  party,  or  else  everything  goes  and  will  go  to  the 

dogs." 
*  *  How  do  you  mean  ?    Bertenev  's  party  against  the  Russiar 

communists  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Serpuhovskoy,  frowning  with  vexation  at  bein^ 

suspected  of  such  an  absurdity.  "Tout  qa  est  une  blague 
That's  arways  been  and  always  will  be.  There  are  no  com 

munists.     But  intriguing  people  have  to  invent  a  noxious 
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dangerous  party.     It's  an  old  trick.     No,  what's  wanted  is  a 
powerful  party  of  independent  men  like  you  and  me. ' ' 
"But  why  so?"  Vronsky  mentioned  a  few  men  who  were 

|l  power.     ' '  Why  aren  't  they  independent  men  ? ' ' 
' '  Simply  because  they  have  not,  or  have  not  had  from  birth, 

an  independent  fortune;  they've  not  had  a  name,  they've  not 
been  close  to  the  sun  and  centre  as  we  have.  They  can  be 
bought  either  by  money  or  by  favor.  And  they  have  to  find 
a  support  for  themselves  in  inventing  a  policy.  And  they 

bring  forward  some  notion,  some  policy  that  they  don 't  believe 
in,  that  does  harm ;  and  the  whole  policy  is  really  only  a  means 

to  a  government  house  and  so  much  income.  Cela  n'est  pas 
plus  fin  que  ga,  when  you  get  a  peep  at  their  cards.  I  may  be 

inferior  to  them,  stupider  perhaps,  though  I  don't  see  why  I 
should  be  inferior  to  them.  But  you  and  I  have  one  im- 

portant advantage  over  them  for  certain,  in  being  more  diffi- 
cult to  buy.     And  such  men  are  more  needed  than  ever. ' ' 

Vronsky  listened  attentively,  but  he  was  not  so  much  in- 
terested by  the  meaning  of  the  words  as  by  the  attitude  of 

Serpuhovskoy,  who  was  already  contemplating  a  struggle  with 
the  existing  powers,  and  already  had  his  likes  and  dislikes  in 
that  higher  world,  while  his  own  interest  in  the  governing 
world  did  not  go  beyond  the  interests  of  his  regiment. 
Vronsky  felt,  too,  how  powerful  Serpuhovskoy  might  become 
through  his  unmistakable  faculty  for  thinking  things  out  and 
for  taking  things  in,  through  his  intelligence  and  gift  of  words, 
jo  rarely  met  with  in  the  world  in  which  he  moved.  And, 
ishamed  as  he  was  of  the  feeling,  he  felt  envious. 

"Still  I  haven't  the  one  thing  of  most  importance  for  that," 
le  answered ;  "I  haven't  the  desire  for  power.  I  had  it  once, 
jut  it's  gone." 

"Excuse  me,  that's  not  true,"  said  Serpuhovskoy  smiling. 
"Yes,  it  is  true,  it  is  true  .  .  .  now!"  Vronsky  added, ;o  be  truthful. 

"Yes,  it's  true  now,  that's  another  thing;  but  that  now von't  last  for  ever." 
"Perhaps,"  answered  Vronsky. 

-i 
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"You  say  perhaps/'  Serpuhovskoy  went  on,  as  though 

guessing  his  thoughts,  "but  I  say  for  certain.  And  that's 
what  I  wanted  to  see  you  for.  Your  action  was  just  what  it 

should  have  been.  I  see  that,  but  you  ought  not  to  keep  it  up. 

I  only  ask  you  to  give  me  carte  blanclie.  I'm  not  going  to 

offer  you  my  protection  .  .  .  though,  indeed,  why  shouldn  't 

I  protect  you? — you've  protected  me  often  enough !  I  should 

hope  our  friendship  rises  above  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Yes," 

he  said,  smiling  to  him  as  tenderly  as  a  woman,  "give  me  carte 

blanche,  retire  from  the  regiment,  and  I'll  draw  you  upwards 

imperceptibly."  ;       ff 
"But  you  must  understand  that  I  want  nothing,  said 

Vronsky,  "except  that  all  should  be  as  it  is." 
Serpuhovskoy  got  up  and  stood  facing  him. 

"You  say  that  all  should  be  as  it  is.  I  understand  what 

that  means.  But  listen:  we're  the  same  age,  you've  kno
wn 

a  greater  number  of  women  perhaps  than  I  have." 
 Serpu- 

hovskoy's  smile  and  gestures  told  Vronsky  that  he  mustn  t 

be  afraid,  that  he  would  be  tender  and  careful  in  touchin
g  the 

sore  place.  "But  I'm  married,  and  believe  me,  in  getting  to 

know  thoroughly  one's  wife,  if  one  loves  her,  as  some  
one  has 

said,  one  gets  to  know  all  women  better  than  i
f  one  knew 

thousands  of  them. " 

"We're  coming  directly!"  Vronsky  shouted  to  an  of
ficer, 

who  looked  into  the  room  and  called  them  to  th
e  colonel. 

Vronsky  was  longing  now  to  hear  to  the  e
nd  and  know 

what  Serpuhovsky  would  say  to  him. 

"And  here's  my  opinion  for  you.  Women  are 
 the  chiet 

stumbling-block  in  a  man's  career.  It's  hard  
to  love  a  woman 

and  do  anything.  There's  only  one  way  
of  having  love  con- 

veniently without  its  being  a  hindrance-that  '
s  marriage 

How,  how  am  I  to  tell  you  what  I  mean?"
  said  Serpuhovskoy 

who  liked  similes.  "Wait  a  minute,  wait
  a  minute.  Yes 

just  as  you  can  only  carry  a  fardeau  
and  ̂   something  witt 

your  hands,  when  the  fardeau  is  tied  on
  your  back,  and  that . 

marriage.  And  that's  what  I  felt  when  
I  was  married.  Mj 

hands  were  suddenly  set  free.     But  to  dr
ag  that  fardeau  abof 
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ith  you  without  marriage,  your  hands  will  always  be  so  full 
that  you  can  do  nothing.  Look  at  Mazankov,  at  Krupov. 

They've  ruined  their  careers  for  the  sake  of  women." 
:  What  women ! ' '  said  Vronsky,  recalling  the  Frenchwoman 

and  the  actress  with  whom  the  two  men  he  had  mentioned 
were  connected. 

1  The  firmer  the  woman 's  footing  in  society,  the  worse  it  is. 
That 's  much  the  same  as — not  merely  carrying  the  fardeau  in 
your*arms — but  tearing  it  away  from  some  one  else." 

'You  have  never  loved,"  Vronsky  said  softly,  looking 
straight  before  him  and  thinking  of  Anna. 

'Perhaps.  But  you  remember  what  I've  said  to  you. 
And  another  thing,  women  are  all  more  materialistic  than 
men.  We  make  something  immense  out  of  love,  but  they  are 

always  terre-a-terre." 
Directly,  directly!"  he  cried  to  a  footman  who  came  in. 

But  the  footman  had  not  come  to  call  them  again,  as  he  sup- 
posed.    The  footman  brought  Vronsky  a  note. 

* '  A  man  brought  it  from  Princess  Tverskoy . ' ' 
Vronsky  opened  the  letter,  and  flushed  crimson. 

"My  head's  begun  to  ache;  I'm  going  home,"  he  said  to 
Serpuhovskoy. 

Oh,  good-bye  then.     You  give  me  carte  blanche!" 
We'll  talk  about  it  later  on;  I'll  look  you  up  in  Peters- 

burg." 

CHAPTER  XXII 

It  was  six  o'clock  already,  and  so,  in  order  to  be  there 
quickly,  and  at  the  same  time  not  to  drive  with  his  own  horses, 

known  to  every  one,  Vronsky  got  into  Yashvin  's  hired  fly,  and 
told  the  driver  to  drive  as  quickly  as  possible.  It  was  a  roomy, 

old-fashioned  fly,  with  seats  for  four.  He  sat  in  one  corner, 
stretched  his  legs  out  on  the  front  seat,  and  sank  into  medita- 
tion. 

A  vague  sense  of  the  order  into  which  his  affairs  had  been 
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broughtTa^ague  recollection  of  the  friendliness  and  
flattery 

of  Serpuhovskoy,  who  had  considered  him  a  man  that
  was 

needed,  and  most  of  all,  the  anticipation  of  the  
interview  be-' 

fore  him— all  blended  into  a  general,  joyous  sense  of  life
. 

This  feeling  was  so  strong  that  he  could  not  help  smili
ng. 

He  dropped  his  legs,  crossed  one  leg  over  the  other  knee
,  and 

taking  it  in  his  hand,  felt  the  springy  muscle  of  the  calf,  wh
ere 

it  had  been  grazed  the  day  before  by  his  fall,  and  leaning  b
ack, 

he  drew  several  deep  breaths.  •  I 

"I'm  happy,  very  happy !"  he  said  to  himself.     He  had 

often  before  had  this  sense  of  physical  joy  in  his  own  body, 

but  he  had  never  felt  so  fond  of  himself,  of  his  own  body,  as 

at  that  moment.     He  enjoyed  the  slight  ache  in  his  strong  leg,
 

he  enjoyed  the  muscular  sensation  of  movement  in  hi
s  chest 

as  he  breathed.     The  bright,  cold  August  day,  which  had  mad
e 

Anna  feel  so  hopeless,  seemed  to  him  keenly  stimulating,  
and 

refreshed  his  face  and  neck  that  still  tingled  from  t
he  cold 

water     The  scent  of  brilliantine  on  his  whiskers  struck
  him  as 

particularly  pleasant  in  the  fresh  air.     Everythin
g  he  saw 

from  the  carriage-window,  everything  m  that  col
d  pure  air 

in  the  pale  light  of  the  sunset,  was  as  fresh,  and
  gay,  and 

strong  as  he  was  himself :  the  roofs  of  the  houses  shining  in  the 

rays  of  the  setting  sun,  the  sharp  outlines  of  
fences  and  angles 

of  buildings,  the  figures  of  passers-by,  the  ca
rriages  that  met 

him  now  and  then,  the  motionless  green  of  the  
trees  and  grass, 

the  fields  with  evenly  drawn  furrows  of  potatoe
s,  and  the  slant- 

ing shadows  that  fell  from  the  houses,  and  trees
,  and  bushes 

and  even  from  the  rows  of  potatoes-everythmg  
was  bright 

like  a  pretty  landscape  just  finished  and  
freshly  varnished. 

-Get  on,  get  on!"  he  said  to  the  driver,  put
ting  his  head 

out  of  the  window,  and  pulling  a  three-roubl
e  note  out  of  his 

pocket  he  handed  it  to  the  man  as  he  
looked  round.  The 

driver's  hand  fumbled  with  something  at  the  l
amp  the  vvh ip 

cracked,  and  the  carriage  rolled  rapidly 
 along  the  smooth 

highroad.  .         ,,  ,     ,,    _,_tJ 

"I  want  nothing,  nothing  but  this  happines
s,  he  thought, 

staring  at  the  bone  button  of  the  bell  in  th
e  space  between  the 
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windows,  and  picturing  to  himself  Anna  just  as  he  had  seen 

her  last  time.  "And  as  I  go  on,  I  love  her  more  and  more. 
Here's  the  garden  of  the  Vrede  Villa.  Whereabouts  will  she 
be?  Where?  How?  Why  did  she  fix  on  this  place  to  meet 

me,  and  why  does  she  write  in  Betsy's  letter?"  he  thought, 
wondering  now  for  the  first  time  at  it.  But  there  was  now  no 

time  for  wonder.  He  called  to  the  driver  to  stop  before  reach- 
ing the  avenue,  and  opening  the  door,  jumped  out  of  the  car- 

riage as  it  was  moving,  and  went  into  the  avenue  that  led  up 
to  the  house.  There  was  no  one  in  the  avenue;  but  looking 
round  to  the  right  he  caught  sight  of  her.  Her  face  was 
hidden  by  a  veil,  but  he  drank  in  with  glad  eyes  the  special 
movement  in  walking,  peculiar  to  her  alone,  the  slope  of  the 
shoulders,  and  the  setting  of  the  head,  and  at  once  a  sort  of 
electric  shock  ran  all  over  him.  With  fresh  force,  he  felt 
conscious  of  himself  from  the  springy  motions  of  his  legs  to  the 
movement  of  his  lungs  as  he  breathed,  and  something  set  his 
lips  twitching. 

Joining  him,  she  pressed  his  hand  tightly. 

"You're  not  angry  that  I  sent  for  you?  I  absolutely  had 
to  see  you, ' '  she  said ;  and  the  serious  and  set  line  of  her  lips, 
which  he  saw  under  the  veil,  transformed  his  mood  at  once. 

I  angry!  But  how  have  you  come,  where  from?" 
Never  mind,"  she  said,  laying  her  hand  on  his,  "come 

along,  I  must  talk  to  you. ' ' 
He  saw  that  something  had  happened,  and  that  the  interview 

would  not  be  a  joyous  one.  In  her  presence  he  had  no  will. of 
his  own:  without  knowing  the  grounds  of  her  distress,  he 
already  felt  the  same  distress  unconsciously  passing  over  him. 

What  is  it  ?  what  ?  "  he  asked  her,  squeezing  her  hand  with 
his  elbow,  and  trying  to  read  her  thoughts  in  her  face. 

She  walked  on  a  few  steps  in  silence,  gathering  up  her 
courage ;  then  suddenly  she  stopped. 

I  did  not  tell  you  yesterday, ' '  she  began,  breathing  quickly 
and  painfully,  "that  coming  home  with  Alexey  Alexandro- 
vitch  I  told  him  everything  .  .  .  told  him  I  could  not  be  his 

wife,  that     .     .     .     and  told  him  everything." 

i  i 
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He  heardher,  unconsciously  bending  his  whole  figure  
down 

to  her  as  though  hoping  in  this  way  to  soften  the  har
dness  of 

her  position  for  her.  But  directly  she  had  said 
 this  he 

suddenly  drew  himself  up,  and  a  proud  and  hard  
expression 

came  over  his  face. 

"Yes  yes,  that's  better,  a  thousand  times  better!  I  kno
w 

how  painful  it  was,"  he  said.  But  she  was  not  listeni
ng  to 

his  words,  she  was  reading  his  thoughts  from  the  express
ion  of 

his  face.  She  could  not  guess  that  that  expression  arose
  from 

the  first  idea  that  presented  itself  to  Vronsky— that  a  duel 
 was 

now  inevitable.  The  idea  of  a  duel  had  never  crossed 
 her 

mind,  and  so  she  put  a  different  interpretation  on  this  pass
ing 

expression  of  hardness. 

When  she  got  her  husband's  letter,  she  knew  then  at  the 

bottom  of  her  heart  that  everything  would  go  on  in  the  old 

way,  that  she  would  not  have  the  strength  of  will  to  f
orego 

her  position,  to  abandon  her  son,  and  to  join  her  lover.     The
 

morning  spent  at  Princess  Tverskoy's  had  confirmed  
her  still 

more  in  this.     But  this  interview  was  still  of  the  
utmost 

gravity  for  her.     She  hoped  that  this  interview  
would  trans- 

form her  position,  and  save  her.     If  on  hearing  this  news 
 he 

were  to  say  to  her  resolutely,  passionately,  witho
ut  an  in- 

stant's wavering:     "Throw  up  everything  and   come  witl 

me ' "  she  would  give  up  her  son  and  go  away  with  him.     But 

this  news  had  not  produced  what  she  had  expected  i
n  him;  he 

simply  seemed  as  though  he  were  resenting  some
  affront 

.<  <  It  was  not  in  the  least  painful  for  me.     It  happened  of  it 

self,"  she  said  irritably; -and  see     ..."     She  pulled  her 
husband's  letter  out  of  her  glove.  . 

"I  understand,  I  understand,"  he  interrupted  her,  takin
g 

the  letter,  but  not  reading  it,  and  trying  to  soothe
  her.  "Tin 

one  thing  I  longed  for,  the  one  thing  I  prayed  for,  was 
 to  cut 

short  this  position,  so  as  to  devote  my  life  to  your  happines
s. 

< '  Why  do  you  tell  me  that  ? "  she  said.  ' '  Do  you  suppose  1 

can  doubt  it?     If  I  doubted     ..." 

"Who's  that  coming?"  said  Vronsky  suddenly,  pointing  tc 

two  ladies  walking  towards  them.     ' ' Perhaps  they  know  us!
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ind  he  hurriedly  turned  off,  drawing  her  after  him  into  a  side 

path. 

"Oh,  I  don't  care!"  she  said.  Her  lips  were  quivering. 
A.nd  he  fancied  that  her  eyes  looked  with  strange  fury  at  him 

from  under  the  veil.  * '  I  tell  you  that 's  not  the  point — I  can 't 
loubt  that;  but  see  what  he  writes  to  me.  Head  it."  She 
stood  still  again. 
Again,  just  as  at  the  first  moment  of  hearing  of  her  rupture 

with  her  husband,  Vronsky,  on  reading  the  letter,  was  un- 
onsciously  carried  away  by  the  natural  sensation  aroused  in 
lim  by  his  own  relation  to  the  betrayed  husband.     Now  while 
le  held  his  letter  in  his  hands,  he  could  not  help  picturing  the 

mallenge,  which  he  would  most  likely  find  at  home  to-day  or 
o-morrow,  and  the  duel  itself,  in  which,  with  the  same  cold 
md  haughty  expression  that  his  face  was  assuming  at  this 

noment,  he  would  await  the  injured  husband's  shot,  after 
laving  himself  fired  into  the  air.     And  at  that  instant  there 
lashed  across  his  mind  the  thought  of  what  Serpuhovskoy  had 
ust  said  to  him,  and  what  he  had  himself  been  thinking  in  the 
norning — that  it  was  better  not  to  bind  himself — and  he  knew 
hat  this  thought  he  could  not  tell  her. 

Having  read  the  letter,  he  raised  his  eyes  to  her,  and  there 
was  no  determination  in  them.  She  saw  at  once  that  he  had 
Deen  thinking  about  it  before  by  himself.  She  knew  that 
whatever  he  might  say  to  her,  he  would  not  say  all  he  thought. 
kiid  she  knew  that  her  last  hope  had  failed  her.  This  was 
lot  what  she  had  been  reckoning  on. 

'You  see  the  sort  of  man  he  is,"  she  said,  with  a  shaking 
H)ice;"he     .     .     ." 

" Forgive  me,  but  I  rejoice  at  it,"  Vronsky  interrupted. 
'For  God's  sake,  let  me  finish!"  he  added,  his  eyes  imploring 
ler  to  give  him  time  to  explain  his  words.     "I  rejoice,  because 
things  cannot,  cannot  possibly  remain  as  he  supposes. ' ' 

'Why  can't  they?"  Anna  said,  restraining  her  tears,  and )bviously  attaching  no  sort  of  consequence  to  what  he  said. 
She  felt  that  her  fate  was  sealed. 

Vronsky  meant  that  after  the  duel— inevitable,  he  thought— 

^ 
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I 

Ai 

things  could  not   go  on  as  before,  but  he  said  
something 

different. 

<  'It  can't  go  on.  I  hope  that  now  you  will  leave  him.  1 

hope"_he  was  confused,  and  reddened— "  that  you  will  
let 

me  arrange  and  plan  our  life.  To-morrow  .  .  
/'he  was 

beginning. 
She  did  not  let  him  go  on.  . 

"But  my  child!"  she  shrieked.  "You  see  what  he  writes! 

I  should  have  to  leave  him,  and  I  can't  and  won't
  do  that." 

"But,  for  God's  sake,  which  is  better ?— leave  your  child, 

or  keep  up  this  degrading  position?" 

"To  whom  is  it  degrading ? ' ' 

"To  all,  and  most  of  all  to  you." 

"You  say  degrading    .     .     .     don't  say  that.     Those  w
ords 

shave  no  meaning  for  me,"  she  said  in  a  shaking  voice.  
   She 

j  did  not  want  him  now  to  say  what  was  untrue.     She  had  no
thj 

1  ing  left  her  but  his  love,  and  she  wanted  to  love  him
.     ' '  Don  t 

/  you  understand  that  from  the  day  I  loved  you
  everything  has 

changed  for  me?    For  me  there  is  one  thing,  an
d  one  thing 

only-your  love.     If  that's  mine,  I  feel  so  exalted
,  so  strong, 

that  nothing  can  be  humiliating  to  me.     I  am  pro
ud  of  my  posi- 

tion,  because    .    .    .    proud  of  being    .    .    .    proud    .    .    . 

She  could  not  say  what  she  was  proud  of.    
 Tears  of  shame 

and    despair    choked   her    utterance.      She   sto
od    still    and 

°He  felt,  too,  something  swelling  in  his  throat  a
nd  twitching 

in  his  nose,  and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he 
 felt  on  the  pom 

of  weeping.  He  could  not  have  said  e
xactly  what  it  was 

touched  him  so.  He  felt  sorry  for  her,  a
nd  he  felt  he  could 

not  help  her,  and  with  that  he  knew  that  
he  was  to  blame  tor 

her  wretchedness,  that  he  had  done  somethi
ng  wrong 

<  <  Is  not  a  divorce  possible  V '  he  said  feebly.     She  sh
ook  her 

head,  not  answering.    "Couldn't  you  take  
your  son,  and  still 

leave  him?"  , .     >> 

"  Yes  •  but  it  all  depends  on  him.    Now  I  must  go  to  him, 

she  said  shortly.     Her  presentiment  that  all 
 would  again  go 

on  in  the  old  way  had  not  deceived  her. 
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"On  Tuesday  I  shall  be  in  Petersburg,  and  everything  can 

be  settled. ' ' 

' '  Yes, ' '  she  said.     ' '  But  don 't  let  us  talk  any  more  of  it. ' ' 
Anna's  carriage,  which  she  had  sent  away,  and  ordered  to 

:ome  back  to  the  little  gate  of  the  Vrede  garden,  drove  up. 

Anna  said  good-bye  to  Vronsky,  and  drove  home. 

CHAPTER  XXIII 

On  Monday  there  was  the  usual  sitting  of  the  Commission  of 

;hc  2nd  of  June.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  walked  into  the  hall 

vhere  the  sitting  was  held,  greeted  the  members  and  the  presi- 
lent,  as  usual,  and  sat  down  in  his  place,  putting  his  hand  on 

;he  papers  laid  ready  before  him.  Among  these  papers  lay 

he  necessary  evidence  and  a  rough  outline  of  the  speech  he 

nt ended  to  make.  But  he  did  not  really  need  these  docu- 

nents.  He  remembered  every  point,  and  did  not  think  it  nec- 

essary to  go  over  in  his  memory  what  he  would  say.  He  knew 

hat  when  the  time  came,  and  when  he  saw  his  enemy  facing 

lim,  and  studiously  endeavoring  to  assume  an  expression  of 

ndifference,  his  speech  would  flow  of  itself  better  than  he 

?ould  prepare  it  now.  He  felt  that  the  import  of  his  speech 

was  of  such  magnitude  that  every  word  of  it  would  have 

weight.  Meantime,  as  he  listened  to  the  usual  report,  he  had 
:he  most  innocent  and  inoffensive  air.  No  one,  looking  at  his 

white  hands,  with  their  swollen  veins  and  long  fingers,  so 

oftly  stroking  the  edges  of  the  white  paper  that  lay  before 

iim,  and  at  the  air  of  weariness  with  which  his  head  drooped 

mi  one  side,  would  have  suspected  that  in  a  few  minutes  a 

torrent  of  words  would  flow  from  his  lips  that  would  arouse 

i  fearful  storm,  set  the  members  shouting  and  attacking  one 

mother,  and  force  the  president  to  call  for  order.  When  the 

report  was  over,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  announced  in  his  sub- 

med,  delicate  voice  that  he  had  several  points  to  bring  before 

Lhe  meeting  in  regard  to  the  Commission  for  the  Reorganize 
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tion  of  the  Native  Tribes.  All  attention  was  turned  upon  him. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  cleared  his  throat,  and  not  looking  at 

his  opponent,  but  selecting,  as  he  always  did  while  he  was 

delivering  his  speeches,  the  first  person  sitting  opposite  him, 

an  inoffensive  little  old  man,  who  never  had  an  opinion  of 

any  sort  in  the  Commission,  began  to  expound  his  views. 

When  he  reached  the  point  about  the  fundamental  and  radical 

law,  his  opponent  jumped  up  and  began  to  protest.  Stremov, 

who  was  also  a  member  of  the  Commission,  and  also  stung  to 

the  quick,  began  defending  himself,  and  altogether  a  stormy 

sitting  followed ;  but  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  triumphed,  and 

his  motion  was  carried,  three  new  commissions  were  appointed, 

and  the  next  day  in  a  certain  Petersburg  circle  nothing  else 

was  talked  of  but  this  sitting.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  suc- 
cess had  been  even  greater  that  he  had  anticipated. 

Next  morning,  Tuesday,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  on  waking 

up,  recollected  with  pleasure  his  triumph  of  the  previous  day, 

and  he  could  not  help  smiling,  though  he  tried  to  appear  indif- 

ferent, when  the  chief  secretary  of  his  department,  anxious  to 

flatter  him,  informed  him  of  the  rumors  that  had  reached  him 

concerning  what  had  happened  in  the  Commission. 

Absorbed  in  business  with  the  chief  secretary,  Alexey  Alex- 

androvitch had  completely  forgotten  that  it  was  Tuesday,  the 

day  fixed  by  him  for  the  return  of  Anna  Arkadyevna,  and  
he 

was  surprised  and  received  a  shock  of  annoyance  when  a  s
erv- 

ant came  in  to  inform  him  of  her  arrival. 

Anna  had  arrived  in 'Petersburg  early  in  the  morning;  the 

carriage  had  been  sent  to  meet  her  in  accordance  wit
h  her 

telegram,  and  so  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  might  have  kno
wn  of 

her  arrival.  But  when  she  arrived,  he  did  not  meet  her.  
She 

was  told  that  he  had  not  yet  gone  out,  but  was  busy  with  
his 

secretary.  She  sent  word  to  her  husband  that  she  had  come
, 

went  to  her  own  room,  and  occupied  herself  in  sorting  out  he
r 

things,  expecting  he  would  come  to  her.  But  an  hour  passed
; 

he  did  not  come.  She  went,  into  the  dining-room  on  the  pre- 

text of  giving  some  directions,  and  spoke  loudly  on  purpose, 

expecting  him  to  come  out  there ;  but  he  did  not  come,  though 
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die  heard  him  go  to  the  door  of  his  study  as  he  parted  from 
he  chief  secretary.     She  knew  he  usually  went  out  quickly 
o  his  office,  and  she  wanted  to  see  him  before  that,  so  that 
heir  attitude  to  one  another  might  be  defined. 

She  walked  across  the  drawing-room  and  went  resolutely 
0  him.  When  she  went  into  his  study  he  was  in  official  uni- 
brm,  obviously  ready  to  go  out,  sitting  at  a  little  table  on 
vhich  he  rested  his  elbows,  looking  dejectedly  before  him. 
he  saw  him  before  he  saw  her,  and  she  saw  that  he  was  think- 
ng  of  her. 

On  seeing  her,  he  would  have  risen,  but  changed  his  mind, 
hen  his  face  flushed  hotly — a  thing  Anna  had  never  seen 
>efore,  and  he  got  up  quickly  and  went  to  meet  her,  looking 
lot  at  her  eyes,  but  above  them  at  her  forehead  and  hair. 
le  went  up  to  her,  took  her  by  the  hand,  and  asked  her  to 
;it  down. 

'I  am  very  glad  you  have  come/'  he  said,  sitting  down 
reside  her,  and  obviously  wishing  to  say  something,  he  stut- 
:ered.  Several  times  he  tried  to  begin  to  speak,  but  stopped, 
ii  spite  of  the  fact  that,  preparing  herself  for  meeting  him, 
jhe  had  schooled  herself  to  despise  and  reproach  him,  she  did 
lot  know  what  to  say  to  him,3nd_§he_ielt  sorry  for  him.  And 
jo  the  silence  lasted  for  some  time.  "Is  Seryozha  quite 
veil?"  he  said,  and  not  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  added:  "I 
shan't  be  dining  at  home  to-day,  and  I  have  got  to  go  out 
lirectly." 

"I  had  thought  of  going  to  Moscow,"  she  said. 
"No,  you  did  quite,  quite  right  to  come,"  he  said,  and  was silent  again. 

Seeing  that  he  was  powerless  to  begin  the  conversation,  she 
>egan  herself. 

'Alexey  Alexandrovitch, "  she  said,  looking  at  him  and  not 
ropping  her  eyes  under  his  persistent  gaze  at  her  hair,  "I'm 
1  guilty  woman,  I'm  a  bad  woman,  but  I  am  the  same  as  I 
vas,  as  I  told  you  then,  and  I  have  come  to  tell  you  that  I 
an  change  nothing." 

'I  have  asked  you  no  question  about  that,"  he  said,  all  at 
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once,  resolutely  and  with  hatred  looking  her  straight  in  the 

I  face;  "that  was  as  I  had  supposed."  Under  the  influence  of 
anger  he  apparently  regained  complete  possession  of  all  his 

faculties.  ' '  But  as  I  told  you  then,  and  have  written  to  you, ' I 
he  said  in  a  thin,  shrill  voice,  "I  repeat  now,  that  I  am  not 
bound  to  know  this.  I  ignore  it.  Not  all  wives  are  so  kind 
as  you,  to  be  in  such  a  hurry  to  communicate  such  agreeable 

news  to  their  husbands.''  He  laid  special  emphasis  on  the 
word  " agreeab'le."  "I  shall  ignore  it  so  long  as  the  world 
knows  nothing  of  it,  so  long  as  my  name  is  not  disgraced. 
And  so  I  simply  inform  you  that  our  relations  must  be  just  as 
they  have  always  been,  and  that  only  in  the  event  of  your 
compromising  me  I  shall  be  obliged  to  take  steps  to  secure  my 

honor. ' ' 
"But  our  relations  cannot  be  the  same  as  always,"  Anna 

began  in  a  timid  voice,  looking  at  him  with  dismay.  * 
When  she  saw  once  more  those  composed  gestures,  heard 

that  shrill,  childish,  and  sarcastic  voice,  her  aversion  for  him 
extinguished  her  pity  for  him,  and  she  felt  only  afraid,  but  at 
all  costs  she  wanted  to  make  clear  her  position. 

1 '  I  cannot  be  your  wife  while  I     .     .     / '  she  began. 
He  laughed  a  cold  and  malignant  laugh. 

1 '  The  manner  of  life  you  have  chosen  is  reflected,  I  suppose, 
in  your  ideas.  I  have  too  much  respect  or  contempt,  or  both 
.  .  .  I  respect  your  past  and  despise  your  present  .  .  . 

that  I  was  far  from  the  interpretation  you  put  on  my  words." 
Anna  sighed  and  bowed  her  head. 

"Though  indeed  I  fail  to  comprehend  how,  with  the  inde- 
pendence you  show,"  he  went  on,  getting  hot,  " — announcing 

your  infidelity  to  your  husband  and  seeing  nothing  repre- 
hensible in  it,  apparently — you  can  see  anything  reprehensible 

in  performing  a  wife 's  duties  in  relation  to  your  husband. ' ' 
/     ' '  Alexey  Alcxandrovitch !    What  is  it  you  want  of  me  ? " 

"I  want  you  not  to  meet  that  man  here,  and  to  conduct 

I  yourself  so  that  neither  the  world  nor  the  servants  can  re- 

proach you     .     .     .     not  to  see  him.     That's  not  much,  I 
think.    And  in  return  you  will  enjoy  all  the  privilegesj)f  a 
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aithful  wife  without  fulfilling  her  duties.  That's  all  I 
lave  to  say  to  you.  Now  it's  time  for  me  to  go.  I'm  not 
lining  at  home.,,    He  got  up  and  moved  towards  the  door. 
Anna  got  up  too.    Bowing  in  silence,  he  let  her  pass  before 

turn. 

CHAPTER  XXIV 

The  night  spent  by  Levin  on  the  haycock  did  not  pass  with- 
rat  result  for  him.  The  way  in  which  he  had  been  managing 
lis  land  revolted  him  and  had  lost  all  attraction  for  him.  In 

ipite  of  the  magnificent  harvest,  never  had  there  been,  or,  at 
east,  never  it  seemed  to  him,  had  there  been  so  many 

lindrances  and  so  many  quarrels  between  him  and  the  peas- 
mts  as  that  year,  and  the  origin  of  these  failures  and  this 

lostility  was  now  perfectly  comprehensible  to  him.  The  de- 
ight  he  had  experienced  in  the  work  itself,  and  the  con- 

sequent greater  intimacy  with  the  peasants,  the  envy  he  felt 
)f  them,  of  their  life,  the  desire  to  adopt  that  life,  which  had 

)een  to  him  that  night  not  a  dream  but  an  intention,  the  execu- 
ion  of  which  he  had  thought  out  in  detail — all  this  had  so 
ransformed  his  view  of  the  farming  of  the  land  as  he  had 
nanaged  it,  that  he  could  not  take  his  former  interest  in  it, 
ind  could  not  help  seeing  that  unpleasant  relation  between 
lim  and  the  workpeople  which  was  the  foundation  of  it  all. 
The  herd  of  improved  cows  such  as  Pava,  the  whole  land 
ploughed  over  and  enriched,  the  nine  level  fields  surrounded 
with  hedges,  the  two  hundred  and  forty  acres  heavily  manured, 
he  seed  sown  in  drills,  and  all  the  rest  of  it — it  was  all  splen- 

did if  only  the  work  had  been  done  for  themselves,  or  for  them- 
selves and  comrades — people  in  sympathy  with  them.  But  he 

saw  clearly  now  (his  work  on  a  book  of  agriculture,  in  which 
the  chief  element  in  husbandry  was  to  have  been  the  laborer, 

sjreatly  assisted  him  in  this)  that  the  sort  of  farming'  he  was 
2arrying  on  was  nothing  but  a  cruel  and  stubborn  struggle 
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between  him  and  the  laborers,  in  which  there  was  on  one  side 

—his  side— a  continual  intense  effort  to  change  everything  to 

a  pattern  he  considered  better ;  on  the  other  side,  the  natural 

order  of  things.     And  in  this  struggle  he  saw  that  with  hA- 

mense  expenditure  of  force  on  his  side,  and  with  no  effort  or 

even  intention  on  the  other  side,  all  that  was  attained  was  that 

the  work  did  not  go  to  the  liking  of  either  side,  and  that 

splendid  tools,  splendid  cattle  and  land  were  spoiled  with  no 

good  to  any  one.    Worst  of  all,  the  energy  expended  on  this 

work  was  not  simply  wasted.    He  could  not  help  feeling  now, 

since  the  meaning  of  this  system  had  become  clear  to  him,  that 

the  aim  of  his  energy  was  a  most  unworthy  one.    In  reality, 

what  was  the  struggle  about?    He  was  struggling  for  every 

farthing  of  his  share  (and  he  could  not  help  it,  for  he  had  only 

to  relax  his  efforts,  and  he  would  not  have  had  the  money  to 

pay  his  laborers'  wages),  while  they  were  only  struggling  to 

be  able  to  do  their  work  easily  and  agreeably,  that  is  to  say, 

as  they  were  used  to  doing  it.     It  was  for  his  interests  that
 

every  laborer  should  work  as  hard  as  possible,  and  that  while 

doing  so  he  should  keep  his  wits  about  him,  so  as  to  try  not  to 

break  the  winnowing-machines,  the  horse-rakes,  the  thrashi
ng- 

machines,  that  he  should  attend  to  what  he  was  doing.    What 

the  laborer  wanted  was  to  work  as  pleasantly,  as  possible, 

with  rests,  and  above  all,  carelessly  and  heedlessly,  
without 

thinking.     That  summer  Levin  saw  this  at  every  step.     He 

sent  the  men  to  mow  some  clover  for  hay,  picking  out  
the 

worst  patches  where  the  clover  was  overgrown  with  gr
ass  and 

weeds  and  of  no  use  for  seed ;  again  and  again  they  mowed  the 

best  acres  of  clover,  justifying  themselves  by  the  prete
nse  that 

the   bailiff   had   told   them   to,    and   trying   to   pacify   him 

with  the  assurance  that  it  would  be  splendid  hay;  but 
 he 

knew  that  it  was  owing  to  those  acres  being  so  much  eas
ier  to 

mow.     He  sent  out  a  hay  machine  for  pitching  the  
hay— it 

was  broken  at  the  first  row  because  it  was  dull  work  for
  a 

peasant  to  sit  on  the  seat  in  front  with  the  great  wing
s  wav- 

ing above  him.    And  he  was  told,  "Don't  trouble,  y™r?honor, 

sure,   the   women-folks  will   pitch   it   quick   enough."     
The 
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ploughs  were  practically  useless,  because  it  never  occurred  to 
he  laborer  to  raise  the  share  when  he  turned  the  plough,  and 

'orcing  it  round,  he  strained  the  horses  and  tore  up  the  ground, ,nd  Levin  was  begged  not  to  mind  about  it.  The  horses  were 
llowed  to  stray  into  the  wheat  because  not  a  single  laborer 
should  consent  to  be  night-watchman,  and  in  spite  of  orders  to 
he  contrary,  the  laborers  insisted  on  taking  turns  for  night 
luty,  and  Ivan,  after  working  all  day  long,  fell  asleep,  and 
vas  very  penitent  for  his  fault,  saying,  "Do  what  you  will  to 
,11c,  your  honor." 
They  killed  three  of  the  best  calves  by  letting  them  into 

he  clover  aftermath  without  care  as  to  their  drinking,  and 
lothing  would  make  the  men  believe  that  they  had  been  blown 
ut  by  the  clover,  but  they  told  him,  by  way  of  consolation, 
hat  one  of  his  neighbors  had  lost  a  hundred  and  twelve  head 
f  cattle  in  three  days.  All  this  happened,  not  because  any 
me  felt  ill-will  to  Levin  or  his  farm ;  on  the  contrary,  he  knew 
hat  they  liked  him,  thought  him  a  simple  gentleman  (their 
ighest  praise)  ;  but  it  happened  simply  because  all  they 
ranted  was  to  work  merrily  and  carelessly,  and  his  interests 
vere  not  only  remote  and  incomprehensible  to  them,  but  fa- 
ally  opposed  to  their  most  just  claims.  Long  before,  Levin 
ad  felt  dissatisfaction  with  his  own  position  in  regard  to  the 
and.  He  saw  where  his  boat  leaked,  but  he  did  not  look  for 
he  leak,  perhaps  purposely  deceiving  himself.  ( Nothing  would 
>e  left  him  if  he  lost  faith  in  it.)  But  now  he  could  deceive 
imself  no  longer.  The  farming  of  the  land,  as  he  was  manag- 

ing it,  had  become  not  merely  unattractive  but  revolting  to 
im,  and  he  could  take  no  further  interest  in  it. 
To  this  now  was  joined  the  presence,  only  twenty-five  miles 

ff,  of  Kitty  Shtcherbatsky,  whom  he  longed  to  see  and  could 
ot  see.  Darya  Alexandrovna  Oblonsky  had  invited  him, 
riien  he  was  over  there,  to  come ;  to  come  with  the  object  of 
enewing  his  offer  to  her  sister,  who  would,  so  she  gave  him  to 
nderstand,  accept  him  now.  Levin  himself  had  felt  on  seeing 
jtty  Shtcherbatsky  that  he  had  never  ceased  to  love  her ;  but 
e  could  not  go  over  to  the  Oblonskys',  knowing  she  was  there. 
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The  fact  that  he  had  made  her  an  offer,  and  she  had  refused 
him,  had  placed  an  insuperable  barrier  between  her  and  him. 

"I  can't  ask  her  to  be  my  wife  merely  because  she  can't  be  the 
wife  of  the  man  she  wanted  to  marry, ' '  he  said  to  himself.  The 
thought  of  this  made  him  cold  and  hostile  to  her.    "I  should 
not  be  able  to  speak  to  her  without  a  feeling  of  reproach ;  I 
could  not  look  at  her  without  resentment;  and  she  will  onlj 

hate  me  all  the  more,  as  she's  bound  to.     And  besides,  how 
can  I  now,  after  what  Darya  Alexandrovna  told  me,  go  to  see 
them?     Can  I  help  showing  that  I  know  what  she  told  me? 
And  me  to  go  magnanimously  to  forgive  her,  and  have  pity  on 
her!    Me  go  through  a  performance  before  her  of  forgiving, I 
and  deigning  to  bestow  my  love  on  her!     .     .     .     What  infl 
duced  Darya  Alexandrovna  to  tell  me  that?     By  chance  Ii 
might  have  seen  her,  then  everything  would  have  happened  of  I 

itself;  but,  as  it  is,  it's  out  of  the  question,  out  of  the  ques-| 

tion!" 
Darya  Alexandrovna  sent  him  a  letter,  asking  him  for  a  I 

side-saddle  for  Kitty's  use.  "I'm  told  you  have  a  side-saddle,' I 

she  wrote  to  him ;  ' '  I  hope  you  will  bring  it  over  yourself. ' ' 
This  was  more  than  he  could  stand.  How  could  a  woman 

of  any  intelligence,  of  any  delicacy,  put  her  sister  in  such  a 

humiliating  position !  He  wrote  ten  notes,  and  tore  them  aU 

up,  and  sent  the  saddle  without  any  reply.  To  write  that  he 

would  go  was  impossible,  because  he  could  not  go;  to  write 
that  he  could  not  come  because  something  prevented  him, 

or  that  he  would  be  away,  that  was  still  worse.  He  sent  the 

saddle  without  an  answer,  and  with  a  sense  of  having  done 

something  shameful;  he  handed  over  all  the  now  revolting 

business  of  the  estate  to  his  bailiff,  and  set  off  next  day  to 

a  remote  district  to  see  his  friend  Sviazhsky,  who  had  splen- 

did marshes  for  grouse  in  his  neighborhood,  and  had  lately 

written  to  ask  him  to  keep  a  long-standing  promise  to  stay 

with  him.  The  grouse  marsh,  in  the  Surovsky  district,  had 

long  tempted  Levin,  but  he  had  continually  put  off  this  visit 

on  account  of  his  work  on  the  estate.  Now  he  was  glad  to 

get  away  from  the  neighborhood  of  the  Shtcherbatskys,  and 

fc 
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itill  more  from  his  farm-work,  especially  on  a  shooting  expedi- 
tion, which  always  in  trouble  served  as  the  best  consolation. 

CHA1TER  XXV 

In  the  Surovsky  district  t  lere  was  no  railway  nor  service  of 
>ost-horses,  and  Levin  drovo  there  with  his  own  horses  in  his 
>ig,  old-fashioned  carriage. 

He  stopped  half-way  at  s  well-to-do  peasant's  to  feed  his 
lorses.  A  bald,  well-preseiyed  old  man,  with  a  broad,  red 
>eard,  gray  on  his  cheeks,  opened  the  gate,  squeezing  against 

he  gate-post  to  let  the  three  horses  pass.  Directing  the  coach- 
nan  to  a  place  under  the  shed  in  the  big,  clean,  tidy  yard,  with 
iharred,  old-fashioned  ploughs  in  it,  the  old  man  asked  Levin 
10  come  in  to  the  parlor.  A  cleanly  dressed  young  woman, 
?ith  clogs  on  her  bare  feet,  was  scrubbing  the  floor  in  the 
lew  outer  room.  She  was  frightened  of  the  dog,  that  ran  in 
iter  Levin,  and  uttered  a  shriek,  but  began  laughing  at  her 
iwn  fright  at  once  when  she  was  told  the  dog  would  not  hurt 
ler.  Pointing  Levin  with  her  bare  arm  to  the  door  into  the 
iarlor,  she  bent  down  again,  hiding  her  handsome  face,  and 
vent  on  scrubbing. 

|" Would  you  like  the  samovar?"  she  asked. 
"Yes,  please." 
The  parlor  was  a  big  room,  with  a  Dutch  stove,  and  a  screen 

ividing  it  into  two.  Under  the  holy  pictures  stood  a  table 
Minted  in  patterns,  a  bench,  and  two  chairs.  Near  the  en- 
rance  was  a  dresser  full  of  crockery.  The  shutters  were 
closed,  there  were  few  flies,  and  it  was  so  clean  that  Levin  was 
mxious  that  Laska,  who  had  been  running  along  the  road 
tnd  bathing  in  the  puddles,  should  not  muddy  the  floor,  and 
)rdered  her  to  a  place  in  the  corner  by  the  door.  After  look- 
ng  round  the  parlor,  Levin  went  out  in  the  back  yard.  The 
jood-looking  young  woman  in  clogs,  swinging  the  empty  pails 
>n  the  yoke,  ran  on  before  him  to  the  well  for  water. 
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■  'Look  sharp,  my  girl!"  the  old  man  shouted  after  hell 
good-humoredly,  and  he  went  np  to  Levin.     "Well,  sir,  arJ 
you  going  to  Nikolay  Ivanovitch  Sviazhsky  ?    His  honor  comef 

to  us  too, ' '  he  began  chatting,  leaning  his  elbows  on  the  railing 
of  the  steps.    In  the  middle  of  the  old  man's  account  of  his 
acquaintance  with  Sviazhsky,  the  gates  creaked  again,  andfc 

laborers  came  into  the  yard  from  the  fields,  with  wooden  f 
ploughs  and  harrows.     The  horses  harnessed  to  the  ploughs  f 
and  harrows  were  sleek  and  fat.    The  laborers  were  obviously  fc 
of  the  household:  two  were  young  men  in  cotton  shirts  and! 

caps,  the  two  others  were  hired  laborers  in  homespun  shirts,  | 
one  an  old  man,  the  other  a  yorng  fellow.    Moving  off  from 
the  steps,  the  old  man  went  up  to  the  horses  and  began  un> 
harnessing  them. 

"What  have  they  been  ploughing V  asked  Levin. 
"Ploughing  up  the  potatoes.  We  rent  a  bit  of  land  too.fr 

Fedot,  don't  let  out  the  gelding,  but  take  it  to  the  trough,  and  t 
we  '11  put  the  other  in  harness. ' ' 

"Oh,  father,  the  ploughshares  I  ordered,  has  he  brought 
them  along?"  asked  a  big,  healthy-looking  fellow,  obviously 
the  old  man 's  son. 

' '  There  ...  in  the  outer  room, ' '  answered  the  old  man, 
bundling  together  the  harness  he  had  taken  off,  and  flinging 

it  on  the  ground.  "You  can  put  them  on,  while  they  have 

dinner." 
The  good-looking  young  woman  came  into  the  outer  room 

with  the  full  pails  dragging  at  her  shoulders.  More  women 
came  on  the  scene  from  somewhere,  young  and  handsome, 

middle-aged,  old  and  ugly,  with  children  and  without 
children. 

The  samovar  was  beginning  to  sing;  the  laborers  and  the 
family,  having  disposed  of  the  horses,  came  in  to  dinner. 
Levin,  getting  his  provisions  out  of  his  carriage,  invited  the 
old  man  to  take  tea  with  him. 

"Well,  I  have  had  some  to-day  already,"  said  the  old  man, 
obviously  accepting  the  invitation  with  pleasure.       But  just 

a  glass  for  company." 
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Over  their  tea  Levin  heard  all  about  the  old  man 's  farming. 
;n  years  before,  the  old  man  had  rented  three  hundred  acres 
om  the  lady  who  owned  them,  and  a  year  ago  he  had  bought 
em  and  rented  another  three  hundred  from  a  neighboring 
ndowner.  A  small  part  of  the  land — the  worst  part — he  let 
it  for  rent,  while  a  hundred  acres  of  arable  land  he  cultivated 
mself  with  his  family  and  two  hired  laborers.  The  old  man 
►mplained  that  things  were  doing  badly.    But  Levin  saw  that 
simply  did  so  from  a  feeling  of  propriety,  and  that  his 
m  was  in  a  flourishing  condition.  If  it  had  been  unsuc- 

ssful  he  would  not  have  bought  land  at  thirty-five  roubles 
e  acre,  he  would  not  have  married  his  three  sons  and  a 
sphew,  he  would  not  have  rebuilt  twice  after  fires,  and  each 
me  on  a  larger  scale.    In  spite  of  the  old  man's  complaints, 
was  evident  that  he  was  proud,  and  justly  proud,  of  his 
•osperity,  proud  of  his  sons,  his  nephew,  his  sons'  wives, 
s  horses  and  his  cows,  and  especially  of  the  fact  that  he  was 
leping  all  this  farming  going.  From  his  conversation  with 
e  old  man,  Levin  thought  he  was  not  averse  to  new  methods 
ther.  He  had  planted  a  great  many  potatoes,  and  his  pota- 
es,  as  Levin  had  seen  driving  past,  were  already  past  flower- 
g  and  beginning  to  die  down,  while  Levin's  were  only  just 
ming  into  flower.  He  earthed  up  his  potatoes  with  a  modern 
ough  borrowed  from  a  neighboring  landowner.  He  sowed 
teat.  The  trifling  fact  that,  thinning  out  his  rye,  the  old 
m  used  the  rye  he  thinned  out  for  his  horses,  specially  struck 
3vin.  How  many  times  had  Levin  seen  this  splendid  fodder 
isted,  and  tried  to  get  it  saved ;  but  always  it  had  turned  out 
be  impossible.  The  peasant  got  this  done,  and  he  could  not 
y  enough  in  praise  of  it  as  food  for  the  beasts. 
What  have  the  wenches  to  do?     They  carry  it  out  in 

indies  to  the  roadside,  and  the  cart  brings  it  away. ' ' 
Well,  we  landowners  can't  manage  well  with  our  laborers, " id  Levin,  handing  him  a  glass  of  tea. 

Thank  you,"  said  the  old  man,  and  he  took  the  glass,  but 
Mused  sugar,  pointing  to  a  lump  he  had  left.  "They're 
Snple  destruction,"  said  he.     "Look  at  Sviazhsky's,  for  in- 
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stance.  ̂ We  know  what  the  land's  like— first-rate,  yet  the
re  'A 

not  much  of  a  crop  to  boast  of.  It's  not  looked  after  enoug
h-ij 

that's  all  it  is!"  .  I 

"But  you  work  your  land  with  hired  laborers? 

"We're  all  peasants  together.  We  go  into  everything  our 

selves.    If  a  man's  no  use,  he  can  go,  and  we  can  manage  
by 

ourselves. ' ' 

"Father,  Finogen  wants  some  tar,"  said  the 
 young  woman 

in  the  clogs,  coming  in. 

"Yes  yes,  that's  how  it  is,  sir!"  said  the  old  man,  get
ting 

up  and,'  crossing  himself  deliberately,  he  thanked  Levi
n  and 

went  out.  ,,  , .  ,  _■ 

When  Levin  went  into  the  kitchen  to  call  
his  coachman 

he  saw  the  whole  family  at  dinner.  The  women
  were  standing 

up  waiting  on  them.  The  young,  sturdy-looki
ng  son  was  tell 

ing  something  funny  with  his  mouth  full  of  puddi
ng,  and  thej 

were  all  laughing,  the  woman  in  the  clogs, 
 who  was  pourin- 

cabbage-soup  into  a  bowl,  laughing  most  merri
ly  ot  all. 

Very  probably  the  good-looking  face  of 
 the  young  woma 

in  the  elogs  had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  the
  impression  of  well 

being  this  peasant  household  made  upon  Lev
in,  but  the  impr* 

sion  was  so  strong  that  Levin  could  never  g
et  rid  of  it.  ad 

all  the  way  from  the  old  peasant's  to  Sviaz
hsky  s  he  kept  H 

calling  this  peasant  farm  as  though  t
here  were  something 

this  impression  that  demanded  his  spec
ial  attention. 

CHAPTER  XXVI 

Sviazhsky  was  the  marshal  of  his  di
strict.  He  was ;  five year 

older  than  Levin,  and  had  long  
been  married.  His  sister-* 

law  a  voung  girl  Levin  liked  very
  much,  lived  in  his  house 

anil'  Levrinew  that  Sviazhsky  and 
 his  wife  would  hav 

greaUyTiked  to  marry  the  girl 
 to  him.  He  knew  this  wi 

certainty,  as  so-called  eligible  y
oung  men  always  know  i 

though  he  could  never  have  brough
t  himself  to  speak  of  it  1 
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|ny  one;  and  he  knew  too  that,  although  he  wanted  to  get 
arried,  and  although  by  every  token  this  very  attractive  girl 
ould  make  an  excellent  wife,  he  could  no  more  have  married 
er,  even  if  he  had  not  been  in  love  with  Kitty  Shtcherbatsky, 
an  he  could  have  flown  up  to  the  sky.  And  this  knowledge 
oisoned  the  pleasure  he  had  hoped  to  find  in  the  visit  to 
viazhsky. 

On  getting  Sviazhsky 's  letter  with  the  invitation  for  shoot- 
ig,  Levin  had  immediately  thought  of  this;  but  in  spite  of 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  Sviazhsky's  having  such 

iews  for  him  was  simply  his  own  groundless  supposition,  and 
0  he  would  go,  all  the  same.     Besides,  at  the  bottom  of  his 
eart  he  had  a  desire  to  try  himself,  put  himself  to  the  test 
1  regard  to  this  girl.     The  Sviazhskys'  home  life  was  exceed- 
jly  pleasant,  and  Sviazhsky  himself,  the  best  type  of  man 
iking  part  in  local  affairs  that  Levin  knew,  was  very  interest- 
ig  to  him. 

Sviazhsky  was  one  of  those  people,  always  a  source  of  won- 
er  to  Levin,  whose  convictions,  very  logical  though  never 
riginal,  go  one  way  by  themselves,  while  their  life,  exceed- 
lgly  definite  and  firm  in  its  direction,  goes  its  way  quite  apart 
d  almost  always  in  direct  contradiction  to  their  convictions, 

viazhsky  was  an  extremely  advanced  man.  He  despised  the 
obility,  and  believed  the  mass  of  the  nobility  to  be  secretly 
favor  of  serfdom,  and  only  concealing  their  views  from 

iwardice.  He  regarded  Russia  as  a  ruined  country,  rather 
fter  the  style  of  Turkey,  and  the  government  of  Russia  as  so 
-d  that  he  never  permitted  himself  to  criticize  its  doings 
iriously,  and  yet  he  was  a  functionary  of  that  government 
d  a  model  marshal  of  nobility,  and  when  he  drove  about  he 
ways  wore  the  cockade  of  office  and  the  cap  with  the  red 
and.  He  considered  human  life  only  tolerable  abroad,  and 
ent  abroad  to  stay  at  every  opportunity,  and  at  the  same 
me  he  carried  on  a  complex  and  improved  system  of  agri- 
alture  in  Russia,  and  with  extreme  interest  followed  every- 
ling  and  knew  everything  that  was  being  done  in  Russia. 
e  considered  the  Russian  peasant  as  occupying  a  stage  of  de- 
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velopment  intermediate  between  the  ape  and  the  man, 
 and 

at  the  same  time  in  the  local  assemblies  no  one  was 
 readier 

to  shake  hands  with  the  peasants  and  listen  to  their  
opinion. 

He  neither  believed  in  God  nor  the  devil,  but  was  muc
h  con- 

cerned about  the  question  of  the  improvement  of  the  clergy 

and  the  maintenance  of  their  revenues,  and  took  special  tro
uble  I 

to  keep  up  the  church  in  his  village. 

On  the  woman  question  he  was  on  the  side  of  the  extrem
e  L 

advocates  of  complete  liberty  for  women,  and  especially  their
  \{ 

right  to  labor.  But  he  lived  with  his  wife  on  such  terms  th
at  fa 

their  affectionate  childless  home-life  was  the  admiration
  of  L 

every  one,  and  arranged  his  wife's  life  so  that  she 
 did  noth- 

ing and  could  do  nothing  but  share  her  husband's  
efforts  l 

that  her  time  should  pass  as  happily  and  as  agreeably 
 as 

possible.  .  • 

If  it  had  not  been  a  characteristic  of  Levin  s  to  put  t
he 

most  favorable  interpretation  on  people,  Sviazhsky's
  character 

would  have  presented  no  doubt  or  difficulty  to  him: 
 he  would 

have  said  to  himself,  "a  fool  or  a  knave,"  and  e
verything 

would  have  seemed  clear.    But  he  could  not  say  "a  fool,
     be- 

cause Sviazhsky  was  unmistakably  clever,  and  moreover    
a 

highly  cultivated  man,  who  was  exceptionally  m
odest  over  his 

culture     There  was  not  a  subject  he  knew  nothing  of.   
 But  he 

did  not  display  his  knowledge  except  when  he  was 
 compelled  tr 

do  so      Still  less  could  Levin  say  that  he  was  a  k
nave,  a 

Sviazhsky  was  unmistakably  an  honest,  good-h
earted,  sensible 

man   who  worked  good-humoredly,  keenly,  and  p
ersevering^ 

at  his  work ;  he  was  held  in  high  honor  by  every  one  about  him,
 

and  certainly  had  never  consciously  done,  and  
was  indeed  in- 

capable of  doing,  anything  base.  .  , 

Levin  tried  to  understand  him,  and  could  n
ot  understand 

him,  and  looked  at  him  and  his  life  as  at  a  living  e
nigma. 

Levin  and  he  were  very  friendly,  and  so  Levin  u
sed  to  ven- 

ture to  sound  Sviazhsky,  to  try  to  get  at  the  very
  founda- 

tion  of  his  view  of  life;  but  it  was  always  in  v
ain,  fcvei? 

time  Levin  tried  to  penetrate  beyond  the  outer
  chambers  o1 

Sviazhsky's  mind,  which  were  hospitably  open  to  all,  he  W
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iced  that  Sviazhsky  was  slightly  disconcerted ;  faint  signs  of 
larm  were  visible  in  his  eyes,  as  though  he  were  afraid  Levin 
ould  understand  him,  and  he  would  give  him  a  kindly,  good- 
umored  repulse. 

Just  now,  since  his  disenchantment  with  farming,  Levin  was 
particularly  glad  to  stay  with  Sviazhsky.  Apart  from  the  fact 
hat  the  sight  of  this  happy  and  affectionate  couple,  so  pleased 
viih  themselves  and  every  one  else,  and  their  well-ordered 
tome  always  had  a  cheering  effect  on  Levin,  he  felt  a  longing, 
low  that  he  was  so  dissatisfied  with  his  own  life,  to  get  at  that 
acret  in  Sviazhsky  that  gave  him  such  clearness,  definiteness, 
nd  good  courage  in  life.  Moreover,  Levin  knew  that  at  Svi- 

zhsky's  he  should  meet  the  landowners  of  the  neighborhood, ,nd  it  was  particularly  interesting  for  him  just  now  to  hear 
nd  take  part  in  those  rural  conversations  concerning  crops, 
aborers'  wages,  and  so  on,  which,  he  was  aware,  are  con- entionally  regarded  as  something  very  low,  but  which  seemed 
him  just  now  to  constitute  the  one  subject  of  importance. 

It  was  not,  perhaps,  of  importance  in  the  days  of  serfdom, 
nd  it  may  not  be  of  importance  in  England.  In  both  cases 
he  conditions  of  agriculture  are  firmly  established ;  but  among 
is  now,  when  everything  has  been  turned  upside  down  and  is 
nly  just  taking  shape,  the  question  what  form  these  conditions 
ill  take  is  the  one  question  of  importance  in  Russia, "  thought evin. 

The  shooting  turned  out  to  be  worse  than  Levin  had  ex- 
acted. The  marsh  was  dry  and  there  were  no  grouse  at  all. 

~e  walked  about  the  whole  day  and  only  brought  back  three irds,  but  to  make  up  for  that— he  brought  back,  as  he  always 
id  from  shooting,  an  excellent  appetite,  excellent  spirits,  and 
lat  keen,  intellectual  mood  which  with  him  always  accom- 
anied  violent  physical  exertion.  And  while  out  shooting, 
hen  he  seemed  to  be  thinking  of  nothing  at  all,  suddenly  the 
d  man  and  his  family  kept  coming  back  to  his  mind,  and  the 
npression  of  them  seemed  to  claim  not  merely  his  attention, 
ut  the  solution  of  some  question  connected  with  them. 
In  the  evening  at  tea,  two  landowners  who  had  come  about 
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some  business  connected  with  a  wardship  were  of  the  party, 

and  the  interesting  conversation  Levin  had  been  looking 
 for- 

ward  to  sprang  up. 

Levin  was  sitting  beside  his  hostess  at  the  tea-table,  and  was 

obliged  to  keep  up  a  conversation  with  her  and  her  si
ster, 

who  was  sitting  opposite  him.  Madame  Sviazhsky  was  a  roun
d- 

faced,  fair-haired,  rather  short  woman,  all  smiles  and  dimple*.
 

Levin  tried  through  her  to  get  at  a  solution  of  the  weighty 

enigma  her  husband  presented  to  his  mind;  but  he  had  not 

complete  freedom  of  ideas,  because  he  was  in  an  agony  of 

embarrassment.    This  agony  of  embarrassment  was  due  to  the 

fact  that  the  sister-in-law  was  sitting  opposite  to  him,  in  ji 

dress,  specially  put  on,  as  he  fancied,  for  his  benefit,  c
ut  par- 

ticularly  open,  in  the  shape  of  a  trapeze,  on  her  white  b
osom. 

This  quadrangular  opening,  in  spite  of  the  bosom's  being 
 very 

white,  or  just  because  it  was  very  white,  deprived  Levin  of  
the 

full  use  of  his  faculties.    He  imagined,  probably  mistakenly,
 

that  this  low-necked  bodice  had  been  made  on  his  account,  and
  w 

felt  that  he  had  no  right  to  look  at  it,  and  tried  not  to  look 
 at 

it ;  but  he  felt  that  he  was  to  blame  for  the  very  fact  of 
 the  low- 

necked  bodice  having  been  made.    It  seemed  to  Levin  
that  he 

had  deceived  some  one,  that  he  ought  to  explain  so
mething, 

but  that  to  explain  it  was  impossible,  and  for  that  reason
  Je 

was  continually  blushing,  was  ill  at  ease  and  awkward
.    His 

awkwardness  infected  the  pretty  sister-in-law  too.    
But  then 

hostess  appeared  not  to  observe  this,  and  kept  purposely  dra
w-jj 

ing  her  into  the  conversation. 

4 'You  say,"  she  said,  pursuing  the  subject  that  had  beep, 

started,  "that  my  husband  cannot  be  interested  in  w
hat  > 

Russian.  It's  quite  the  contrary;  he  is  always  in  
cheerfu 

spirits  abroad,  but  not  as  he  is  here.  Here,  he  feels
  m  Ml 

proper  place.  He  has  so  much  to  do,  and  he  has  the  
faculty  11 

interesting  himself  in  everything.  Oh,  you've  not  
been  to  8< ■< 

our  school,  have  you?"  .     I 
''I've  seen  it.     .     .     .     The  little  house  covered  with  ivy 

isn 't  it?" 

"Yes;  that's  Nastia's  work,"  she  said,  indicating  her  sister 
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"You  teach  in  it  yourself?"  asked  Levin,  trying  to  look 
bove  the  open  neck,  but  feeling  that  wherever  he  looked  in 
lat  direction  he  should  see  it. 

'Yes;  I  used  to  teach  in  it  myself,  and  do  teach  still,  but 
re  have  a  first-rate  schoolmistress  now.  And  we've  started 

ymnastic  exercises. ' ' 

'No,  thank  you,  I  won't  have  any  more  tea,"  said  Levin, 
nd  conscious  of  doing  a  rude  thing,  but  incapable  of  continu- 

ng  the  conversation,  he  got  up,  blushing.  ' '  I  hear  a  very  in- 
resting  conversation, ' '  he  added,  and  walked  to  the  other  end 
f  the  table,  where  Sviazhsky  was  sitting  with  the  two  gentle- 
len  of  the  neighborhood.  Sviazhsky  was  sitting  sideways, 
rith  one  elbow  on  the  table,  and  a  cup  in  one  hand|  while  with 
le  other  hand  he  gathered  up  his  beard,  held  it  to  his  nose  and 
t  it  drop  again,  as  though  he  were  smelling  it.  His  brilliant 

lack  eyes  were  looking  straight  at  the  excited  country  gentle- 
an  with  gray  whiskers,  and  apparently  he  derived  amuse- 
lent  from  his  remarks.  The  gentleman  was  complaining  of 
e  peasants.  It  was  evident  to  Levin  that  Sviazhsky  knew 

n  answer  to  this  gentleman's  complaints,  which  would  at 
nee  demolish  his  whole  contention,  but  that  in  his  position 
e  could  not  give  utterance  to  this  answer,  and  listened,  not 

ithout  pleasure,  to  the  landowner 's  comic  speeches. 
The  gentleman  with  the  gray  whiskers  was  obviously  an 
tveterate  adherent  of  serfdom  and  a  devoted  agriculturist, 
ho  had  lived  all  his  life  in  the  country.  Levin  saw  proofs  of 

lis  in  his  dress,  in  the  old-fashioned  threadbare  coat,  obvi- 
usly  not  his  every-day  attire,  in  his  shrewd,  deep-set  eyes,  in 
is  idiomatic,  fluent  Russian,  in  the  imperious  tone  that  had 
ecome  habitual  from  long  use,  and  in  the  resolute  gestures  of 

is  large,  red,  sunburnt  hands,  with  an  old  betrothal-ring  on 
he  little  finger. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

"If  I'd  only  the  heart  to  throw  up  what's  been  set  going 

.  .  .  such  a  lot  of  trouble  wasted  .  .  .  I'd  turn  mj| 
back  on  the  whole  business,  sell  up,  go  off  like  Nikolay  IvanoJ 

vitch  ...  to  hear  La  Belle  Helene,"  said  the  landowner, 
a  pleasant  smile  lighting  up  his  shrewd  old  face. 

1 '  But  you  see  you  don 't  throw  it  up, ' '  said  Nikolay  Ivano- 
vitch  Sviazhsky ;  * '  so  there  must  be  something  gained. ' ' 

"The  only  gain  is  that  I  live  in  my  own  house,  neither 
bought  nor  hired.  Besides,  one  keeps  hoping  the  people  will 

learn  sense.  Though,  instead  of  that,  you'd  never  believe  it — 1 
the  drunkenness,  the  immorality!  They  keep  chopping  and 
changing  their  bits  of  land.  Not  a  sight  of  a  horse  or  a  cowl 

The  peasant's  dying  of  hunger,  but  just  go  and  take  him  on 
as  a  laborer,  he'll  do  his  best  to  do  you  a  mischief,  and  then 

bring  you  up  before  the  justice  of  the  peace." 
"But  then  you  make  complaints  to  the  justice  too,"  said 

Sviazhsky. 

' '  I  lodge  complaints  ?  Not  for  anything  in  the  world !  Such 
a  talking,  and  such  a  to-do,  that  one  would  have  cause  to  regret 
it.  At  the  works,  for  instance,  they  pocketed  the  advance- 
money  and  made  off.  What  did  the  justice  do?  Why,  ao* 

quitted  them.  Nothing  keeps  them  in  order  but  their  own  | 

communal  court  and  their  village  elder.  He'll  flog  them  in 

the  good  old  style !  But  for  that  there 'd  be  nothing  for  it  but 
to  give  it  all  up  and  run  away." 

Obviously  the  landowner  was  chaffing  Sviazhsky,  who,  far 
from  resenting  it,  was  apparently  amused  by  it. 

"But  you  see  we  manage  our  land  without  such  extreme 

measures,"  said  he,  smiling:  "Levin  and  I  and  this  gentle- 

man." He  indicated  the  other  landowner. 

"Yes,  the  thing's  done  at  Mihail  Petrovitch 's,  but  ask  him 
how  it's  done.  Do  you  call  that  a  rational  system?"  said  the 

landowner,  obviously  rather  proud  of  the  word  ' '  rational. ' 

"My  system's  very  simple,"  said  Mihail  Petrovitch,  "thank 

![; 

i: 

ji 
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od.  All  my  management  rests  on  getting  the  money  ready 

>r  the  autumn  taxes,  and  the  peasants  come  to  me,  'Father, 
aster,  help  us ! '  Well,  the  peasants  are  all  one 's  neighbors ; 
ae  feels  for  them.  So  one  advances  them  a  third,  but  one 

lys :  '  Remember,  lads,  I  have  helped  you,  and  you  must  help 
Le  when  I  need  it — whether  it  's  the  sowing  of  the  oats,  or  the 
ay-cutting,  or  the  harvest ' ;  and  well,  one  agrees,  so  much  for 
ich  taxpayer — though  there  are  dishonest  ones  among  them 

>o,  it's  true." 
Levin,  who  had  long  been  familiar  with  these  patriarchal 

ethods,  exchanged  glances  with  Sviazhsky  and  interrupted 
ihail  Petrovitch,  turning  again  to  the  gentleman  with  the 
ray  whiskers. 

"Then  what  do  you  think ?"  he  asked;  "what  system  is  one 
adopt  nowadays  ? ' ' 

"Why,  manage  like  Mihail  Petrovitch,  or  let  the  land  for 
If  the  crop  or  for  rent  to  the  peasants ;  that  one  can  do — 

rily  that's  just  how  the  general  prosperity  of  the  country  is 
eing  ruined.  Where  the  land  with  serf -labor  and  good  man- 
gement  gave  a  yield  of  nine  to  one,  on  the  half-crop  system 
yields  three  to  one.  Russia  has  been  ruined  by  the  emanci- 
ation ! ' ' 

Sviazhsky  looked  with  smiling  eyes  at  Levin,  and  even  made 
faint  gesture  of  irony  to  him ;  but  Levin  did  not  think  the 

mdowner's  words  absurd,  he  understood  them  better  than  he 
id  Sviazhsky.  A  great  deal  more  of  what  the  gentleman  with 
lie  gray  whiskers  said  to  show  in  what  way  Russia  was  ruined 
y  the  emanicipation  struck  him  indeed  as  very  true,  new  to 
im,  and  quite  incontestable.     The  landowner  unmistakably 
oke  his  own  individual  thought — a  thing  that  rarely  happens 

-and  a  thought  to  which  he  had  been  brought  not  by*  a  desire f  finding  some  exercise  for  an  idle  brain,  but  a  thought  which 
ad  grown  up  out  of  the  conditions  of  his  life,  which  he  had 
rooded  over  in  the  solitude  of  his  village,  and  had  considered 
every  aspect. 

'The  point  is,  don't  you  see,  that  progress  of  every  sort  is 
oly  made  by  the  use  of  authority,"  he  said,  evidently  wishing 
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I 

to  show  he  was  not  without  culture.     ''Take  the  reforms  ot 

Peter,  of  Catherine,  of  Alexander.     Take  European  historyd 

And  progress  in  agriculture  more  than  anything  else— the  
tr 

potato,  for  instance,  that  was  introduced  among  us  by  force. 

The  wooden  plough  too  wasn't  always  used.    It  was  introduced  f 

maybe  in  the  days  before  the  Empire,  but  it  was  probably 

brought  in  by  force.     Now,  in  our  own  day,  we  landowners  | 

in  the  serf  times  used  various  improvements  in  our  husbandry^ 

drying-machines  and  thrashing-machines,  and  carting  manurj 

and  all  the  modern  implements— all  that  we  brought  into  use  f 

by  our  authority,  and  the  peasants  opposed  it  at  first,  and  
1 

ended  by  imitating  us.    Now,  by  the  abolition  of  serfdom  we  f 

have  been  deprived  of  our  authority;  and  so  our  husbandry, 

where  it  had  been  raised  to  a  high  level,  is  bound  to  sink  to  the 

most  savage  primitive  condition.    That 's  how  I  see  it. ' ' 

"But  why  so?    If  it's  rational,  you'll  be  able  to  keep  upf 

the  same  system  with  hired  labor, ' '  said  Sviazhsky. 

"We've  no  power  over  them.    With  whom  am  I  going  to 

work  the  system,  allow  me  to  ask  ? " 

"There  it  is— the  labor  force— the  chief  element  in  agricul- 

ture," thought  Levin. 
"With  laborers." 

"The  laborers  won't  work  well,  and  won't  work  with  good 

implements.  Our  laborer  can  do  nothing  but  get  drun
k  like 

a  pig,  and  when  he's  drunk  he  ruins  everything  you  give
  him. 

He  makes  the  horses  ill  with  too  much  water,  cuts  good
  har- 

ness, barters  the  tires  of  the  wheels  for  drink,  drops  bits  
of 

iron  into  the  thrashing-machine,  so  as  to  break  it.  He
  loathes 

the  sight  of  anything  that's  not  after  his  fashion.  An
d  that  s 

how  it  is  the  whole  level  of  husbandry  has  fallen.  Land
s  gone 

out  of  cultivation,  overgrown  with  weeds,  or  divide
d  among 

the  peasants,  and  where  millions  of  bushels  were 
 raised  you 

get  a  hundred  thousand;  the  wealth  of  the  
country  has 

decreased.    If  the  same  thing  had  been  done,  but 
 with  care 

that     ..."  .'■  -     +™ 

And  he  proceeded  to  unfold  his  own  scheme  of 
 emancipation 

by  means  of  which  these  drawbacks  might  have  
been  avoided. 
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This  did  not  interest  Levin,  but  when  he  had  finished,  Levin 
rent  back  to  his  first  position,  and,  addressing  Sviazhsky,  and 
ying  to  draw  him  into  expressing  his  serious  opinion : — 

1 '  That  the  standard  of  culture  is  falling,  and  that  with  our 
>resent  relations  to  the  peasants  there  is  no  possibility  of 

arming  on  a  rational  system  to  yield  a  profit — that's  perfectly 
rue, ' '  said  he. 

"I  don't  believe  it,"  Sviazhsky  replied  quite  seriously;  "all 
see  is  that  we  don 't  know  how  to  cultivate  the  land,  and  that 
ur  system  of  agriculture  in  the  serf -days  was  by  no  means  too 
igh,  but  too  low.  We  have  no  machines,  no  good  stock,  no 

fficient  supervision;  we  don't  even  know  how  to  keep  ac- 
ounts.  Ask  any  landowner ;  he  won't  be  able  to  tell  you  what 
rop  's  profitable,  and  what 's  not. ' ' 

"Italian  bookkeeping,"  said  the  gentleman  of  the  gray 
whiskers  ironically.  "You  may  keep  your  books  as  you  like, 
ut  if  they  spoil  everything  for  you,  there  wen't  be  any 

fcrofit." 

"Why  do  they  spoil  things?  A  poor  thrashing-machine, 
r  your  Russian  presser,  they  will  break,  but  my  steam-press 

hey  don't  break.  A  wretched  Russian  nag  they'll  ruin,  but 
eep  good  dray-horses  or  cart-horses— they  won't  ruin  them, 
.nd  so  it  is  all  round.  We  must  raise  our  farming  to  a 
igher  level." 

"Oh,  if  one  only  had  the  means  to  do  it,  Nikolay  Ivanovitch! 
t's  all  very  well  for  you;  but  for  me,  with  a  son  to  keep  at he  university,  lads  to  be  educated  at  the  high  school— how  am 
going  to  buy  these  dray-horses  ? ' ' 
"Well,  that's  what  the  land  banks  are  for." 
'  ■  To  get  what 's  left  me  sold  by  auction  ?    No,  thank  you. ' ' 
*'I  don't  agree  that  it's  necessary  or  possible  to  raise  the 

fvel  of  agriculture  still  higher,"  said  Levin.  "I  devote  my- 
elf  to  it,  and  I  have  means,  but  I  can  do  nothing.  As  to  the 
anks,  I  don't  know  to  whom  they're  any  good.  For  my 
art,  anyway,  whatever  I've  spent  money  on  in  the  way  of 
usbandry,  it  has  been  a  loss:  stock— a  loss,  machinery— a 
oss. ' ' 
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1 'That's  true  enough,"  the  gentleman  with  the  gray  whisk- 

ers chimed  in,  positively  laughing  with  satisfaction. 

"And  I'm  not  the  only  one,"  pursued  Levin.  "I  mix  with: 

all  the  neighboring  landowners,  who  are  cultivating  their  land 

on  a  rational  system ;  they  all,  with  rare  exceptions,  are  doing 

so  at  a  loss.  Come,  tell  us  how  does  your  land  do— does  it 

pay?"  said  Levin,  and  at  once  in  Sviazhsky's  eyes  he  de- 
tected that  fleeting  expression  of  alarm  which  he  had  noticed 

whenever  he  had  tried  to  penetrate  beyond  the  outer  chambers 

of  Sviazhsky's  mind. 

Moreover,  this  question  on  Levin's  part  was  not  quite  in 

good  faith.  Madame  Sviazhsky  had  just  told  him  at  tea  that 

they  had  that  summer  invited  a  German  expert  in  book- 

keeping from  Moscow,  who  for  a  consideration  of  five  hundred 

roubles  had  investigated  the  management  of  their  property, 

and  found  that  it  was  costing  them  a  loss  of  three  thousand 

odd  roubles.  She  did  not  remember  the  precise  sum,  but  it 

appeared  that  the  German  had  worked  it  out  to  the  fraction 
of  a  farthing. 

The  gray-whiskered  landowner  smiled  at  the  mention  of  the 

profits  of  Sviazhsky's  farming,  obviously  aware  how  much  gain 

his  neighbor  and  marshal  was  likely  to  be  making. 

"Possibly  it  does  not  pay,"  answered  Sviazhsky.  'Tha
t 

merely  proves  either  that  I'm  a  bad  manager,  or  t
hat  I've 

sunk  my  capital  for  the  increase  of  my  rents." 

' '  Oh,  rent ! ' '  Levin  cried  with  horror.  ' '  Rent  there  may  be 

in  Europe,  where  land  has  been  improved  by  the  labor  
put 

into  it ;  but  with  us  all  the  land  is  deteriorating  from  the
  labor 

put  into  it— in  other  words,  they're  working  it  out;  so  there 
 s 

no  question  of  rent." 
' '  How  no  rent  ?    It 's  a  law. ' ' 

"Then  we're  outside  the  law;  rent  explains  nothing  for  us, 

but  simply  muddles  us.    No,  tell  me  how  there  can  be  a  theo
ry 

of  rent?     ..."  . 

"Will  you  have  some  junket?  Masha,  pass  us  some  junket 

or  raspberries. ' '  He  turned  to  his  wife.  ' '  Extraordinarily  late 

the  raspberries  are  lasting  this  year." 
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And  in  the  happiest  frame  of  mind  Sviazhsky  got  up  and 
walked  off,  apparently  supposing  the  conversation  to  have 
snded  at  the  very  point  when  to  Levin  it  seemed  that  it  was 
mly  just  beginning. 
Having  lost  his  antagonist,  Levin  continued  the  conversation 

ffith  the  gray-whiskered  landowner,  trying  to  prove  to  him 

hat  all  the  difficulty  arises  from  the  fact  that  we  don 't  find  out 
:he  peculiarities  and  habits  of  our  laborer ;  but  the  landowner, 
ike  all  men  who  think  independently  and  in  isolation,  was  slow 

n  taking  in  any  other  person's  idea,  and  particularly  partial 
:o  his  own.  He  stuck  to  it  that  the  Russian  peasant  is  a  swine 

md  likes  swinishness,  and  that  to  get  him  out  of  his  swinish- 
less  one  must- have  authority,  and  there  is  none ;  one  must  have 
;he  stick,  and  we  have  become  so  liberal  that  we  have  all  of  a 
Hidden  replaced  the  stick  that  served  us  for  a  thousand  years 
)y  lawyers  and  model  prisons,  where  the  worthless,  stinking 
)easant  is  fed  on  good  soup  and  has  a  fixed  allowance  of  cubic 
feet  of  air. 

"What  makes  you  think,"  said  Levin,  trying  to  get  back  to 
he  question,  "that  it's  impossible  to  find  some  relation  to  the 
aborer  in  which  the  labor  would  become  productive?" 

' '  That  never  could  be  so  with  the  Russian  peasantry ;  we  've 
[io  power  over  them, ' '  answered  the  landowner. 
"How  can  new  conditions  be  found?"  said  Sviazhsky.  Hav- 

ng  eaten  some  junket  and  lighted  a  cigarette,  he  came  back  to 

;he  discussion.  ' '  All  possible  relations  to  the  labor  force  have 
>een  defined  and  studied,"  he  said.  "The  relic  of  barbarism, 
the  primitive  commune  with  each  guarantee  for  all,  will  dis- 
ippear  of  itself;  serfdom  has  been  abolished — there  remains 
nothing  but  free  labor,  and  its  forms  are  fixed  and  ready 

nade,  and  must  be  adopted.  Permanent  hands,  day-laborers, 

'armers — you  can't  get  out  of  those  forms." 
! '  But  Europe  is  dissatisfied  with"  these  forms. ' ' 
:<  Dissatisfied,  and  seeking  new  ones.  And  will  find  them,  in 

ill  probability. ' ' 

;< That's  just  what  I  was  meaning,"  answered  Levin.  "Why 
shouldn't  we  seek  them  for  ourselves V9 
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"Because  it  would  be  just  like  inventing  afresh  the
  means 

for  constructing  railways.    They  are  rea
dy,  invented.'' 

"  But  if  they  don 't  do  for  us,  if  they  're  stupid  ?     said  Lev
m. 

And  again  he  detected  the  expression  of  alarm 
 in  the  eyes 

of  Sviazhsky.  w«\J 

"Oh   yes-  we'll  bury  the  world  under  our  caps!    We  ve 

found  the  secret  Europe  was  seeking  for !    I  've  heard  all  that ; 

but,  excuse  me,  do  you  know  all  that's  been  done
  in  Europ| 

on  the  question  of  the  organization  of  lab
or? 

"No,  very  little."  . .        .    _ 

"That  question  is  now  absorbing  the  best  mi
nds  in  Europe. 

The  Schulze-Delitsch  movement.     .     .     .    A
nd  then  all  this 

enormous  literature  of  the  labor  questi
on,  the.  most  libera 

Lassalle  movement    .    .    .    the  Mulhausen  e
xperiment  t  That  s 

a  fact  by  now,  as  you're  probably  aware
. 

1  <  I  have  some  idea  of  it,  but  very  vague. '  J 

"No,  you  only  say  that;  no  doubt  you  
know  all  about  it  as 

well  as  I  do.     I'm  not  a  professor  of  soci
ology,  of  course  but 

it  interested  me,  and  really,  if  it  interests 
 you,  you  ought  to 

study  it."  , 
"Rut  what  conclusion  have  they  come  to i 

TheTwo  neighbors  "had  risen,  and  Svi
azhsky,  once  more 

checking  Levin  in  his  inconvenient  hab
it  of  peeping  into  what 

ts  beyond  the  onter  chambers  of  hi
s  mind,  went  to  see  his 

guests  out. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII 

Levin  was  insufferably  bored  th
at  evening  with  the :  ladies; 

he  was  stirred  as  he  had  never  be
en  before  by  the idea .that  the 

dissatisfaction  he  was  feeling  with 
 his  system  of  managing ;  ms 

iand  was  not  an  exceptional  ease
,  but  the  general  condition  o 

Zgs  in  Russia ;  that  the  organization  of  ™**^«£ 

laborers  to  the  soil  in  which  they  w
ould  work,  as  with  the  peas 
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imt  he  had  met  half-way  to  the  Sviazhskys'  was  not  a  dream, 
ut  a  problem  which  must  be  solved.  And  it  seemed  to  him 
hat  the  problem  could  be  solved,  and  that  he  ought  to  try  and 
solve  it. 

After  saying  good-night  to  the  ladies,  and  promising  to  stay 
;he  whole  of  the  next  day,  so  as  to  make  an  expedition  on 
lorseback  with  them  to  see  an  interesting  ruin  in  the  crown 

lorest,  Levin  went,  before  going  to  bed,  into  his  host's  study 
to  get  the  books  on  the  labor  question  that  Sviazhsky  had 

offered  him.  Sviazhsky 's  study  was  a  huge  room,  surrounded 
jy  bookcases  and  with  two  tables  in  it — one  a  massive  writing- 
table,  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  the  other  a 
round  table,  covered  with  recent  numbers  of  reviews  and 
journals  in  different  languages,  ranged  like  the  rays  of  a  star 

ound  the  lamp.  On  the  writing-table  was  a  stand  of  drawers 
narked  with  gold  lettering,  and  full  of  papers  of  various  sorts. 

Sviazhsky  took  out  the  books,  and  sat  down  in  a  rocking- 
ihair. 

1 1  What  are  you  looking  at  there  ? ' '  he  said  to  Levin,  who  was 
itanding  at  the  round  table  looking  through  the  reviews. 

"Oh,  yes,  there's  a  very  interesting  article  here,"  said 
Sviazhsky  of  the  review  Levin  was  holding  in  his  hand.  "It 

ppears, ' '  he  went  on,  with  eager  interest,  '  ■  that  Friedrich  was 
lot,  after  all,  the  person  chiefly  responsible  for  the  partition 

of  Poland.    It  is  proved     .     .     ." 
And,  with  his  characteristic  clearness,  he  summed  up  those 

ew,  very  important,  and  interesting  revelations.  Although 
ievin  was  engrossed  at  the  moment  by  his  ideas  about  the 
problem  of  the  land,  he  wondered,  as  he  heard  Sviazhsky: 

'What  is  there  inside  him?  And  why,  why  is  he  interested  in 
the  partition  of  Poland  !"  When  Sviazhsky  had  finished, 
evin  could  not  help  asking:  "Well,  and  what  then?"  But 

jthere  was  nothing  to  follow.  It  was  simply  interesting  that  it 
had  been  proved  to  be  so  and  so.  But  Sviazhsky  did  not  ex- 

plain, and  saw  no  need  to  explain  why  it  was  interesting  to him. 

"Yes,  but  I  was  very  much  interested  by  your  irritable 
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neighbor,' '  said  Levin,  sighing.     "He's  a  clever  fellow,  and 

said  a  lot  that  was  true. ' ' 

' l  Oh,  get  along  with  you !    An  inveterate  supporter  of  serf- 

dom at  heart,  like  all  of  them!"  said  Sviazhsky. 

' '  Whose  marshal  you  are. ' ' 

"Yes,  only  I  marshal  them  in  the  other  direction,"  said' 
Sviazhsky,  laughing. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  interests  me  very  much,"  said  Levin. 

"He's  right  that  our  system,  that's  to  say  of  rational  farming, 
doesn't  answer,  that  the  only  thing  that  answers  is  the  money-  j 

lender  system,  like  that  meek-looking  gentleman's,  or  else  the 

very  simplest     .     .     .     Whose  fault  is  it?" 

"Our  own,  of  course.    Besides,  it's  not  true  that  it  doesn't 

answer.    It  answers  with  Vassiltchikov. " 

"A  factory     .     .     ." 
"But  I  really  don't  know  what  it  is  you  are  surprised  at. 

The  people  are  at  such  a  low  stage  of  rational  and  moral  de- 

velopment, that  it's  obvious  they're  bound  to  oppose  every- 

thing that's  strange  to  them.  In  Europe,  a  rational  system 

answers  because  the  people  are  educated :  it  follows  that  we 

must  educate  the  people — that's  all." 

"But  how  are  we  to  educate  the  people?" 
"To  educate  the  people  three  things  are  needed:  schools, 

and  schools,  and  schools." 
"But  you  said  yourself  the  people  are  at  such  a  low  stage 

of  material  development:  what  help  are  schools  for  that?" 

"Do  you  know,  you  remind  me  of  the  story  of  the  advice 

given  to  the  sick  man— You  should  try  purgative  medicine. 

Taken :  worse.  Try  leeches.  Tried  them :  worse.  Well,  then, 

there's  nothing  left  but  to  pray  to  God.  Tried  it:  worse. 

That's  just  how  it  is  with  us.  I  say  political  economy;  you 

say_WOrse.  I  say  socialism :  worse.  Education :  worse. 

"But  how  do  schools  help  matters?" 
t  *  They  give  the  peasant  fresh  wants. 

"Well,  that's  a  thing  I've  never  understood,"  Levin  replied 
with  heat.  "In  what  way  are  schools  going  to  help  the  people 

to  improve  their  material  position?     You  say  schools,  educa- 
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tion,  will  give  them  fresh  wants.  So  much  the  worse,  since 
they  won't  be  capable  of  satisfying  them.  And  in  what  way a  knowledge  of  addition  and  subtraction  and  the  catechism  is 
joing  to  improve  their  material  condition,  I  never  could  make 
mt.  The  day  before  yesterday,  I  met  a  peasant  woman  in 
he  evening  with  a  little  baby,  and  asked  her  where  she  was 

?oing.  She  said  'she  was  going  to  the  wise  woman;  her  boy lad  screaming  fits,  so  she  was  taking  him  to  be  doctored. ' 

.  asked,  'Why,  how  does  the  wise  woman  cure  screaming 
its?'  'She  puts  the  child  on  the  hen-roost  and  repeats  some jharm    .     .     .'  " 

Well,  you  're  saying  it  yourself !  What 's  wanted  to  prevent 
ler  taking  her  child  to  the  hen-roost  to  cure  it  of  screaming 
its  is  just     .     .     ."  Sviazhsky  said,  smiling  good-humoredly. 
"Oh,  no!"  said  Levin  with  annoyance;  "that  method  of factoring  I  merely  meant  as  a  simile  for  doctoring  the  people 

vith  schools.  The  people  are  poor  and  ignorant— that  we  see 
is  surely  as  the  peasant  woman  sees  the  baby  is  ill  because  it 
screams.  But  in  what  way  this  trouble  of  poverty  and  igno- 
■ance  is  to  be  cured  by  schools  is  as  incomprehensible  as  how he  hen-roost  affects  the  screaming.  What  has  to  be  cured  is 
hat  makes  him  poor." 

"Well,  in  that,  at  least,  you're  in  agreement  with  Spencer, horn  you  dislike  so  much.  He  says,  too,  that  education  may 
e  the  consequence  of  greater  prosperity  and  comfort,  of  more 
requent  washing,  as  he  says,  but  not  of  being  able  to  read 
nd  write    .     .     ." 

'Well,  then,  I'm  very  glad— or  the  contrary,  very  sorry, 
bat  I'm  in  agreement  with  Spencer;  only  I've  known  it  a 3ng  while.  Schools  can  do  no  good ;  what  will  do  good  is  an 
conomic  organization  in  which  the  people  will  become  richer, rill  have  more  leisure— and  then  there  will  be  schools." 

"Still,  all  over  Europe  now  schools  are  obligatory." 
"And  how  far  do  you  agree  with  Spencer  yourself  about ?"  asked  Levin. 
But  there  was  a  gleam  of  alarm  in  Sviazhsky 's  eyes,  and  he aid  smiling : 
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""NoTtiiat  screaming  story  is  positively  capital !    Did  you 
really  hear  it  yourself?"  . 

Levin  saw  that  he  was  not  to  discover  the  con
nection  be- 

tween this  man's  life  and  his  thoughts.  Obviously  he  did  no
t 

care  in  the  least  what  his  reasoning  led  him  to;  all
  he  wanted 

was  the  process  of  reasoning.  And  he  did  not  like
  it  when  the 

process  of  reasoning  brought  him  into  a  blind  alle
y.  That  was 

the  only  thing  he  disliked,  and  avoided  by  chang
ing  the  con- 

versation to  something  agreeable  and  amusing. 

All  the  impressions  of  the  day,  beginning  with 
 the  impres- 

sion made  by  the  old  peasant,  which  served,  as  it  wer
e  as  the 

fundamental  basis  of  all  the  conceptions  and  ideas 
 of  the  day, 

threw  Levin  into  violent  excitement.  This  dear  g
ood  Sviazhsky, 

keeping  a  stock  of  ideas  simply  for  social  pu
rposes,  and  ob- 

viously having  some  other  principles  hidden  from  Le
vin,  while 

with  the  crowd,  whose  name  is  legion,  he  guide
d  public  opinion 

bv  ideas  he  did  not  share ;  that  irascible  
country  gentleman, 

perfectly  correct  in  the  conclusions  that  
he  had  been  worried 

into  by  life,  but  wrong  in  his  exasperation
  against  a  whole 

class,  and  that  the  best  class  in  Russia ;  his  own  dissatisfaction 

with  the  work  he  had  been  doing,  and  the  
vague  hope  of  find- 

ing a  remedy  for  all  this-all  was  blended  in  
a  sense  of  inward 

turmoil  and  anticipation  of  some  solution  
near  at  hand. 

Left  alone  in  the  room  assigned  him,  ly
ing  on  a  spring 

mattress  that  yielded  unexpectedly  at  
every  movement  of  h« 

arm  or  his  leg,  Levin  did  not  fall  asleep 
 for  a  long  while.  No 

^conversation  with  Sviazhsky,  though
  he  had  said  a  great 

deal  that  was  clever,  had  interested  Le
vin ;  but  the conclusion 

of  the  irascible  landowner  require
d  consideration.  Lev m 

could  not  help  recalling  every  word  
he  had  said,  and  ... 

imagination  amending  his  own  replies. 

"Yes  I  ought  to  have  said  to  him:  You 
 say  that  oui  hus- 

bandry'does  not  answer  because  the  peasant  ha
tes  improve- 

ment/and  that  they  must  be  forced  on  him  by  a
uthor^ 

If  no  system  of  husbandry  answered  a
t  all  without  these  im 

provements,  you  would  be  quite  right. 
 But  the  on  y  system 

that  does  answer  is  when  the  laborer  is 
 working  m  accordance 
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kvith  his  habits,  just  as  on  the  old  peasant's  land  half-way  here. 
Four  and  our  general  dissatisfaction  with  the  system  shows 
ihat  either  we  are  to  blame  or  the  laborers.  We  have  gone 
mr  way — the  European  way — a  long  while,  without  asking 
mrselves  about  the  qualities  of  our  labor  force.  Let  us  try 
;o  look  upon  the  labor  force  not  as  an  abstract  force,  but  as 
ihe  Russian  peasant  with  his  instincts,  and  we  shall  arrange 
mr  system  of  culture  in  accordance  with  that.  Imagine,  I 
mght  to  have  said  to  him,  that  you  have  the  same  system  as  the 
Id  peasant  has,  that  you  have  found  means  of  making  your 
aborers  take  an  interest  in  the  success  of  the  work,  and  have 
:ound  the  happy  mean  in  the  way  of  improvements  which  they 
vill  admit,  and  you  will,  without  exhausting  the  soil,  get  twice 
)r  three  times  the  yield  you  got  before.  Divide  it  in  halves, 
?ive  half  as  the  share  of  labor,  the  surplus  left  you  will  be 
greater,  and  the  share  of  labor  will  be  greater  too.  And  to  do 
his  one  must  lower  the  standard  of  husbandry  and  interest 

he  laborers  in  its  success.  How  to  do  this  ? — that 's  a  matter 

)f  detail ;  but  undoubtedly  it  can  be  done. ' ' 
This  idea  threw  Levin  into  great  excitement.  He  did  not 

Jeep  half  the  night,  thinking  over  in  detail  the  putting  of  his 
dea  into  practice.  He  had  not  intended  to  go  away  next  day, 
rat  he  now  determined  to  go  home  early  in  the  morning, 
besides,  the  sister-in-law  with  her  low-necked  bodice  aroused 
n  him  a  feeling  akin  to  shame  and  remorse  for  some  utterly 

>ase  action.  Most  important  of  all — he  must  get  back  without 
lelay:  he  would  have  to  make  haste  to  put  his  new  project  to 
he  peasants  before  the  sowing  of  the  winter  wheat,  so  that 
he  sowing  might  be  undertaken  on  a  new  basis.  He  had 
nade  up  his  mind  to  revolutionize  his  whole  system. 

CHAPTER  XXIX 

The  carrying  out  of  Levin's  plan  presented  many  diffi- 
culties ;  but  he  struggled  on,  doing  his  utmost,  and  attained  a 
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result  which,  though  not  what  he  desired,  was  enough  to  enable  L
 

him,  without  self-deception,  to  believe  that  the  attempt  was  h 

worth  the  trouble.  One  of  the  chief  difficulties  was  that  the  h 

process  of  cultivating  the  land  was  in  full  swing,  that  it  was  * 

impossible  to  stop  everything  and  begin  it  all  again  from  the 

beginning,  and  the  machine  had  to  be  mended  while  in  motion.  | 

When  on  the  evening  that  he  arrived  home  he  informed  the 

bailiff  of  his  plans,  the  latter  with  visible  pleasure  agreed  with 

what  he  said  so  long  as  he  was  pointing  out  that  all  that  had 

been  done  up  to  that  time  was  stupid  and  useless.    The  bailiff
 

said  that  he  had  said  so  a  long  while  ago,  but  no  heed  had  been 

paid  him.     But  as  for  the  proposal  made  by  Levin— to  take  a  | 

part  as  shareholder  with  his  laborers  in  each  agricultural  
un-  h 

dertaking— at  this  the  bailiff  simply  expressed  a  profou
nd 

despondency,  and  offered  no  definite  opinion,  but  began  imme
- 1 

diately  talking  of  the  urgent  necessity  of  carrying  t
he  remain- 

ing sheaves  of  rye  the  next  day,  and  of  sending  the  men  out
  I 

for  the  second  ploughing,  so  that  Levin  felt  that  this 
 was  not 

the  time  for  discussing  it. 

On  beginning  to  talk  to  the  peasants  about  it,  and  
making 

a  proposition  to  cede  them  the  land  on  new  terms
,  he  came 

into  collision  with  the  same  great  difficulty  that  they 
 were  so 

much  absorbed  by  the  current  work  of  the  day,  that  
they  had 

not  time  to  consider  the  advantages  and  disadvant
ages  of  the 

proposed  scheme.  1 

The  simple-hearted  Ivan,  the  cowherd,  seemed  comp
letely  to 

grasp  Levin's  proposal-that  he  should  with  h
is  family  take 

a  share  of  the  profits  of  the  cattle-yard-and  
he  was  in  com- 

plete sympathy  with  the  plan.  But  when  Levin  h
inted  at  the 

future  advantages,  Ivan's  face  expressed  alarm  
and  regret  thai 

he  could  not  hear  all  he  had  to  say,  and  he  made  
haste  to  find 

himself  some  task  that  would  admit  of  no  dela
y:  he  either 

snatched  up  the  fork  to  pitch  the  hay  out  of  the  p
ens,  or  ran 

to  get  water  or  to  clear  out  the  dung. 

Another  difficulty  lay  in  the  invincible  disbe
lief  ot  the 

peasant  that  a  landowner's  object  could  be  anythi
ng  else  than 

a  desire  to  squeeze  all  he  could  out  of  them.     They 
 were  firmly 
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convinced  that  hiti  real  aim  (whatever  he  might  say  to  them) 
vould  always  be  in  what  he  did  not  say  to  them.  And  they 
;hemselves,  in  giving  their  opinion,  said  a  great  deal  but  never 
aid  what  was  their  real  object.  Moreover  (Levin  felt  that 
he  irascible  landowner  had  been  right)  the  peasants  made 
heir  first  and  unalterable  condition  of  any  agreement  what- 

ever that  they  should  not  be  forced  to  any  new  methods  of 
lllage  of  any  kind,  nor  to  use  new  implements.  They  agreed 
hat  the  modern  plough  ploughed  better,  that  the  scarifier  did 
;he  work  more  quickly,  but  they  found  thousands  of  reasons 
hat  made  it  out  of  the  question  for  them  to  use  either  of 
;hem;  and  though  he  had  accepted  the  conviction  that  he 
vould  have  to  lower  the  standard  of  cultivation,  he  felt  sorry 
;o  give  up  improved  methods,  the  advantages  of  which  were 
io  obvious.  But  in  spite  of  all  these  difficulties  he  got  his  way, 
,nd  by  autumn  the  system  was  working,  or  at  least  so  it  seemed 
o  him. 

At  first  Levin  had  thought  of  giving  up  the  whole  farming 
)f  the  land  just  as  it  was  to  the  peasants,  the  laborers,  and 
;he  bailiff  on  new  conditions  of  partnership ;  but  he  was  very 
won  convinced  that  this  was  impossible,  and  determined  to 
livide  it  up.  The  cattle-yard,  the  garden,  hay-fields,  and 
irable  land,  divided  into  several  parts,  had  to  be  made  into 
separate  lots.  The  simple-hearted  cowherd,  Ivan,  who,  Levin 
ancied,  understood  the  matter  better  than  any  of  them,  col- 
ecting  together  a  gang  of  workers  to  help  him,  principally  of 
lis  own  family,  became  a  partner  in  the  cattle-yard.  A  dis- 

tant part  of  the  estate,  a  tract  of  waste  land  that  had  lain 
'allow  for  eight  years,  was  with  the  help  of  the  clever  car- 
>enter,  Fyodor  Ryezunov,  taken  by  six  families  of  peasants 
>n  new  conditions  of  partnership,  and  the  peasant  Shuraev 
ook  the  management  of  all  the  vegetable  gardens  on  the  same 
;erms.  The  remainder  of  the  land  was  still  worked  on  the  old 
lystem,  but  these  three  associated  partnerships  were  the  first 
5tep  to  a  new  organization  of  the  whole,  and  they  completely 
;ook  up  Levin 's  time. 
It  is  true  that  in  the  cattle-yard  things  went  no  better  than 
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before,  and  Ivan  strenuously  opposed  warm  housing  for  the 

cows  and  butter  made  of  fresh  cream,  affirming  that  cows 

require  less  food  if  kept  cold,  and  that  butter  is  more  profitabld 

made  from  sour  cream,  and  he  asked  for  wages  just  as  under  J  j, 

the  old  system,  and  took  not  the  slightest  interest  in  the  fac# 

that  the  money  he  received  was  not  wages  but  an  advance  out 

of  his  future  share  in  the  profits. 

It  is  true  that  Fyodor  Ryezunov 's  company  did  not  plough 

over  the  ground  twice  before  sowing,  as  had  been  agreed, 

justifying  themselves  on  the  plea  that  the  time  was  too  short. 

It  is  true  that  the  peasants  of  the  same  company,  though  they 

had  agreed  to  work  the  land  on  new  conditions,  always  spoke 

of  the  land,  not  as  held  in  partnership,  but  as  rented  for  half 

the  crop,  and  more  than  once  the  peasants  and  Ryezunov 
 - 

himself  said  to  Levin,  "If  you  would  take  a  rent  for  the  land, 

it  would  save  you  trouble,  and  we  should  be  
more  free.,, 

Moreover  the  same  peasants  kept  putting  off,  on  various
  ex- 

cuses, the  building  of  a  cattle-yard  and  barn  on  the  land  as 

agreed  upon,  and  delayed  doing  it  till  the  winter. 

It  is  true  that  Shuraev  would  have  liked  to  let  out  t
he 

kitchen  gardens  he  had  undertaken  in  small  lo
ts  to  the 

peasants.  He  evidently  quite  misunderstood,  and 
 apparently 

intentionally  misunderstood,  the  conditions  upon 
 which  the 

land  had  been  given  to  him.  t 

Often,  too,  talking  to  the  peasants  and  explaini
ng  to  them 

all  the  advantages  of  the  plan,  Levin  felt  tha
t  the  peasants 

heard  nothing  but  the  sound  of  his  voice,  an
d  were  firmly 

resolved,  whatever  he  might  say,  not  to  let  the
mselves  be  taken 

in  He  felt  this  especially  when  he  talked  to
  the  cleverest  of 

the  peasants,  Ryezunov,  and  detected  the  glea
m  in  Ryezunov  s 

eyes  which  showed  so  plainly  both  ironical 
 amusement  at 

Levin,  and  the  firm  conviction  that,  if  any  one  were 
 to  be  taken 

in,  it  would  not  be  he,  Ryezunov.  But  in  spite 
 of  all  this 

Levin  thought  the  system  worked,  and  that  by  ke
eping  ac- 

counts strictly  and  insisting  on  his  own  w.iy,  he  would  prov 

to  them  in  the  future  the  advantages  of  the  arrangeme
nt,  ana 

then  the  system  would  go  of  itself. 
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These  matters,  together  with  the  management  of  the  land 
(still  left  on  his  hands,  and  the  indoor  work  over  his  book,  so 
engrossed  Levin  the  whole  summer  that  he  scarcely  ever  went 
mt  shooting.  At  the  end  of  August  he  heard  that  the 
Dblonskys  had  gone  away  to  Moscow,  from  their  servant  who 

>rought  back  the  side-saddle.  He  felt  that  in  not  answering 

Darya  Alexandrovna 's  letter  he  had  by  his  rudeness,  of  which 
le  could  not  think  without  a  flush  of  shame,  burned  his  ships, 
md  that  he  would  never  go  and  see  them  again.  He  had  been 
ust  as  rude  with  the  Sviazhskys,  leaving  them  without  saying 

*ood-bye.  But  he  would  never  go  to  see  them  again  either. 
le  did  not  care  about  that  now.  The  business  of  reorganiz- 
ng  the  farming  of  his  land  absorbed  him  as  completely  as 
hough  there  would  never  be  anything  else  in  his  life.  He 

■ead  the  books  lent  him  by  Sviazhsky,  and  copying  out  what 
le  had  not  got,  he  read  both  the  economic  and  socialistic  books 

>n  the  subject,  but,  as  he  had  anticipated,  found  nothing  bear- 
ng  on  the  scheme  he  had  undertaken.  In  the  books  on 
)olitical  economy — in  Mill,  for  instance — whom  he  studied  first 
ivith  great  ardor,  hoping  every  minute  to  find  an  answer  to  the 
niestions  that  were  engrossing  him,  he  found  laws  deduced 
from  the  condition  of  land  culture  in  Europe ;  but  he  did  not 
jee  why  these  laws,  which  did  not  apply  in  Russia,  must  be 
•eneral.  He  saw  just  the  same  thing  in  the  socialistic  books : 
rither  they  were  the  beautiful  but  impracticable  fantasies 
vhich  had  fascinated  him  when  he  was  a  student,  or  they  were 
ittempts  at  improving,  rectifying  the  economic  position  in 
tfhich  Europe  was  placed,  with  which  the  system  of  land 
;enure  in  Russia  had  nothing  in  common.  Political  economy 
old  him  that  the  laws  by  which  the  wealth  of  Europe  had  been 
leveloped,  and  was  developing,  were  universal  and  unvarying. 
Socialism  told  him  that  development  along  these  lines  leads  to 
*uin.  And  neither  of  them  gave  an  answer,  or  even  a  hint, n  reply  to  the  question  what  he,  Levin  and  all  the  Russian 
Deasants  and  landowners,  were  to  do  with  their  millions  of 
lands  and  millions  of  acres,  to  make  them  as  productive  as 
possible  for  the  common  weal. 
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Having  once  taken  the  subject  up,  he  read  conscientiously 

everything  bearing  on  it,  and  intended  in  the  autumn  to  go 

abroad  to  study  land  systems  on  the  spot,  in  order  that  he 

might  not  on  this  question  be  confronted  with  what  so  often 

met  him  on  various  subjects.  Often,  just  as  he  was  beginning 

to  understand  the  idea  in  the  mind  of  any  one  he  was  talkind 

to,  and  was  beginning  to  explain  his  own,  he  would  suddenly 

be  told : ' '  But  Kauffmann,  but  Jones,  but  Dubois,  but  Michelli  ? 

You  haven't  read  them:  they've  thrashed  that  question  out 

thoroughly." 
He  saw  now  distinctly  that  Kauffmann  and  Michelli 

 had 

nothing  to  tell  him.  He  knew  what  he  wanted.  He  sa
w  that 

Russia  has  splendid  land,  splendid  laborers,  and  that
  in  cer- 

tain cases,  as  at  the  peasant's  on  the  way  to  Sviazhsky's
,  the 

produce  raised  by  the  laborers  and  the  land  is  gr
eat— m  the 

majority  of  cases  when  capital  is  applied  in  th
e  European 

way  the  produce  is  small,  and  that  this  simply  ar
ises  from  the 

fact  that  the  laborers  want  to  work  and  work  well  o
nly  in  their 

own  peculiar  way,  and  that  this  antagonism  
is  not  incidental 

but  invariable,  and  has  its  roots  in  the  national
  spirit  He 

thought  that  the  Russian  people  whose  task  
it  was  to  colonize 

and  cultivate  vast  tracts  of  unoccupied  land, 
 consciously  ad- 

hered till  all  their  land  was  occupied,  to  the  methods
  suitable 

to  their  purpose,  and  that  their  methods  were 
 by  no  means  so 

bad  as  was  generally  supposed.  And  he  wan
ted  to  prove  this 

theoretically  in  his  book  and  practically  on  hi
s  land. 

k 

CHAPTER  XXX 

At  the  end  of  September  the  timb
er  had  been  carted  for 

iJldimr  the  cattle-yard  on  the  land 
 that  had  been  allotted  to 

SfSSJ^i  peasants,  and  the  butter  ̂ ^"^J" 
onld  and  the  profits  divided.  In  p

ractice  the  system  workea 

c^itaUy,  or  at  least,  so  it  seemed 
 to  Levin.  In  order  to  work 

outThe  whole  snbject  theoretically
  and  to  complete  h.s  book, 
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pvhich,  in  Levin  's  day-dreams,  was  not  merely  to  effect  a  revo- 
ution  in  political  economy,  but  to  annihilate  that  science 
;ntirely  and  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  new  science  of  the 

•elation  of  the  people  to  the  soil,  all  that  was  left  to  do  was 
lo  make  a  tour  abroad,  and  to  study  on  the  spot  all  that  had 
>een  done  in  the  same  direction,  and  to  collect  conclusive 
evidence  that  all  that  had  been  done  there  was  not  what  was 

wanted.  Levin  was  only  waiting  for  the  delivery  of  his  wheat 
:o  receive  the  money  for  it  and  go  abroad.  But  the  rains 
>egan,  preventing  the  harvesting  of  the  corn  and  potatoes  left 
n  the  fields,  and  putting  a  stop  to  all  work,  even  to  the  de- 
ivery  of  the  wheat.  The  mud  was  impassable  along  the  roads ; 
wo  mills  were  carried  away,  and  the  weather  got  worse  and 

■vorse. 

On  the  30th  of  September  the  sun  came  out  in  the  morn- 
ng,  and  hoping  for  fine  weather,  Levin  began  making  final 
reparations  for  his  journey.  He  gave  orders  for  the  wheat  to 
De  delivered,  sent  the  bailiff  to  the  merchant  to  get  the  money 
)wing  him,  and  went  out  himself  to  give  some  final  directions 
on  the  estate  before  setting  off. 
Having  finished  all  his  business,  soaked  through  with  the 

streams  of  water  which  kept  running  down  the  leather  behind 
lis  neck  and  his  gaiters,  but  in  the  keenest  and  most  con- 
dent  temper,  Levin  returned  homewards  in  the  evening.  The 
veather  had  become  worse  than  ever  towards  evening ;  the  hail 
ashed  the  drenched  mare  so  cruelly  that  she  went  along  side- 
frays,  shaking  her  head  and  ears;  but  Levin  was  all  right 
under  his  hood,  and  he  looked  cheerfully  about  him  at  the 

middy  streams  running  under  the  wheels,  at  the  drops  hang- 
ng  on  every  bare  twig,  at  the  whiteness  of  the  patch  of  un- 
nelted  hailstones  on  the  planks  of  the  bridge,  at  the  thick  layer 
3f  still  juicy,  fleshy  leaves  that  lay  heaped  up  about  the 
stripped  elm-tree.  In  spite  of  the  gloominess  of  nature  around 
lim,  he  felt  peculiarly  eager.  The  talks  he  had  been  having 
ivith  the  peasants  in  the  further  village  had  shown  that  they 
were  beginning  to  get  used  to  their  new  position.  The  old 
servant  to  whose  hut  he  had  gone  to  get  dry  evidently  ap- 
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proved  of  Levin's  plan,  and  of  his  own  accord  proposed  to 

enter  the  partnership  by  the  purchase  of  cattle. 

"I  have  only  to  go  stubbornly  on  towards  my  aim,  and  I 

shall  attain  my  end,"  thought  Levin;  "and  it's  something  t
o 

work  and  take  trouble  for.     This  is  not  a  matter  of  myself 

individually,  the  question  of  the  public  welfare  comes  into  itT 

The  whole  system  of  culture,  the  chief  element  in  the  condi- 

tion of  the  people,  must  be  completely  transformed.     Instead 

of  poverty,  general  prosperity  and  content ;  instead  of  hostility, 

harmony  and  unity  of  interests.     In  short,  a  bloodless  revol
u- 

tion, but  a  revolution  of  the  greatest  magnitude,  beginning  in 

the  little  circle  of  our  district,  then  the  province,  then  Russia, 

the  whole  world.     Because  a  just  idea  cannot  but  be  fruitful. 

Yes,   it's  an  aim  worth  working  for.     And  it's  being  me, 

Kostya  Levin,  who  went  to  a  ball  in  a  black  tie,  and  was  re- 

fused by  the  Shtcherbatsky  girl,  and  who  was  intrinsically 

such  a  pitiful,  worthless  creature— that  proves  nothing;  I  feel 

sure  Franklin  felt  just  as  worthless,  and  he  too  had  no  faith  in 

himself,  thinking  of  himself  as  a  whole.     That  means  nothing.
 

And  he  too,  most  likely,  had  an  Agafea  Mihalovna  to  who
m 

he  confided  his  secrets." 

Musing  on  such  thoughts  Levin  reached  home  in  the  
dark- 

ness. 

The  bailiff,  who  had  been  to  the  merchant,  had  come  bac
k 

and  brought  part  of  the  money  for  the  wheat.  An
  agree- 

ment had  been  made  with  the  old  servant,  and  on  the  road 

the  bailiff  had  learned  that  everywhere  the  corn  was
  still 

standing  in  the  fields,  so  that  his  one  hundred  and  sixty 
 shocks 

that  had  not  been  carried  were  nothing  in  comparison  with
  the 

losses  of  others.  . 

After  dinner  Levin  was  sitting,  as  he  usually  did,  in  an 

easy  chair  with  a  book,  and  as  he  read  he  went  on  thinki
ng  of 

the  journey  before  him  in  connection  with  his  book. 
 To-day 

all  the  significance  of  his  book  rose  before  him  with  spe
cial 

distinctness,  and  whole  periods  ranged  themselves  in  his  m
ind 

in  illustration  of  his  theories.  "I  must  write  that  down,"  
he 

thought.     "That  ought  to  form  a  brief  introduction,  which  I 
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ought  unnecessary  before. ' '    He  got  up  to  go  to  his  writing- 
,ble,  and  Laska,  lying  at  his  feet,  got  up  too,  stretching  and 
ioking  at  him  as  though  to  inquire  where  to  go.  But  he  had 
ot  time  to  write  it  down,  for  the  head  peasants  had  come 
found,  and  Levin  went  out  into  the  hall  to  them. 
After  his  levee,  that  is  to  say,  giving  directions  about  the 

abors  of  the  next  day,  and  seeing  all  the  peasants  who  had 
usiness  with  him,  Levin  went  back  to  his  study  and  sat  down 
o  work. 

Laska  lay  under  the  table;  Agafea  Mihalovna  settled  her- 
elf  in  her  place  with  her  stocking. 

After  writing  for  a  little  while,  Levin  suddenly  thought 
irith  exceptional  vividness  of  Kitty,  her  refusal,  and  their 
st  meeting.     He  got  up  and  began  walking  about  the  room. 

1 '  What 's  the  use  of  being  dreary  ? ' '  said  Agafea  Mihalovna. 
'Come,  why  do  you  stay  on  at  home?  You  ought  to  go  to, 
ome  warm  springs,  especially  now  you're  ready  for  the 
ourney . ' ' 

Well,  I  am  going  away  the  day  after  to-morrow,  Agafea 
Mihalovna ;  I  must  finish  my  work. ' ' 

There,  there,  your  work,  you  say!  As  if  you  hadn't  done 
mough  for  the  peasants!  Why,  as  'tis,  they're  saying,  'Your 
naster  will  be  getting  some  honor,  from  the  Tsar  for  it.' 
[ndeed  and  it  is  a  strange  thing;  why  need  you  worry  about 
he  peasants?" 
"I'm  not  worrying  about  them;  I'm  doing  it  for  my  own 

rood." 
Agafea  Mihalovna  knew  every  detail  of  Levin's  plans  for 

is  land.  Levin  often  put  his  views  before  her  in  all  their 
complexity,  and  not  uncommonly  he  argued  with  her  and  did 
lot  agree  with  her  comments.  But  on  this  occasion  she 
entirely  misinterpreted  what  he  had  said. 

"Of  one's  soul's  salvation  we  all  know  and  must  think  before 
ill  else, ' '  she  said  with  a  sigh.  ' '  Parf en  Denisitch  now,  for  all 
le  was  no  scholar,  he  died  a  death  that  God  grant  every  one 
)f  us  the  like,"  she  said,  referring  to  a  servant  who  had  died 
•ecently.     "Took  the  sacrament  and  all." 
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"That's  not  what  I  mean,"  said  he.  "I  mean  that  I'm  I 

acting  for  my  own  advantage.  It's  all  the  better  for  me  if  the  I 

peasants  do  their  work  better. ' ' 

"Well,  whatever  you  do,  if  he's  a  lazy  good-for-nought, 

everything '11  be  at  sixes  and  sevens.     If  he  has  a  conscience,  I 

he'll  work,  and  if  not,  there's  no  doing  anything." 

"Oh,  come,  you  say  yourself  Ivan  has  begun  looking  after 

the  cattle  better." 

"All  I  say  is,"  answered  Agafea  Mihalovna,  evidently  not 

speaking  at  random,  but  in  strict  sequence  of  ideas,  "that  you 

ought  to  get  married,  that's  what  I  say." 

Agafea  Mihalovna 's  allusion  to  the  very  subject  he  had  only 

just  been  thinking  about,  hurt  and  stung  him.  Levin  scowled, 

and  without  answering  her,  he  sat  down  again  to  his  work, 

repeating  to  himself  all  that  he  had  been  thinking  of  the  real 

significance  of  that  work.  Only  at  intervals  he  listened  in  the  fc 

stillness  to  the  click  of  Agafea  Mihalovna 's  needles,  and 

recollecting  what  he  did  not  want  to  remember,  he  frowned 

again. 

At  nine  o'clock  they  heard  the  bell  and  the  faint  vibration 

of  a  carriage  over  the  mud.  ^  j? 

"Well,  here's  visitors  come  to  us,  and  you  won't  be  dull, 

said  Agafea  Mihalovna, .  getting  up  and  going  to  the  door. 

But  Levin  overtook  her.     His  work  was  not  going  well  now, 

and  he  was  glad  of  a  visitor,  whoever  it  might  be. 

t 

CHAPTER  XXXI 

Running  half-way  down  the  staircase,  Levin  cau
ght  a  sound 

he  knew,  a  familiar  cough  in  the  hall.  But 
 he  heard  it  in- 

distinctly through  the  sound  of  his  own  footsteps,  and  
hoped 

he  was  mistaken.  Then  he  caught  sight  of 
 a  long,  bony 

familiar  figure,  and  now  it  seemed  there  wa
s  no  possibbtyo 

mistake;  and  yet  he  still  went  on  hoping  
that  this  tall  man 
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Wring  off  his  fur  cloak  and  coughing  was  not  his  brother 
til  [jkolay. 

'  Levin  loved  his  brother,  but  being  with  him  was  always  a k  brture.     Just  now,  when  Levin,  under  the  influence  of  the 

ce  loughts  that  had  come  to  him,  and  Agafea  Mihalovna's  hint, 
as  in  a  troubled  and  uncertain  humor,  the  meeting  with  his 

:a  rother  that  he  had  to  face  seemed  particularly  difficult.     In- 
>  ;ead  of  a  lively,  healthy  visitor,  some  outsider  who  would,  he 
id  oped,  cheer  him  up  in  his  uncertain  humor,  he  had  to  see 

is  brother,  who  knew  him  through  and  through,  who  would 
ill  forth  all  the  thoughts  nearest  his  heart,  would  force  him 
)  show  himself  fully.     And  that  he  was  not  disposed  to  do. 
Angry  with  himself  for  so  base  a  feeling,  Levin  ran  into  the 

all ;  as  soon  as  he  had  seen  his  brother  close,  this  feeling  of 
jlfish  disappointment  vanished  instantly  and  was  replaced  by 
ity.     Terrible  as  his  brother  Nikolay  had  been  before  in  his 
naciation  and  sickliness,  now  he  looked  still  more  emaciated, 
:ill  more  wasted.    He  was  a  skeleton  covered  by  skin. 
He  stood  in  the  hall,  jerking  his  long  thin  neck,  and  pulling 
e  scarf  off  it,  and  smiled  a  strange  and  pitiful  smile.     When 
e  saw  that  smile,  submissive  and  humble,  Levin  felt  some- 
ling  clutching  at  his  throat. 

''You  see,  I've  come  to  you,"  said  Nikolay  in  a  thick  voice, iver  for  one  second  taking  his  eyes  off  his  brother's  face. 
I've  been  meaning  to  a  long  while,  but  I've  been  unwell  all 
le  time.    Now  I'm  ever  so  much  better,"  he  said,  rubbing is  beard  with  his  big  thin  hands. 

Yes,  yes ! ' '  answered  Levin.  And  he  felt  still  more  f right- led  when,  kissing  him,  he  felt  with  his  lips  the  dryness  of  his 
rother 's  skin  and  saw  close  to  him  his  big  eyes,  full  of  a range  light. 

A  few  weeks  before,  Konstantin  Levin  had  written  to  his 
pother  that  through  the  sale  of  the  small  part  of  the  property, 
iat  had  remained  undivided,  there  was  a  sum  of  about  two 
lousand  roubles  to  come  to  him  as  his  share. 
Nikolay  said  that  he  had  come  now  to  take  this  money  and, 
hat  was  more  important,  to  stay  a  while  in  the  old  nest,  to 
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I 

Kit 

get  in  touch  with  the  earth,  so  as  to  renew  his  strength  lik
d 

the  heroes  of  old  for  the  work  that  lay  before  him.    In  spite 

of  his  exaggerated  stoop,  and  the  emaciation  that  was  
sd 

striking  from  his  height,  his  movements  were  as  rapid  and  ̂  

abrupt  as  ever.    Levin  led  him  into  his  study. 

His  brother  dressed  with  particular  care— a  thing  he  neveij 

used  to  do— combed  his  scanty,  lank  hair,  and,  smiling,  wenlj 

up-stairs. 

He  was  in  the  most  affectionate  and  good-humored  mood
J 

just  as  Levin  often  remembered  him  in  childhood.  H
e  even, 

referred  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch  without  rancor.  When  he  s
aw 

Agafea  Mihalovna,  he  made  jokes  with  her  and  asked  afte
r  the 

old  servants.  The  news  of  the  death  of  Parfen  De
nisitch 

made  a  painful  impression  on  him.  A  look  of  fear  crossed
  hn 

face,  but  he  regained  his  serenity  immediately. 

"Of  course  he  was  quite  old,"  he  said,  and  changed  thejj; 

subject.    "  Well,  I  '11  spend  a  month  or  two  with  you,  and  then  ̂  

I'm  off  to  Moscow.    Do  you  know,  Myakov  has  promised  me  
a 

place  there,  and  I'm  going  into  the  service.     Now  
I'm  going! 

to  arrange  my  life  quite  differently,"  he  went  on.       Y
otf 

know  I  got  rid  of  that  woman. ' ' 

1 '  Mary  a  Nikolaevna  1    Why,  what  f  or  ? "  k 

"Oh  she  was  a  horrid  woman!  She  caused  me  all  sorts 
 of 

worries  "  But  he  did  not  say  what  the  annoyances  
were. 

He  could  not  say  that  he  had  cast  off  Marya  
Nikolaevna  be- 

cause the  tea  was  weak,  and,  above  all,  because  she  woul
d  look 

after  him,  as  though  he  were  an  invalid. 

"Besides,  I  want  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf  completely  
now 

I've  done  silly  things,  of  course,  like  every  one  el
se,  bul 

money's  the  last  consideration;  I  don't  regret  it.  So  l
ong  as 

there 's  health,  and  my  health,  thank  God,  is  quite  restore
d 

Levin  listened  and  racked  his  brains,  but  could  t
hink  o, 

nothing  to  say.  Nikolay  probably  felt  the  same;  he  beg
aj 

questioning  his  brother  about  his  affairs;  and  
Levm  wai 

glad  to  talk  about  himself,  because  then  he  could  sp
eak  with 

out  hypocrisy.    He  told  his  brother  of  his  plans  a
nd  his  d^ 

i 

mgs. 
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His  brother  listened,  but  evidently  he  was  not  interested 
|v  it. 

These  two  men  were  so  akin,  so  near  each  other,  that  the 
tightest  gesture,  the  tone  of  voice,  told  both  more  than  could 
le  said  in  words.  « 

Both  of  them  now  had  only  one  thought — the  illness  of 

pikolay  and  the  nearness  of  his  death — which  stifled  all  else. 
But  neither  of  them  dared  to  speak  of  it,  and  so  whatever  they 
laid — not  uttering  the  one  thought  that  filled  their  minds — 
vas  all  falsehood.  Never  had  Levin  been  so  glad  when  the 
veiling  was  over  and  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed.  Never  with 
Lny  outside  person,  never  on  any  official  visit  had  he  been  so 
Innatural  and  false  as  he  was  that  evening.  And  the  con- 
kiousness  of  this  unnaturalness,  and  the  remorse  he  felt  at  it, 

pade  him  even  more  unnatural.  He  wanted  to  weep  over  his 
ying,  dearly  loved  brother,  and  he  had  to  listen  and  keep  on 
alking  of  how  he  meant  to  live. 

As  the  house  was  damp,  and  only  one  bedroom  had  been 
ept  heated,  Levin  put  his  brother  to  sleep  in  his  own  bed- 
oom  behind  a  screen. 

His  brother  got  into  bed,  and  whether  he  slept  or  did  not 
leep,  tossed  about  like  a  sick  man,  coughed,  and  when  he  could 
ot  get  his  throat  clear,  mumbled  something.  Sometimes  when 

is  breathing  was  painful,  he  said,  "Oh,  my  God!"  Some- 
imes  when  he  was  choking  he  muttered  angrily,  "Ah,  the 
evil!"  Levin  could  not  sleep  for  a  long  while,  hearing  him. 
lis  thoughts  were  of  the  most  various,  but  the  end  of  all  his 

houghts  was  the  same — death.  Death,  the  inevitable  end  of 
11,  for  the  first  time  presented  itself  to  him  with  irresistible 
orce.  And  death,  which  was  here  in  this  loved  brother, 

roaning  half  asleep  and  from  habit  calling  without  distinc- 
ion  on  God  and  the  devil,  was  not  so  remote  as  it  had  hitherto 
eemed  to  him.  It  was  in  himself  too  he  felt  that.  If  not 

o-day,  to-morrow,  if  not  to-morrow,  in  thirty  years,  wasn't  it 
11  the  same !  And  what  was  this  inevitable  death — he  did  not 
now,  had  never  thought  about  it,  and  what  was  more,  had  not 
le  power,  had  not  the  courage  to  think  about  it. 
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it! 

"I  work,  I  want  to  do  something,  but  I  had  forgotten  il 

must  all  end;  I  had  forgotten— death. ' ' 
He  sat  on  his  bed  in  the  darkness,  crouched  up,  hugging  his 

knees,  and  holding  his  breath  from  the  strain  of  thought,  hd 

pondered.  But  the  more  intensely  he  thought,  the  clearer  it| 

became  to  him  that  it  was  indubitably  so,  that  in  reality,  look- 

ing upon  life,  he  had  forgotten  one  little  fact— that  death  will 

come,  and  all  ends ;  that  nothing  was  even  worth  beginning, 

and  that  there  was  no  helping  it  anyway.  Yes,  it  was  awful, 
but  it  was  so. 

"But  I  am  alive  still.  Now  what's  to  be  done?  what's  td 
be  done?"  he  said  in  despair.  He  lighted  a  candle,  got  up 

cautiously  and  went  to  the  looking-glass,  and  began  looking  a| 

his  face  and  hair.  Yes,  there  were  gray  hairs  about  hiljbr 

temples.  He  opened  his  mouth.  His  back  teeth  were  be 

ginning  to  decay.  He  bared  his  muscular  arms.  Yes,  there 

was  strength  in  them.  But  Nikolay,  who  lay  there  breathing 

with  what  was  left  of  lungs,  had  had  a  strong,  healthy  body 

too.  And  suddenly  he  recalled  how  they  used  to  go  to  bed 

together  as  children,  and  how  they  only  waited  till  Fyodor 

Bogdanitch  was  out  of  the  room  to  fling  pillows  at  each  other 

and  laugh,  laugh  irrepressibly,  so  that  even  their  awe  of 

Fyodor  Bogdanitch  could  not  check  the  effervescing,  over- 

brimming  sense  of  life  and  happiness.  "And  now  that  bent, 
hollow  chest  '.     .     .     and  I,  not  knowing  what  will  becomefc 

of  me,  or  wherefore     .     .     . ' '  5 

<<K         .     .     ha!     K     .     .     .     ha!  '  Damnation!     Why  del, 

you  keep  fidgeting,  why  don't  you  go  to  sleep?"  his 
 brother'^ 

voice  called  to  him. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know;  I'm  not  sleepy."  m 

"I  have  had  a  good  sleep,  I'm  not  in  a  sweat  now.    Just* 

see,  feel  my  shirt ;  it's  not  wet,  is  it ?"  b 

Levin  felt,  withdrew  behind  the  screen,  and  put  out  then 

candle,  but  for  a  long  while  he  could  not  sleep.     The  question 

how  to  live  had  hardly  begun  to  grow  a  little  clearer  to  hi* 

when  a  new,  insoluble  question  presented  itself— death. 

"Why,  he's  dying— yes,  he'll  die  in  the  spring,  and  ho* 
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Bielp  him?    What  can  I  say  to  him?     What  do  I  know  about 
pt  ?     I  'd  even  forgotten  that  it  was  at  all. ' ' 
1 

CHAPTER  XXXII 

is 
Levin  had  long  before  made  the  observation  that  when  one 
uncomfortable  with  people  from  their  being  excessively 

xmenable  and  meek,  one  is  apt  very  soon  after  to  find  things 
ntolerable  from  their  touchiness  and  irritability.  He  felt 
;hat  this  was  how  it  would  be  with  his  brother.  And  his 
mother  Nikolay's  gentleness  did  in  fact  not  last  out  for  long. The  very  next  morning  he  began  to  be  irritable,  and  seemed 
loing  his  best  to  find  fault  with  his  brother,  attacking  him  on 
lis  tenderest  points. 

Levin  felt  himself  to  blame,  and  could  not  set  things  right. 
ie  felt  that  if  they  had  both  not  kept  up  appearances,  but  had 
jpoken,  as  it  is  called,  from  the  heart— that  is  to  say,  had  said 
>nly  just  what  they  were  thinking  and  feeling— they  would 
imply  have  looked  into  each  other's  faces,  and  Konstantin 

lould  only  have  said,  "You're  dying,  you're  dying!"'  and sTikolay  could  only  have  answered,  "I  know  I'm  dying,  but 
'm  afraid,  I'm  afraid,  I'm  afraid!"  And  they  could  have aid  nothing  more,  if  they  had  said  only  what  was  in  their 
earts.  But  life  like  that  was  impossible,  and  so  Konstantin 
ried  to  do  what  he  had  been  trying  to  do  all  his  life,  and 
ever  could  learn  to  do,  though,  as  far  as  he  could  observe, 
lany  people  knew  so  well  how  to  do  it,  and  without  it  there 
'as  no  living  at  all.  He  tried  to  say  what  he  was  not  think- 
lg,  but  he  felt  continually  that  it  had  a  ring  of  falsehood, 
hat  his  brother  detected  him  in  it,  and  was  exasperated  at  it. 
The  third  day  Nikolay  induced  his  brother  to  explain  his 

Ian  to  him  again,  and  began  not  merely  attacking  it,  but 
atentionally  confounding  it  with  communism. 

You've  simply  borrowed  an  idea  that's  not  your  own,  but 
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youVelistorted  it,  and  are  trying  to  apply  it  wh
ere  it's  not 

applicable." 
"But  I  tell  you  it's  nothing  to  do  with  it.  They  deny  the 

iustice  of  property,  of  capital,  of  inheritance,  while 
 I  do  not 

deny  this  chief  stimulus.' '  (Levin  felt  disgusted  h
imself  at 

using  such  expressions,  but  ever  since  he  had  bee
n  engrossed) 

by  his  work,  he  had  unconsciously  come  more  an
d  more  fre- 

quently to  use  words  not  Russian.)     "  All  I  want  is  to  regul
atd 

labor."  .  ,j 

"Which  means,  you've  borrowed  an  idea,  stripped  it  ot  
all 

that  gave  it  its  force,  and  want  to  make  believe
  that  it's  some-1 

thing  new,"  said  Nikolay,  angrily  tugging  at  his  neck
tie. 

"But  my  idea  has  nothing  in  common  ..." 

"That,  anyway,"  said  Nikolay  Levin,  with  an  ironical 
 smile, 

his  eyes  flashing  malignantly,  "has  the  charm
  of— what's  one 

to  call  it?— geometrical  symmetry,  of  clearness,
  of  definite- 

ness.  It  may  be  a  Utopia.  But  if  once  one  allo
ws  the  pos- 

sibility of  making  of  all  the  past  a  tabula  rasa— no  property,
 

no  family— then  labor  would  organize  itself.     But  you  g
am 

nothing     ..." 

"Why  do  you  mix  things  up?     I've  never  been  a  com-Jj, 
munist."  M 

"But  I  have,  and  I  consider  it's  premature,  but  rational, 

and  it  has  a  future,  just  like  Christianity  in  its  first 
 ages." 

"All  that  I  maintain  is  that  the  labor  force  ought  to  be 

investigated  from  the  point  of  view  of  natural  science;
  that  is 

to  say  it  ought  to  be  studied,  its  qualities  ascertained     .     .     . 

• '  But  that 's  utter  waste  of  time.  That  force  finds  a  certain 

form  of  activity  of  itself,  according  to  the  stage  
of  its  de- 

velopment. There  have  been  slaves  first  everywhere  then 

metayers;  and  we  have  the  half-crop  system,  ren
t,  and  day- 

laborers.    What  are  you  trying  to  find  V* 

Levin  suddenly  lost  his  temper  at  these  words, 
 because  at 

the  bottom  of  his  heart  he  was  afraid  that  i
t  was  true-true 

that  he  was  trying  to  hold  the  balance  ev
en  between  com- 

munism  and  the  familiar  forms,  and  that  th
is  was  hardly 

possible. 



ANNA  KAKENINA  449 

"I  am  trying  to  find  means  of  working  productively  for  my- 
self and  for  the  laborers.  I  want  to  organize  .  .  ."he 

nswered  hotly. 

"You  don't  want  to  organize  anything;  it's  simply  just  as 
w've  been  all  your  life,  that  you  want  to  be  original,  to  pose is  not  exploiting  the  peasants  simply,  but  with  some  idea  in •   » » 

Iriew. ' ' 

"Oh,  all  right,  that's  what  you  think— and  let  me  alone !" 
mswered  Levin,  feeling  the  muscles  of  his  left  cheek  twitching 
mcontrollably. 

"You've  never  had,  and  never  have,  convictions;  all  you 
vant  is  to  please  your  vanity. ' ' 

:'Oh,  very  well;  then  let  me  alone!" 
:'And  I  will  let  you  alone!  and  it's  high  time  I  did,  and  go 

o  the  devil  with  you !  and  I  'm  very  sorry  I  ever  came ! ' ' 
In  spite  of  all  Levin's  efforts  to  soothe  his  brother  after- 
ards,  Nikolay  would  listen  to  nothing  he  said,  declaring  that 

t  was  better  to  part,  and  Konstantin  saw  that  it  simply  was 
hat  life  was  unbearable  to  him. 

Nikolay  was  just  getting  ready  to  go,  when  Konstantin  went 
n  to  him  again  and  begged  him,  rather  unnaturally,  to  for- 
ive  him  if  he  had  hurt  his  feelings  in  any  way. 

"Ah,  generosity!"  said  Nikolay,  and  he  smiled.  "If  you ant  to  be  right,  I  can  give  you  that  satisfaction.  You're  in 
he  right ;  but  I  'm  going  all  the  same. ' ' 
It  was  only  just  at  parting  that  Nikolay  kissed  him,  and 

aid,  looking  with  sudden  strangeness  and  seriousness  at  his rother : 

'Anyway,  don't  remember  evil  against  me,  Kostya!"  and is  voice  quivered.  These  were  the  only  words  that  had  been 
poken  sincerely  between  them.  Levin  knew  that  those  words 

leant,  "You  see,  and  you  know,  that  I'm  in  a  bad  way,  and 
aybe  we  shall  not  see  each  other  again."  Levin  knew  this, 
nd  the  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes.  He  kissed  his  brother 
rice  more,  but  he  could  not  speak,  and  knew  not  what  to  say. 
Three  days  after  his  brother's  departure,  Levin  too  set  off 

fcr   his   foreign    tour.     Happening   to   meet    Shtcherbatsky, 
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Kitty's  cousin,  in  the  railway  train,  Levin  greatly  astonishe 
him  by  his  depression. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you?"  Shtcherbatsky  asked  him. 

"Oh,  nothing;  there's  not  much  happiness  in  life." 
"Not  much?     You  come  with  me  to  Paris  instead  of  t 

Mulhausen.    You  shall  see  how  to  be  happy." 

"No,  I've  done  with  it  all.     It's  time  I  was  dead." 

"Well,  that's  a  good  one!"  said  Shtcherbatsky,  laughing, 

"why,  I'm  only  just  getting  ready  to  begin." 
"Yes,  I  thought  the  same  not  long  ago,  but  now  I  know  I 

shall  soon  be  dead. ' ' 
Levin  said  what  he  had  genuinely  been  thinking  of  late. 

He  saw  nothing  but  death  or  the  advance  towards  death  in 

everything.  But  his  cherished  scheme  only  engrossed  him  the 

more.  Life  had  to  be  got  through  somehow  till  death  did 

come.  Darkness  had  fallen  upon  everything  for  him ;  but  just 

because  of  this  darkness  he  felt  that  the  one  guiding  clue  in 

the  darkness  was  his  work,  and  he  clutched  it  and  clung  to  it 

with  all  his  strength. 

I 



PART  IV 

CHAPTER  I 

The  Kareninas.  husband  and  wife,  continued  living  in  th« 
same  house,  met  every  day,  but  were  complete  strangers  to  out 
another.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  made  it  a  rule  to  see  his 
wife  every  day,  so  that  the  servants  might  have  no  grounds  for 
suppositions,  but  avoided  dining  at  home.  Vronsky  was  nevei 

nt  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  house,  but  Anna  saw  him  awa> 
from  home,  and  her  husband  was  aware  of  it. 

The  position  was  one  of  misery  for  all  three;  and  not  one 
of  them  would  have  been  equal  to  enduring  this  position  for  z 
single  day,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  expectation  that  it  woulc 
change,  that  it  was  merely  a  temporary,  painful  ordeal  whicr 
would  pass  over.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  hoped  that  this 
passion  would  pass,  as  everything  does  pass,  that  every  on( 
would  forget  about  it,  and  his  name  would  remain  unsullied 
Anna,  on  whom  the  position  depended,  and  for  whom  it  was 
more  miserable  than  for  any  one.  endured  it  because  she  no\# 
merely  hoped,  but  firmly  believed,  that  it  would  all  very  soor-  j 
l>e  settled  and  come  right.  She  had  not  the  least  idea  whaj/ 
would  settle  the  position,  but  she  firmly  believed  that  some 
thing  would  very  soon  turn  up  now.  Vronsky,  against  his 
own  will  or  wishes,  followed  her  lead,  hoped  too  that  some- 

thing, apart  from  his  own  action,  would  be  sure  to  solve  all 
•liffieulties. 

Tn  ihe  middle  of  the  winter  Vronsky  spent  a  very  tiresome 
week.  A  foreign  prince,  who  had  come  on  a  visit  to  Peters 
burg,  was  put  under  his  charge,  and  he  had  to  show  him  the 
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;ights  worth  seeing.  Vronsky  was  of  distinguished  appear- 
nice ;  he  possessed,  moreover,  the  art  of  behaving  with  respect- 

ful dignity,  and  was  used  to  having  to  do  with  such  grand 
personages — that  was  how  he  came  to  be  put  in  charge  of 
the  prince.  But  he  felt  his  duties  very  irksome.  The  prince 
was  anxious  to  miss  nothing  of  which  he  would  be  asked  at 
home,  had  he  seen  that  in  Russia  ?  And  on  his  own  account  he 
was  anxious  to  enjoy  to  the  utmost  all  Russian  forms  of  amuse- 

ment. Vronsky  was  obliged  to  be  his  guide  in  satisfying  both 
these  inclinations.  The  mornings  they  spent  driving  to  look 
at  places  of  interest;  the  evenings  they  passed  enjoying  .the 
national  entertainments.  The  prince  rejoiced  in  health  excep- 

tional even  among  princes.  By  gymnastics  and  careful  atten- 
tion to  his  health  he  had  brought  himself  to  such  a  point  that 

in  spite  of  his  excesses  in  pleasure  he  looked  as  fresh  as  a  big 
glossy  green  Dutch  cucumber.  The  prince  had  traveled  a 
great  deal,  and  considered  one  of.  the  chief  advantages  of  mod- 

ern facilities  of  communication  was  the  accessibility  of  the 

pleasures  of  all  nations/    '     •"','  '    '     . 
He  had  been  in  Spain,  and  there  had  indulged  in  serenades 

and  had  made  friends  with  a  Spanish  girl  who  played"  the 
mandoline.  In  Switzerland  he  had  killed  chamois. '  In  Eng- 
land  he  had  galloped  in  a  red  coat  over  hedges  and  killed  two 
hundred  pheasants  for  a  bet.  In  Turkey  he  had  got  into  a 
harem ;  in  India  he  had  hunted  on  .an  elephant,  and  now  in 
Russia  he  wished  to  taste  all  the  specially  Russian  forms  of 

pleasure.  ...,..■  .;   ..,,-.   ...  , 
.  Vronsky,  who  was,  as  it  were,  chief  master  of  the  ceremonies 

to  him,  was  at  great  pains  to  arrange  all  the  Russian  amuse- 
ments suggested  by  various  persons  to  the  prince.^  They  had 

race-horses,  and  Russian  pancakes  and  bear-hunts  and  three- 
horse  sledges,  and  gypsies  and  drinking  feasts,,  with  the  Rus- 

sian accompaniment  of  broken  crockery.  And  the  prince  with 
surprising  ease  fell  in  with  the  Russian  spirit,  ( smashed  tray? 
full  of  crockery,  sat  with  a  gypsy  girl  on  his  knee,  and  seemec 
to  be  asking — what  more,  and  does  the  whole  Russian  spir I 
consist  in  just  thisT 



ANNA  KARENINA  453 

In  reality,  of  all  the  Russian  entertainments  the  prince  liked 
I best  French  actresses  and  ballet-dancers  and  white-seal  cham- 

pagne.    Vronsky  was  used  to  princes,  but,  either  because  he 
had  himself  changed  of  late,   or  that  he  was  in  too  close 
proximity  to  the  prince,  that  week  seemed  fearfully  wearisome 
to  him.     The  whole  of  that  week  he  experienced  a  sensation 
fsuch  as  a  man  might  have  set  in  charge  of  a  dangerous  mad- 
jman,  afraid  of  the  madman,  and  at  the  same  time,  from  being 
jwith  him,  fearing  for  his  own  reason.     Vronsky  was  contin- 

ually conscious  of  the  necessity  of  never  for  a  second  relaxing 
the  tone  of  stern  official  respectfulness,  that  he  might  not  him- 

self be  insulted.     The  prince's  manner  of  treating  the  very 
people  who,  to  Vronsky 's  surprise,  were  ready  to  descend  to 
any  depths  to  provide  him  with  Russian  amusements,  was  con- 

temptuous.    His  criticisms  of  Russian  women,  whom  he  wished 
to  study,  more  than  once  made  Vronsky  crimson  with  indig- 

nation.    The  chief  reason  why  the  prince  was  so  particularly 
disagreeable  to  Vronsky  was  that  he  could  not  help  seeing  him- 

self in  him.     And  what  he  saw  in  this  mirror  did  not  gratify 
his  self-esteem.     He  was  a  very  stupid  and  very  self-satis- 

fied and  very  healthy  and  very  well-washed  man,  and  noth- 
•ng  else.     He  was  a  gentleman— that  was  true,   and  Vron- 

sky could  not  deny  it.     He  was  equable  and  not  cringing 
kith  his  superiors,  was  free  and  ingratiating  in  his  behavior 
ffith  his  equals,  and  was  contemptuously  indulgent  with  his  in- 

feriors.    Vronsky  was  himself  the  same,  and  regarded  it  as  a 
?reat  merit  to  be  so.     But  for  this  prince  he  was  an  inferior, 
ind  his  contemptuous  and  indulgent  attitude  to  him  revolted  'd rim-  ft 

" Brainless  beef!  can  I  be  like  that?"  he  thought.  ̂ \jk ^  Be  that  as  it  might,  when,  on  the  seventh  day,  he  parted  ̂ 
rom  the  prince,  who  was  starting  for  Moscow,  and  received 
ns  thanks,  he  was  happy  to  be  rid  of  his  uncomfortable  posi- 
ion  and  the  unpleasant  reflection  of  himself.  He  said  good- 
>ye  to  him  at  the  station  on  their  return  from  a  bear-hunt, 
it  which  they  had  had  a  display  of  Russian  prowess  kept  up ill  night. 
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CHAPTER  II 

When  he  got  home,  Vronsky  found  there  a  note  from  Anna. 

She  wrote,  ' *  I  am  ill  and  unhappy.  I  cannot  come  out,  but  I 
cannot  go  on  longer  without  seeing  you.  Come  in  this  even- 

ing. Alexey  Alexandrovitch  goes  to  the  council  at  seven  and 

will  be  there  till  ten. ' '  Thinking  for  an  instant  of  the  strange 
ness  of  her  bidding  him  come  straight  to  her,  in  spite  of  her 

husband's  insisting  on  her  not  receiving  him,  he  decided  to  go. 
Vronsky  had  that  winter  got  his  promotion,  was  now  a 

colonel,  had  left  the  regimental  quarters,  and  was  living  alone. 
After  having  some  lunch,  he  lay  down  on  the  sofa  immedi 
ately,  and  in  five  minutes  memories  of  the  hideous  scenes  he 
had  witnessed  during  the  last  few  days  were  confused  together 
and  joined  on  to  a  mental  image  of  Anna  and  of  the  peasanl 

who  had  played  an  important  part  in  the  bear-hunt,   anc 
Vronsky  fell  asleep.     He  waked  up  in  the  dark,  trembling 

with  horror,  and  made  haste  to  light  a  candle.     ' '  What  was  it 
What  ?    What  was  the  dreadful  thing  I  dreamed  ?    Yes,  yes 
I  think  a  little  dirty  man  with  a  disheveled  beard  was  stoop 
ing  down  doing  something,  and  all  of  a  sudden  he  began  say 
ing  some  strange  words  in  French.     Yes,  there  was  nothing 

else  in  the  dream, "  he  said  to  himself.     "But  why  was  it  s 
awful?' '    He  vividly  recalled  the  peasant  again  and  thos 
incomprehensible  French  words  the  peasant  had  uttered,  an^ 
a  chill  of  horror  ran  down  his  -  pine. 

"What  nonsense!"  thought  Vronsky,  and  glanced  at  hi| 
watch. 

It  was  half-past  eight  already.  He  rang  up  his  servanl 
dressed  in  haste,  and  went  out  onto  the  steps,  completely  fo^ 

getting  the  dream  and  only  worried  at  being  late.  As  he  drov 

up  to  the  Kareninas'  entrance  he  looked  at  his  watch  and  sa 
it  was  ten  minutes  to  nine.  A  high,  narrow  carriage  with 

pair  of  grays  was  standing  at  the  entrance.  He  recognize 

Anna's  carriage.  "She  is  coming  to  me,"  thought  Vronsky 
"and  better  she  should.     I  don't  like  going  into  that  hous 
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But  no  matter;  I  can't  hide  myself,"  he  thought,  and  with that  manner  peculiar  to  him  from  childhood,  as  of  a  man  who 
has  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  Vronsky  got  out  of  his  sledge 
and  went  to  the  door.  The  door  opened,  and  the  hall-porter 
with  a  rug  on  his  arm  called  the  carriage.  Vronsky,  though 
he  did  not  usually  notice  details,  noticed  at  this  moment  the 
amazed  expression  with  which  the  porter  glanced  at  him.  In 
the  very  doorway  Vronsky  almost  ran  up  against  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch.  The  gas  jet  threw  its  full  light  on  the  blood- 

less, sunken  face  under  the  black  hat  and  on  the  white  cravat, 
brilliant  against  the  beaver  of  the  coat.  Karenina's  fixed, 
dull  eyes  were  fastened  upon  Vronsky 's  face.  Vronsky  bowed, 
and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  chewing  his  lips,  lifted  his  hand 
to  his  hat  and  went  on.  Vronsky  saw  him  without  looking 
round  get  into  the  carriage,  pick  up  the  rug  and  the  opera- 

[(1  glass  at  the  window  and  disappear.     Vronsky  went  into  the 
jghall.     His  brows  were  scowling,  and  his  eyes  gleamed  with  a 
!  proud  and  angry  light  in  them. 

1 '  What  a  position  1 9 '  he  thought.  ' '  If  he  would  fight,  would 
stand  up  for  his  honor,  I  could  act,  could  express  my  feelings ; 
but  this  weakness  or  baseness     ...     He  puts  me  in  the 

,1  position  of  playing  false,  which  I  never  meant  and  never  mean 

^o  do." 

if  Vronsky 's  ideas  had  changed  since  the  day  of  his  conversa- 
[( tion  with  Anna  in  the  Vrede  garden.     Unconsciously  yielding 
;o  the  weakness  of  Anna— who  had  surrendered  herself  up  to 

ihim  utterly,  and  simply  looked  to  him  to  decide  her  fate,  ready 
to  submit  to  anything— he  had  long  ceased  to  think  that  their 
ie  might  end  as  he  had  thought  then.     His  ambitious  plans 

Jhad  retreated  into  the  background  again,  and  feeling  that  he 
lTfiad  got  out  of  that  circle  of  activity  in  which  everything  was 
definite,  he  had  given  himself  entirely  to  his  passion,  and  that 
I  passion  was  binding  him  more  and  more  closely  to  her. 
I I  He  was  still  in  the  hall  when  he  caught  the  sound  of  her 
Retreating  footsteps.  He  knew  she  had  been  expecting  him, 
u,  iad  listened  for  him,  and  was  now  going  back  to  the  drawing- *oom. 
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■ '  No, ' '  she  cried,  on  seeing  him,  and  at  the  first  sound  of  her 
voice  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes.  ' '  No ;  if  things  are  to  go 

on  like  this,  the  end  will  come  much,  much  too  soon. ' ' 
"What  is  it,  dear  one?" 
"What?  I've  been  waiting  in  agony  for  an  hour,  two 

hours.  .  .  .  No,  I  won't  ...  I  can't  quarrel  with 

you.  Of  course  you  couldn  't  come.  No,  I  won 't. ' '  She  laid 
her  two  hands  on  his  shoulders,  and  looked  a  long  while  at  him 
with  a  profound,  passionate,  and  at  the  same  time  searching 
look.  She  was  studying  his  face  to  make  up  for  the  time  she 
had  not  seen  him.  She  was,  every  time  she  saw  him,  making 
the  picture  of  him  in  her  imagination  (incomparably  superior, 
impossible  in  reality)  fit  with  him  as  he  really  was. 

CHAPTER  III 

"You  met  him?"  she  asked,  when  they  had  sat  down  at  the 

table  in  the  lamplight.  "You're  punished,  you  see,  for  being 

late." 
1 '  Yes ;  but  how  was  it  ?     Wasn  't  he  to  be  at  the  council  ? ' ' 
"He  had  been  and  come  back,  and  was  going  out  some 

where  again.  But  that's  no  matter.  Don't  talk  about  it 

Where  have  you  been?     With  the  prince  still?" 
She  knew  every  detail  of  his  existence.  He  was  going  tc 

say  that  he  had  been  up  all  night  and  had  dropped  asleep,  bul 

looking  at  her  thrilled  and  rapturous  face,  he  was  ashamed 

And  he  said  he  had  had  to  go  to  report  on  the  prince  \ 

departure. 

1 '  But  it 's  over  now  ?    He  is  gone  ? ' ' 
"Thank  God  it's  over!  You  wouldn't  believe  how  insuf 

f erable  it 's  been  for  me. ' ' 

' '  Why  so  ?  Isn  't  it  the  life  all  of  you,  all  young  men,  alway 
lead  ?  "  she  said,  knitting  her  brows ;  and  taking  up  the  crochet 
work  that  was  lying  on  the  table,  she  began  drawing  the  hool 
out  of  it,  without  looking  at  Vronsky. 
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"I  gave  that  life  up  long  ago,"  said  he,  wondering  at  the 
change  in  her  face,  and  trying  to  divine  its  meaning.  ' '  And  I 

confess, ' '  he  said,  with  a  smile,  showing  his  thick,  white  teeth, 
"this  week  I've  been,  as  it  were,  looking  at  myself  in  a  glass, 
seeing  that  life,  and  I  didn't  like  it." 

She  held  the  work  in  her  hands,  but  did  not  crochet,  and 
looked  at  him  with  strange,  shining,  and  hostile  eyes. 

"This  morning  Liza  came  to  see  me — they're  not  afraid  to 
call  on  me,  in  spite  of  the  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna, ' '  she  put 
in — "and  she  told  me  about  your  Athenian  evening.  How 
loathsome ! ' ' 

"I  was  just  going  to  say     .     .     ." 
She  interrupted  him. 

' '  It  was  that  Therese  you  used  to  know  ? ' ' 
* '  I  was  just  saying     .     .     . " 
"How  disgusting  you  are,  you  men!  How  is  it  you  can't 

understand  that  a  woman  can  never  forget  that,"  she  said, 
getting  more  and  more  angry,  and  so  letting  him  see  the  cause 

of  her  irritation,  "especially  a  woman  who  cannot  know  your 
life?  What  do  I  know?  What  have  I  ever  known?"  she 

said, ' '  what  you  tell  me.  And  how  do  I  know  whether  you  tell 
me  the  truth?     .     .     ." 

"Anna,  you  hurt  me.  Don 't  you  trust  me ?  Haven't  I  told 
Jyou  that  I  haven 't  a  thought  I  wouldn  't  lay  bare  to  you  ? ' ' 

"Yes,  yes,"  she  said,  evidently  trying  to  suppress  her  jealous 
Jthoughts.  "But  if  only  you  knew  how  wretched  I  am!  I 

ijbelieve  you,  I  believe  you   What  were  you  saying  ? ' ' 
But  he  could  not  at  once  recall  what  he  had  been  going  to 

isay.     These  fits  of  jealousy,  which  of  late  had  been  more  and 
more  frequent  with  her,  horrified  him,  and  however  much  he 
tried  to  disguise  the  fact,  made  him  feel  cold  to  her,  although 
he  knew  the  cause  of  her  jealousy  was  her  love  for  him.     How 
often  he  had  told  himself  that  her  love  was  happiness;  and 

Jnow  she  loved  him  as  a  woman  can  love  when  love  has  out- 

it  weighed  for  her  all  the  good  things  of  life — and  he  was  much 

^further  from  happiness  than  when  he  had  followed  her  from 

Moscow.     Then  he  had  thought  himself  unhappy,  but  happi- 
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ness  was  before  him;  now  he  felt  that  the  best  happiness  was 

already  left  behind.     She  was  utterly  unlike  what  she  had 

been  when  he  first  saw  her.     Both  morally  and  physically  she 

had  changed  for  the  worse.     She  had  broadened  out  all  over,< 

and  in  her  face  at  the  time  when  she  was  speaking  of  the 

actress  there  was  an  evil  expression  of  hatred  that  distorted  it. 

He  looked  at  her  as  a  man  looks  at  a  faded  flower  he  has  gath- 

ered, with  difficulty  recognizing  in  it  the  beauty  for  which  he 

picked  and  ruined  it.     And  in  spite  of  this  he  felt  that  then, 

when  his  love  was  stronger,  he  could,  if  he  had  greatly  wished 

it,  have  torn  that  love  out  of  his  heart ;  but  now,  when  as  at 

that  moment  it  seemed  to  him  he  felt  no  love  for  her,  he  knew 

that  what  bound  him  to  her  could  not  be  broken. 

"Well,  well,  what  was  it  you  were  going  to  say  about  the 

prince  ?  I  have  driven  away  the  fiend, ' '  she  added.  The  fiend 

was  the  name  they  had  given  her  jealousy.  "What  did  you 

begin  to  tell  me  about  the  prince?    Why  did  you  find  it  so 

tiresome  ° ' 
Oh,  it  was  intolerable!"  he  said,  trying  to  pick  up  the 

thread  of  his  interrupted  thought.  "He  does  not  improve  on| 

closer  acquaintance.  If  you  want  him  defined,  here  he  is:  J 

prime,  well-fed  beast  such  as  takes  medals  at  the  cattle-shows, 

and  nothing  more,"  he  said,  with  a  tone  of  vexation  that  inj terested  her. 

"No;  how  so?"  she  replied.  "He's  seen  a  great  deal,  any- 

way; he's  cultured?"  y 
"It's  an  utterly  different  culture— their  culture.  He  s 

cultivated,  one  sees,  simply  to  be  able  to  despise  culture,  as 

they  despise  everything  but  animal  pleasures." 

"But  don't  you  all  care  for  these  animal  pleasures?"  she 

said,  and  again  he  noticed  a  dark  look  in  her  eyes  that  avoideC
 

him. 

1 1  How  is  it  you  're  defending  him  ?  "  he  said,  smiling. 

"I'm  not  defending  him,  it's  nothing  to  me;  but  I  imagine, 

if  you  had  not  cared  for  those  pleasures  yourself,  you  mighP 

have  got  out  of  them.    But  if  it  affords  you  satisfaction  to 

gaze  at  Therese  in  the  attire  of  Eve     .     .     ." 
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" Again,  the  devil  again/'  Vronsky  said,  taking  the  hand she  had  laid  on  the  table  and  kissing  it. 

'Yes;  but  I  can't  help  it.  You  don't  know  what  I  have 
suffered  waiting  for  you.  I  believe  I'm  not  jealous.  I'm  not 
jealous:  I  believe  you  when  you're  here;  but  when  you're 
away  somewhere  leading  your  life,  so  incomprehensible  to 
me    ..." 

She  turned  away  from  him,  pulled  the  hook  at  last  out  of 
the  crochet-work,  and  rapidly,  with  the  help  of  her  forefinger, 
began  working  loop  after  loop  of  the  wool  that  was  dazzling 
white  in  the  lamplight,  while  the  slender  wrist  moved  swiftly, nervously  in  the  embroidered  cuff. 

"How  was  it,  then?  Where  did  you  meet  Alexey  Alexan- 
drovitch?"  Her  voice  sounded  in  an  unnatural  and  jarring tone. 

'We  ran  up  against  each  other  in  the  doorway." 
"And  he  bowed  to  you  like  this?" 
She  drew  a  long  face,  and  half-closing  her  eyes,  quickly 

transformed  her  expression,  folded  her  hands,  and  Vronsky 
suddenly  saw  in  her  beautiful  face  the  very  expression  with 
which  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  bowed  to  him.  He  smiled, 
while  she  laughed  gaily,  with  that  sweet,  deep  laugh,  which was  one  of  her  greatest  charms. 

"I  don't  understand  him  in  the  least,"  said  Vronsky.  "If after  your  avowal  to  him  at  your  country  house  he  had  broken 
with  you,  if  he  had  called  me  out— but  this  I  can't  understand. 
How  can  he  put  up  with  such  a  position?  He  feels  it,  that's evident." 

' '  He  ? "  she  said  sneeringly.     "  He 's  perfectly  satisfied. ' ' 
'What  are  we  all  miserable  for,  when  everything  might  be 30  happy?" 

'Only  not  he.  Don't  I  know  him,  the  falsity  in  which  he's utterly  steeped?  .  .  .  Could  one,  with  any  feeling,  live 
as  he  is  living  with  me?  He  understands  nothing,  and  feels 
nothing.  Could  a  man  of  any  feeling  live  in  the  same  house 
vvith  his  unfaithful  wife?  Could  he  talk  to  her,  call  her  fmv lear'?"  

J 
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"^And  again  she  coukLr^Uielp  mimicking  him:  "  'Ann
a,  ma 

chere;  Anna,  dear!'  " 

-He's  not  a  man,  not  a  human  being-he's  a 
 doll!  No  one 

knows  him;  bnt  I  know  him.  Oh,  if  I'
d  been  ,h his  place, 

I'd  long  ago  have  killed,  have  torn  to  piec
es  a  wife  like  me. 

I  wouldn 't  have  said, '  Anna,  ma  chere' I  He 's  not  a  man,  he  s 

an  official  machine.  He  doesn't  understan
d  that  I  m  your 

wife,  that  he's  outside,  that  he's  superfluous.
  .  .  .  uon  i 

let 's  talk  of  him !     ..."  . 

"You 're  unfair,  very  unfair,  dearest, ' '  said  Vronsky,  trying 

to  soothe  her.    ' '  But  never  mind,  don 't  let 's  talk  of 
 him     Tel 

me  what  you  Ve  been  doing  1    What  is  the  ma
tter  ?    What  has 

been  wrong  with  you,  and  what  did  the  doct
or  -*» 

She  looked  at  him  with  mocking  amu
sement.  Evidently 

she  had  hit  on  other  absurd  and  grotesqu
e  aspects  in  her  hus- 

band, and  was  awaiting  the  moment  to  giv
e  expression  to 

them. 

But  he  went  on :  wu™ 

' '  I  imagine  that  it 's  not  illness,  but  your  condition
.    ̂   hen 

"  The  ironical  light  died  away  in  her  eyes, 
 but  a  different 

smile,  a  consciousness  of  something,  he  
did  not  know  what,  and 

of  quiet  melancholy,  came  over  her  face    ...  , 

-Soon,  soon.  You  say  that  our  posit
ion  ,s  miserable  that 

we  must  put  an  end  to  it.  If  you  kne
w  how  terrible  it  is  to 

me,  what  I  would  give  to  be  able  to  love
  you  freely  an I  boldly. 

I  should  not  torture  myself  and  torture
  you  with  my  jed 

ousv  And  it  will  come  soon,  but  not  as  we  exp
ect. 

And  «t 'the  thought  of  how  it  would  come, 
 she  seemed  • 

pitiable  to  herself  that  tears  came  into  
her  eyes,  and  she  could 

nofgo  on.  She  laid  her  hand  on  his  slee
ve,  dazzling  and  «  hifc 

with  its  rings  in  the  lamplight. 

"It  won't  come  as  we  suppose.  I  didn't  
mean  to  say  th. 

to  you,  but  you've  made  me.  Soon,  soo
n,  all  will  be  over,  anc 

we  shall  all,  all  be  at  peace,  and  suffer  n
o  more. 

"  I  don 't  understand, ' '  he  said,  understanding  her. 

"You  asked  when?    Soon.    And  I  shan'
t  live  through  it 
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Don't  interrupt  me!"  and  she  made  haste  to  speak.  "I  know 
it ;  I  know  it  for  certain.  I  shall  die ;  and  I  'm  very  glad  I 
shall  die,  and  release  myself  and  you. ' ' 

Tears  dropped  from  her  eyes ;  he  bent  down  over  her  hand 
and  began  kissing  it,  trying  to  hide  his  emotion,  which,  he 

ew,  had  no  sort  of  grounds,  though  he  could  not  control  it. 

'Yes,  it's  better  so,"  she  said,  tightly  gripping  his  hand. 
'That's  the  only  way,  the  only  way  left  us." 
He  had  recovered  himself,  and  lifted  his  head. 

J  *  How  absurd !     What  absurd  nonsense  you  are  talking ! ' ' 
"No,  it's  the  truth." 
"What,  what's  the  truth?" 
"That  I  shall  die.     I  have  had  a  dream." 
"A  dream?"  repeated  Vronsky,  and  instantly  he  recalled the  peasant  of  his  dream. 

'Yes,  a  dream,"  she  said.  "It's  a  long  while  since  I Ireamed  it.  I  dreamed  that  I  ran  into  my  bedroom,  that  I 
lad  to  get  something  there,  to  find  out  something ;  you  know 
low  it  is  in  dreams,"  she  said,  her  eyes  wide  with  horror; 
'and  in  the  bedroom,  in  the  corner,  stood  something." 
"Oh,  what  nonsense!     How  can  you  believe     .     .     ." 
But  she  would  not  let  him  interrupt  her.  What  she  was 

saying  was  too  important  to  her. 
And  the  something  turned  round,  and  I  saw  it  was  a 

peasant  with  a  disheveled  beard,  little,  and  dreadful-looking. 
|  wanted  to  run  away,  but  he  bent  down  over  a  sack,  and  was 
Ambling  there  with  his  hands     .     .     ." 
She  showed  how  he  had  moved  his  hands.  There  was  terror 

n  her  face.  And  Vronsky,  remembering  his  dream,  felt  the 
iame  terror  filling  his  soul. 

He  was  fumbling  and  kept  talking  quickly,  quickly  in 
French,  you  know:  II  faut  le  battre,  le  fer,  le  broyer,  le 
oetrir.  .  .  .  And  in  my  horror  I  tried  to  wake  up,  and 
voke  up  .  .  .  but  woke  up  in  the  dream.  And  I  began 
isking  myself  what  it  meant.  And  Korney  said  to  me:  'In 
hildbirth  you'll  die,  ma'am,  you'll  die.  .  .  .'  And  I 
voke  up. ' ' 
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''What  nonsense,  what  nonsense!"  said  Vronsky;  but  he 
felt  himself  that  there  was  no  conviction  in  his  voice. 

< 'But  don't  let's  talk  of  it.  Ring  the  bell,  I'll  have  tea. 

And  stay  a  little,  now ;  it's  not  long  I  shall     .     .     ." 
But  all  at  once  she  stopped.  The  expression  of  her  face 

instantaneously  changed.  Horror  and  excitement  were  sud- 

denly replaced  by  a  look  of  soft,  solemn,  blissful  attention. 

He  could  not  comprehend  the  meaning  of  the  change.  She 

was  listening  to  the  stirring  of  the  new  life  within  her. 

CHAPTER  IV 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  after  meeting  Vronsky  on  his 

own  steps,  drove,  as  he  had  intended,  to  the  Italian 
 opera. 

He  sat  through  two  acts  there,  and  saw  every  one  he 
 had 

wanted  to  see.     On  returning  home,  he  carefully  s
crutinized 

the  hat-stand,  and  noticing  that  there  was  not  a  militar
y  over- 

coat there,  he  went,  as  usual,  to  his  own  room.     But,  contrar
y 

to  his  usual  habit,  he  did  not  go  to  bed,  he  walked  up  and
  down 

his  study  till  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.     The  feel
ing  of 

furious  anger  with  his  wife,   who  would  not   ob
serve   the 

proprieties  and  keep  to  the  one  stipulation  he  had
  laid  on  her, 

not  to  receive  her  lover  in  her  own  house,  gave  him
  no  peace 

She  had  not  complied  with  his  request,  and  he  wa
s  bound  I 

punish  her  and  carry  out  his  threat-obtain  
a  divorce  ane 

take  away  his  son.     He  knew  all  the  difficultie
s  connected  witl 

this  course,  but  he  had  said  he  would  do  it,  and
  now  he  mus 

carry  out  his  threat.     Countess  Lidia  Ivan
ovna  had  hint* 

that  this  was  the  best  way  out  of  his  position
  and  of  late  tn< 

obtaining  of  divorces  had  been  brought  to  
such  perfection  tha 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  saw  a  possibility  
of  overcoming  th 

formal  difficulties.    Misfortunes  never  come  sing
ly,  and    h 

affairs  of  the  reorganization  of  the  native  
tribes   and  of  th 

irrigation  of  the  lands  of  the  Zaraisky  pro
vince,  had  brough 
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eh  official  worries  upon  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  that  he  had 
een  of  late  in  continual  condition  of  extreme  irritability. 
He  did  not  sleep  the  whole  night?,  and  his  fury  growing  in 

i  sort  of  vast,  arithmetical  progression,  reached  its  highest 
imits  in  the  morning.  He  dressed  in  haste,  and  as  though 
carrying  his  cup  full  of  wrath,  and  fearing  to  spill  any  over, 

'earing  to  lose  with  his  wrath  the  energy  necessary  for  the 
nterview  with  his  wife,  he  went  into  her  room  directly  he 
leard  she  was  up. 
Anna,  who  thought  she  knew  her  husband  so  well,  was 

imazed  at  his  appearance  when  he  went  in  to  her.  His  brow 
wras  lowering,  and  his  eyes  stared  darkly  before  him,  avoiding 
ler  eyes ;  his  mouth  was  tightly  and  contemptuously  shut.  In 
lis  walk,  in  his  gestures,  in  the  sound  of  his  voice  there  was 
i  determination  and  firmness  such  as  his  wife  had  never  seen 

n  him.  He  went  into  her  room,  and  without  greeting  her, 

walked  straight  up  to  her  writing-table,  and  taking  her  keys, 
opened  a  drawer. 

What  do  you  want  ? ' '  she  cried. 
Your  lover 's  letters, ' '  he  said. 

They  're  not  here, ' '  she  said,  shutting  the  drawer ;  but  from 
that  action  he  saw  he  had  guessed  right,  and  roughly  pushing 
away  her  hand,  he  quickly  snatched  a  portfolio  in  which  he 
mew  she  used  to  put  her  most  important  papers.  She  tried 
to  pull  the  portfolio  away,  but  he  pushed  her  back. 

Sit  down !  I  have  to  speak  to  you, ' '  he  said,  putting  the 
portfolio  under  his  arm,  and  squeezing  it  so  tightly  with  his 
elbow  that  his  shoulder  stood  up.  Amazed  and  intimidated, 
she  gazed  at  him  in  silence. 

I  told  you  that  I  would  not  allow  you  to  receive  your  lover 

i  n  this  house. ' ' 

r I  had  to  see  him  to    .     .     ." 
She  stopped,  not  finding  a  reason. 

"I  do  not  enter  into  the  details  of  why  a  woman  wants  to 
see  her  lover. " 

I  meant,  I  only  .  .  ."  she  said,  flushing  hotly.  This 
coarseness  of  his  angered  her,  and  gave  her  courage.     ' '  Surely 
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you  must  feel  how  easy  it  is  for  you  to  insult  me?"  she said. 

''An  honest  man  and  air  honest  woman  may  be  insulted,  but 

to  tell  a  thief  he's  a  thief  is  simply  la  constatation  d'un  fail." 
' '  This  cruelty  is  something  new  I  did  not  know  in  you. 

"  You  call  it  cruelty  for  a  husband  to  give  his  wife  liberty, 

giving  her  the  honorable  protection  of  his  name,  simply  on  the 

condition  of  observing  the  proprieties:  is  that  cruelty ?" 

"It's  worse  than  cruel— it's  base,  if  you  want  to  know!" 
Anna  cried,  in  a  rush  of  hatred,  and  getting  up,  she  was  going 
away. 

"No!"  he  shrieked,  in  his  shrill  voice,  which  pitched  a  note 

higher  than  usual  even,  and  his  big  hands  clutching  her  by 

the  arm  so  violently  that  red  marks  were  left  from  the  bracelet 

he  was  squeezing,  he  forcibly  sat  her  down  in  her  place. 

"Base!  If  you  care  to  use  that  word,  what  is  base  is  to 

forsake  husband  and  child  for  a  lover,  while  you  eat  your 

husband 's  bread ! " 
She  bowed  her  head.  She  did  not  say  what  she  had  said 

the  evening  before  to  her  lover,  that  he  was  her  husband,  and 

her  husband  was  superfluous;  she  did  not  even  think  that. 

She  felt  all  the  justice  of  his  words,  and  only  said  softly : 

"You  cannot  describe  my  position  as  worse  than  I  feel  it  to 

be  myself ;  but  what  are  you  saying  all  this  for?" 

"What  am  I  saying  it  for?  what  for?"  he  went  on,  as 

angrily.  "That  you  may  know  that  since  you  have  not  car- 

ried out  my  wishes  in  regard  to  observing  outward  decorum, 

I  will  take  measures  to  put  an  end  to  this  state  of  things." 

"Soon,  very  soon,  it  will  end,  anyway,"  she  said;  and  again, 

at  the  thought  of  death  near  at  hand  and  now  desired,  tears 
came  into  her  eyes. 

"It  will  end  sooner  than  you  and  your  lover  have  planned! 

If  youVust  have  the  satisfaction  of  animal  passion     .     .     ." 

"Alexey  Alexandrovitch !  I  won't  say  it's  not  generous,  but 

it's  not  like  a  gentleman  to  strike  any  one  who's  down." 

"Yes,  you  only  think  of  yourself!  But  the  sufferings  of  a 

man  who  was  your  husband  have  no  interest  for  you.     You 
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on 't  care  that  his  whole  life  is  ruined,  that  he  is  thuff     .     .     . 

Iraff     .     .     ." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  speaking  so  quickly  that  he 
tammered,  and  was  utterly  unable  to  articulate  the  word 

suffering."  In  the  end  he  pronounced  it  "  thuff  ering." 
he  wanted  to  laugh,  and  was  immediately  ashamed  that  any- 
hing  could  amuse  her  at  such  a  moment.  And  for  the  first 
ime,  for  an  instant,  she  felt  for  him,  put  herself  in  his  place, 
nd  was  sorry  for  him.  But  what  could  she  say  or  do  ?  Her 
ead  sank,  and  she  sat  silent.  He  too  was  silent  for  some  time, 

nd  then  began  speaking  in  a  frigid,  less  shrill  voice,  empha- 
izing  random  words  that  had  no  special  significance. 

*  *  I  came  to  tell  you    .     .     . "  he  said. 
She  glanced  at  him.  "No,  it  was  my  fancy,"  she  thought, 

ecalling  the  expression  of  his  face  when  he  stumbled  over  the 

eord  "suffering."  "No;  can  a  man  with  those  dull  eyes, 
nth  that  self-satisfied  complacency,  feel  anything?" 

I  cannot  change  anything, ' '  she  whispered. 
I  have  come  to  tell  you  that  I  am  going  to-morrow  to 

Moscow,  and  shall  not  return  again  to  this  house,  and  you  will 
eceive  notice  of  what  I  decide  through  the  lawyer  into  .whose 
lands  I  shall  intrust  the  task  of  getting  a  divorce.  My  son 

s  going  to  my  sister's,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  with  an 
ffort  recalling  what  he  had  meant  to  say  about  his  son. 

"You  take  Seryozha  to  hurt  me,"  she  said,  looking  at  him 
Tom  under  her  brows.  "You  do  not  love  him.  .  .  .  Leave 

ne  Seryozha!" 
Yes,  I  have  lost  even  my  affection  for  my  son,  because  he 

s  associated  with  the  repulsion  I  feel  for  you.  But  still  I 

hall  take  him.     Good-bye!" 
And  he  was  going  away,  but  now  she  detained  him. 

"Alexey  Alexandrovitch, leave  me  Seryozha ! ' '  she  whispered 
mce  more.  "I  have  nothing  else  to  say.  Leave  Seryozha 
ill  my     .    v    .     I  shall  soon  be  confined ;  leave  him !" 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  flew  into  a  rage,  and,  snatching  his 

land  from  her,  he  went  out  of  the  room  without  a  word. 

i  t 
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CHAPTER  V 

The  waiting-room  of  the  celebrated  Petersburg  lawyer  was  I 

full  when  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  entered  it.     Three  ladies—
 'i 

an  old  lady,  a  young  lady,  and  a  merchant's  wife— 
and  three 

gentlemen— one  a  German  banker  with  a  ring  on  his  finge^ 

the  second  a  merchant  with  a  beard,  and  the  third  a  wrathf
ul 

looking  government  clerk  in  official  uniform,  with  a  cross  o
| 

his  neck— had  obviously  been  waiting  a  long  while  al
ready. 

Two  clerks  were  writing  at  tables  with  scratching  pens.     T
he 

appurtenances    of   the    writing-tables,    about   which   
 Alexey  k 

Alexandrovitch  was  himself  very  fastidious,  were  
exception-l 

ally  good.     He  could  not  help  observing  this.     One 
 of  the 

clerks,  without  getting  up,  turned  wrathfully  to  
Alexey  Alex- 

androvitch,  half  closing  his  eyes. 

1  *  What  are  you  wanting  V> 

He  replied  that  he  had  to  see  the  lawyer  on  som
e  business 

"He  is  engaged,"  the  clerk  responded  severely,  and  
n 

pointed  with  his  pen  at  the  persons  waiting,  
and  went  on 

«   "Xt  he  spare  time  to  see  me?"  said  Alexe
y  Alexandre- 

vitch 

' '  He  has  no  time  free ;  he  is  always  husy.    Kindly  wai
t  your 

'"''Then  I  must  trouble  you  to  give  him  my  card,"  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  said  with  dignity,  seeing  
the  impossibility  of 

nroserviner  his  incognito.  .  , 

The  clerk  took  the  card  and,  obviously 
 not  approving  oi 

what  he  read  on  it,  went  to  the  door.         _ 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  in  pri
nciple  m  favor  of  the 

publicity  of  legal  proceedings,  thoug
h  for  ̂   "igh-  °ffic  , 

sequently,  when  he  did  no
t  approve  of  anj  thing, 
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pi-oval  was  softened  by  the  recognition  of  the  inevitability 

J  mistakes  and  the  possibility  of  reform  in  every  department, 

hi  the  new  public  law-courts  he  disliked  the  restrictions  laid 

on  the  lawyers  conducting  cases.  But  till  then  he  had  had 

nothing  to  do  with  the  law-courts,  and  so  had  disapproved  of 

/heir  publicity  simply  in  theory;  now  his  disapprobation  was 

lengthened  by  the  unpleasant  impression  made  on  him  in 

ne  lawyer 's  waiting-room. 
••Coming  immediately,"  said  the  clerk:  and  two  minutes 

iter  there  did  actually  appear  in  the  doorway  the  large  figure 

(  an  old  solicitor  who  had  been  consulting  with  the  lawyer 

himself. 

The  lawyer  was  a  little,  squat,  bald  man.   with  a   dark, 

reddish  beard,  light-colored  long  eyebrows,  and  an  overhang- 

ing brow.     He  was  attired  as  though  for  a  wedding,  from  his 

•ravat  to  his  double  watch-chain  and  varnished  boots.     His 

ace  was  clever  and  manly,  but  his  dress  was  dandified  and  in 

had  taste. 

"Pray  walk  in, "  said  the  lawyer,  addressing  Alexey  Alex- 
androvitch;  and,  gloomily  ushering  Karenina  in  before  him 
he  closed  the  door. 

"Won't  you  sit  down?"  He  indicated  an  armchair  at  « 
writing-table  covered  with  papers.  He  sat  down  himself,  and 
rubbing  his  little  hands  with  short  fingers  covered  with  whit' 
hairs,  he  bent  his  head  on  one  side.  But  as  soon  as  he  wa 

settled  in  this  position  a  moth  flew  over  the  table.  The  lawyer 
with  a  swiftness  that  could  never  have  been  expected  of  bin 

opened  his  hands,  caught  the  moth,  and  resumed  his  forme 
attitude. 

"Before  beginning  to  speak  of  my  business,"  said  Alexc; 
Alexandrovitch,  following  the  lawyer's  movements  with  wor 

lering  eyes.  "I  ought  to  observe  that  the  business  about  whic" 
I  have  to  speak  to  you  is  to  be  strictly  private. " 

The  lawyer's  overhanging  reddish  mustaches  were  parte 
in  a  scarcely  perceptible  smile. 

"I  should  not  be  a  lawyer  if  I  could  not  keep  the  secret 
.  confided  to  me.     But  if  you  would  like  proof     .     .     ." 
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■■  — 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  glanced  at  his  face,  and  saw  t
hat  thi 

shrewd,  gray  eyes  were  laughing,  and  seemed  to
  know  all  about 

it  already. 

"You  know  my  name?"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch
  resumed. 

"I  know  vou  and  the  good"— again  he  caught  a
  moth- 

"work  you  are  doing,  like  every  Russian,"  said  the
  lawyer, 'ye* 

bowing.  . 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  sighed,   plucking  up  his  c
oura;  e. 

But  having  once  made  up  his  mind  he  went  on
  in  his  shrilll  11 

voice,  without  timidity  or  hesitation,  accentuati
ng  here  and  I 

there  a  word.  .. 

' '  I  have  the  misfortune, ' '  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  began,  to  < 

have  been  deceived  in  my  married  life,  and  I 
 desire  to  break*  'k 

off  all  relations  with  my  wife  by  legal  means-t
hat  is,  to  l*c  ■ 

divorced,  but  to  do  this  so  that  my  son  may  
not  remain  with* 

his  mother."  we M 
The  lawyer's  gray  eyes  tried  not  to  laugh,  but 

 they  wei, 

dancing  with  irrepressible  glee,  and  Alexey  Alexandrov
itch       . 

saw  that  it  was  not  simply  the  delight  of  a  man  w
ho  has  just  • 

»ot  a  profitable  job:  there  was  triumph  and  joy,
  there  was  a 

gleam  like  the  malignant  gleam  he  saw  in  his 
 wife  s  eyes. 

""  ' '  You  desire  my  assistance  in  securing  a  divorce  I  J 

"Yes,  precisely  so;  but  I  ought  to  warn  you  that  I
  may  bej 

wasting  your  time  and  attention.  I  have  come  sim
ply  to  ccr.  he 

suit  you  as  a  preliminary  step.  I  want  a  di
vorce,  but  the  „ 

form  in  which  it  is  possible  is  of  great  consequenc
e  to  me.  h 

is  very  possible  that  if  that  form  does 
 not  correspond  wit 

mv  requirements  I  may  give  up  a  legal  divorce
.  lflt>g 

"Oh,  that's  always  the  case,"  said  the  lawyer,    
 and  that  I 

always  for  you  to  decide."  .    .,  ,       *    r        ,? 
He  let  his  eyes  rest  on  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  s  f

eet,  feeling,, le 

that  he  might  offend  his  client  by  the  sight  of  h
is  irrcprcssibl,  1(J 

amusement.    He  looked  at  a  moth  that  flew  before  his  n
ose  f(| 

and  moved  his  hand,  but  did  not  catch  it  from 
 regard  to 

Alexev  Alexandrovitch  'a  position.
  <t 

"Though  in  their  general  features  our  laws  on  this  subjec, 
   id 

arc  known  to  me,"  pursued  Alexey  Alexandrovitch
,  "I  shoul 
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e  glad  to  have  an  idea  of  the  forms  in  which  such  things 

re  done  in  practice. ' ' 

"You  would  be  glad,"  the  lawyer,  without  lifting  his  eyes, 
esponded,  adopting,  with  a  certain  satisfaction,  the  tone  of 

is  client  *s  remarks,  ' '  for  me  to  lay  before  you  all  the  methods 
y  which  you  could  secure  what  you  desire?" 
And  on  receiving  an  assenting  nod  from  Alexey  Alexandro- 

itch,  he  went  on,  stealing  a  glance  now  and  then  at  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch 's  face,  which  was  growing  red  in  patches. 
*  Divorce  by  our  laws,"  he  said,  with  a  slight  shade  of  dis- 

pprobation  of  our  laws,  ' '  is  possible,  as  you  are  aware,  in  the 
ollowing  cases  .  .  .  Wait  a  little!"  he  called  to  a  clerk 
vho  put  his  head  in  at  the  door,  but  he  got  up  all  the  same, 

aid  a  few  words  to  him,  and  sat  down  again.  ".  .  .  In 
he  following  cases :  physical  defect  in  the  married  parties,  de- 

ertion  without  communication  for  five  years, ' '  he  said,  crook- 
ng  a  short  finger  covered  with  hair,  "adultery"  (this  word  he 
>ronounced  with  obvious  satisfaction),  "subdivided  as  fol- 
ows"  (he  continued  to  crook  his  fat  fingers,  though  the  three 
ases  and  their  subdivisions  could  obviously  not  be  classified 

ogether)  :  "physical  defect  of  the  husband  or  of  the  wife, 
dultery  of  the  husband  or  of  the  wife."  As  by  now  all  his 
ingers  were  used  up,  he  uncrooked  all  his  fingers  and  went  on : 

'This  is  the  theoretical  view ;  but  I  imagine  you  have  done  me 
:he  honor  to  apply  to  me  in  order  to  learn  its  application  in 
wactice.  And  therefore,  guided  by  precedents,  I  must  in- 
orm  you  that  in  practice  cases  of  divorce  may  all  be  reduced 

o  the  following — there 's  no  physical  defect,  I  may  assume,  nor 
ilesertion?     .     .     ." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  bowed  his  head  in  assent. 

" — May  be  reduced  to  the  following:  adultery  of  one  of  the 
narried  parties,  and  the  detection  in  the  fact  of  the  guilty 
arty  by  mutual  agreement,  and  failing  such  agreement,  acci- 
lental  detection.  It  must  be  admitted  that  the  latter  case  is 

arely  met  with  in  practice,"  said  the  lawyer,  and  stealing  a 
glance  at  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  he  paused,  as  a  man  selling 
nstols,  after  enlarging  on  the  advantages  of  each  weapon, 
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might  await  his  customer's  choice.  But  Alexey  Alexandro- 
vitch  said  nothing,  and  therefore  the  lawyer  went  on:  "The; 
most  usual  and  simple,  the  sensible  course,  I  consider,  is 
adultery  by  mutual  consent.  I  should  not  permit  myself  t* 

express  it  so,  speaking  with  a  man  of  no  education,' '  he  saidj 
"but  I  imagine  that  to  you  this  is  comprehensible. ' ' 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was,  however,  so  perturbed  that  he 
did  not  immediately  comprehend  all  the  good  sense  of  adultery 
by  mutual  consent,  and  his  eyes  expressed  this  uncertainty; 
but  the  lawyer  promptly  came  to  his  assistance. 

1 '  People  cannot  go  on  living  together — here  you  have  a  fact. 
And  if  both  are  agreed  about  it,  the  details  and  formalities 
become  a  matter  of  no  importance.  And  at  the  same  time 

this  is  the  simplest  and  most  certain  method. ' ' 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  fully  understood  now.  But  he  had 

religious  scruples,  which  hindered  the  execution  of  such  a  plan. 

"That  is  out  of  the  question  in  the  present  case,"  he  said. 
"Only  one  alternative  is  possible:  undesigned  detection,  sup- 

ported by  letters  which  I  have. ' ' 
At  the  mention  of  letters  the  lawyer  pursed  up  his  lips,  and 

gave  utterance  to  a  thin  little  compassionate  and  contemptuous 
sound. 

"Kindly  consider,"  he  began,  "cases  of  that  kind  are,  as 
you  are  aware,  under  ecclesiastical  jurisdiction ;  the  reverend 
fathers  are  fond  of  going  into  the  minutest  details  in  cases  of 

the  kind,"  he  said  with  a  smile,  which  betrayed  his  sympathy 
with  the  reverend  fathers'  taste.  "Letters  may,  of  course,  be 
a  partial  confirmation;  but  detection  in  the  fact  there  must 

be  of  the  most  direct  kind,  that  is,  by  eye-witnesses.  In  fact, 
if  you  do  me  the  honor  to  intrust  your  confidence  to  me,  you 
will  do  well  to  leave  me  the  choice  of  the  measures  to  be  em- 

ployed.    If  one  wants  the  result,  one  must  admit  the  means." 
"If  it  is  so  .  .  ."  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  began,  sud- 

denly turning  white ;  but  at  that  moment  the  lawyer  rose  and 
again  went  to  the  door  to  speak  to  the  intruding  clerk. 

"Tell  her  we  don't  haggle  over  fees!"  he  said,  and  returned 
to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
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On  his  way  back  he  caught  unobserved  another  moth. 

Nice  state  my  rep  curtains  will  be  in  by  the  summer!"  he 
bought,  frowning. 

"And  so  you  were  saying?     .     .     ."he  said. 
"I  will  communicate  my  decision  to  you  by  letter,"  said 
lexey  Alexandrovitch,  getting  up,  and  he  clutched  at  the 

ible.  After  standing  a  moment  in  silence,  he  said:  "From 
our  words  I  may  consequently  conclude  that  a  divorce  may 
e  obtained?     I  would  ask  you  to  let  me  know  what  are  your 

prms. ' ' 

"It  may  be  obtained  if  you  give  me  complete  liberty  of 
ction,"  said  the  lawyer,  not  answering  his  question.  "When 
an  I  reckon  on  receiving  information  from  you?"  he  asked, 
loving  towards  the  door,  his  eyes  and  his  varnished  boots 
hining. 

"In  a  week's  time.  Your  answer  as  to  whether  you  will 
ndertake  to  conduct  the  case,  and  on  what  terms,  you  will  be 

good  as  to  communicate  to  me. ' ' 
"Very  good." 
The  lawyer  bowed  respectfully,  let  his  client  out  of  the 

oor,  and,  left  alone,  gave  himself  up  to  his  sense  of  amuse- 
lent.     He  felt  so  mirthful  that,  contrary  to  his  rules,  he  made 
reduction  in  his  terms  to  the  haggling  lady,  and  gave  up 

atching  moths,  finally  deciding  that  next  winter  he  must  have 

he  furniture  covered  with  velvet,  like  Sigonin's. 

CHAPTER  VI 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  gained  a  brilliant  victory  at 

he  sitting  of  the  Commission  of  the  17th  of  August,  but  in 

he  sequel  this  victory  cut  the  ground  from  under  his  feet. 
The  new  commission  for  the  inquiry  into  the  condition  of 

he  native  tribes  in  all  its  branches  had  been  formed  and 

lespatched  to  its  destination  with  an  unusual  speed  and  energy 
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inspired  by  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.     Within  three  months  an 

report  was  presented.     The  condition  of  the  native  tribes  wasj 

investigated  in  its  political,  administrative,  economic,  ethno- 

graphic, material,  and  religious  aspects.     To  all  these  ques- 

tions there  were  answers  admirably  stated,  and  answers  ad- 

mitting no  shade  of  doubt,  since  they  were  not  a  product  of 

human  thought,  always  liable  to  error,  but  were  all  the  produ  J 

of  official  activity.     The  answers  were  all  based  on  official  data 

furnished  by  governors  and  heads  of  churches,  and  founded  on 

the  reports  of  district  magistrates  and  ecclesiastical  super- 
intendents, founded  in  their  turn  on  the  reports  of  parochial 

overseers  and  parish  priests ;  and  so  all  of  these  answers  were 

unhesitating  and  certain.     All  such  questions  as,  for  instance, 

of  the  cause  of  failure  of  crops,  of  the  adherence  of  certain 

tribes  to  their  ancient  beliefs,  etc.— questions  which,  but  for 

the  convenient  intervention  of  the  official  machine,  are  not, 

and  cannot  be  solved  for  ages— received  full,  unhesitating 

solution.     And  this  solution  was  in  favor  of  Alexey  Alexan- 

drovitch's  contention.     But  Stremov,  who  had  felt  stung  to 

the  quick  at  the  last  sitting,  had,  on  the  reception  of  the  com- 

mission's report,  resorted  to  tactics  which  Alexey  Alexandro- 

vitch had  not  anticipated.     Stremov,  carrying  with  him  sev- 

eral other  members,  went  over  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch's 
side,  and  not  contenting  himself  with  warmly  defending  the 

measure  proposed  by  Karenina,  proposed  other  more  extreme 

measures  in  the  same  direction.     These  measures,  still  further 

exaggerated  in  opposition  to  what  was  Alexey  Alexandrovitch's 
fundamental  idea,  were  passed  by  the  commission,  and  then 

the  aim  of  Stremov 's  tactics  became  apparent.     Carried  to  an 

extreme,  the  measures  seemed  at  once  to  be  so  absurd  that  the 

highest  authorities,  and  public  opinion,  and  intellectual  ladies, 

and  the  newspapers,  all  at  the  same  time  fell  foul  of  them, 

expressing  their   indignation   both   with   the   measures   and 

their  nominal  father,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.     Stremov  drew 

back,  affecting  to  have  blindly  followed  Karenina,  and  to  be 

astounded  and  distressed  at  what  had  been  done.     This  meant 

the  defeat  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.     But  in  spite  of  failing 
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;alth,  in  spite  of  his  domestic  griefs,  he  did  not  give  in. 
lere  was  a  split  in  the  commission.  Some  members,  with 
;remov  at  their  head,  justified  their  mistake  on  the  ground 

at  they  had  put  faith  in  the  commission  of  revision,  in- 
ituted  by  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  maintained  that  the 
port  of  the  commission  was  rubbish,  and  simply  so  much 
iste  paper.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  with  a  following  of 
ose  who  saw  the  danger  of  so  revolutionary  an  attitude  to 

ficial  documents,  persisted  in  upholding  the  statements  ob- 
Ined  by  the  revising  commission.  In  consequence  of  this, 
the  higher  spheres,  and  even  in  society,  all  was  chaos,  and 

though  every  one  was  interested,  no  one  could  tell  whether 
le  native  tribes  really  were  becoming  impoverished  and 
lined,  or  whether  they  were  in  a  flourishing  condition.  The 
Dsition  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  owing  to  this,  and  partly 

wing  to  the  contempt  lavished  on  him  for  his  wife 's  infidelity, 
jcame  very  precarious.  And  in  this  position  he  took  an  im- 
ortant  resolution.  To  the  astonishment  of  the  commission, 
announced  that  he  should  ask  permission  to  go  himself  to 

Lvestigate  the  question  on  the  spot.  And  having  obtained 
amission,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  prepared  to  set  off  to  these 
mote  provinces. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  departure  made  a  great  sensation, 
le  more  so  as  just  before  he  started  he  officially  returned  the 

Dsting-fares  allowed  him  for  twelve  horses,  to  drive  to  his 
estination. 

I  think  it  very  noble,"  Betsy  said  about  this  to  the  Princess 
[yaky.     "Why  take  money  for  posting-horses  when  every 
tie  knows  that  there  are  railways  everywhere  now?" 
But  Princess  Myaky  did  not  agree,  and  the  Princess  Tver- 

soy's  opinion  annoyed  her  indeed. 
It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  talk,"  said  she,  "when  you 

ave  I  don't  know  how  many  millions;  but  I  am  very  glad 
hen  my  husband  goes  on  a  revising  tour  in  the  summer.  It 's 
ery  good  for  him  and  pleasant  traveling  about,  and  it's  a 
ettled  arrangement  for  me  to  keep  a  carriage  and  coachman 

n  the  money." 
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On  his  way  to  the  remote  provinces  Alexey  Alexandrovitcli 

stopped  for  three  days  at  Moscow. 

The  day  after  his  arrival  he  was  driving  back  from  calling 

on  the  governor-general.  At  the  cross-roads  by  Gazetirjj 
Place,  where  there  are  always  crowds  of  carriages  and  sledges^ 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  suddenly  heard  his  name  called  out  in 

such  a  loud  and  cheerful  voice  that  he  could  not  help  lookinl 

round.  At  the  corner  of  the  pavement,  in  a  short,  stylishi 

overcoat  and  a  low-crowned  fashionable  hat,  jauntily  aske* 

with  a  smile  that  showed  a  gleam  of  white  teeth  and  red  lips, 

stood  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh,  radiant,  young,  and  beaming. 

He  called  him  vigorously  and  urgently,  and  insisted  on  his 

stopping.  He  had  one  arm  on  the  window  of  a  carriage  that 

was  stopping  at  the  corner,  and  out  of  the  window  were  thrust 

the  heads  of  a  lady  in  a  velvet  hat,  and  two  children.  Stepan 

Arkadyeviteh  was  smiling  and  beckoning  to  his  brother-i« 

law.  The  lady  smiled  a  kindly  smile  too,  and  she  too  waved 

her  hand  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.     It  was  Dolly  with  her 
children. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  did  not  want  to  see  any  one  in 

Moscow,  and  least  of  all  his  wife's  brother.  He  raised  h
is 

hat  and  would  have  driven  on,  but  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh  t
old 

his  coachman  to  stop,  and  ran  across  the  snow  to  him. 

"Well,  what  a  shame  not  to  have  let  us  know!  Been  here 

long  1  I  was  at  Dussot  's  yesterday  and  saw  '  Karenina 
'  on  the 

visitors'  list,  but  it  never  entered  my  head  that  it  was  you, 

said  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh,  sticking  his  head  in  at  the  
window 

of  the  carriage,  "or  I  should  have  looked  you  up.  I  am  glad 

to  see  you!"  he  said,  knocking  one  foot  against  the  other  
to 

shake  the  snow  off.  "What  a  shame  of  you  not  to  let  us 

know ! "  he  repeated.  . 

"I  had  no  time;  I  am  very  busy,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitc
h 

responded  dryly.  f- 
"Come  to  my  wife,  she  does  so  want  to  see  you. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  unfolded  the  rug  in  which  his  f
rozen 

feet  were  wrapped,  and  getting  out  of  his  carriage  made
  hi£ 

way  over  the  snow  to  Darya  Alexandrovna. 
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'Why,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  what  are  you  cutting  us  like 
is  for?"  said  Dolly,  smiling. 
"I  was  very  busy.     Delighted  to  see  you ! ' '  he  said  in  a  tone 
arly  indicating  that  he  was  annoyed  by  it.     "How  are 

|u?" 
"Tell  me,  how  is  my  darling  Anna?" 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  mumbled  something  and  would  have 
ne  on.    But  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  stopped  him. 

"I  tell  you  what  we'll  do  to-morrow.     Dolly,  ask  him  to 
nner.     We'll  ask  Koznishev  and  Pestsov,  so  as  to  entertain 
in  with  our  Moscow  celebrities." 

"Yes,  please,  do  come,"  said  Dolly;  "we  will  expect  you  at 
re,  or  six  o'clock,  if  you  like.  How  is  my  darling  Anna? 
ow  long    .     .     ." 
She  is  quite  well,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  mumbled, 

owning.  "Delighted!"  and  he  moved  away  towards  his 
rriage. 

"You  will  come?"  Dolly  called  after  him. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  said  something  which  Dolly  could 
)t  catch  in  the  noise  of  the  moving  carriages. 

"I  shall  come  round  to-morrow!"   Stepan   Arkadyevitch 
outed  to  him. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  got  into  his  carriage,  and  buried 
mself  in  it  so  as  neither  to  see  nor  be  seen. 

Queer  fish!"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  to  his  wife,  and 
ancing  at  his  watch,  he  made  a  motion  of  his  hand  before  his 
ce,  indicating  a  caress  to  his  wife  and  children,  and  walked 
untily  along  the  pavement. 

1  ■  Sti va !     Stiva ! ' '  Dolly  called,  reddening. 
He  turned  round. 

"I  must  get  coats,  you  know,  for  Grisha  and  Tanya.  Give 
e  the  money." 
Never  mind;  you  tell  them  I'll  pay  the  bill!"  and  he 

anished,  nodding  genially  to  an  acquaintance  who  drove  by. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

The  next  day  was  Sunday.     Stepan  Arkadyevitch  went  tok 

the  Grand  Theatre  to  a  rehearsal  of  the  ballet,  and  gave  I! 

Masha  Tchibisov,  a  pretty  dancing-girl  whom  he  had  just?! 

taken  under  his  protection,  the  coral  necklace  he  had  prom-  oil 

ised  her  the  evening  before,  and  behind  the  scenes  in  the  dim  a 

daylight  of  the  theatre,  managed  to  kiss  her  pretty  little  face,  \& 

radiant  over  her  present.     Besides  the  gift  of  the  necklace,  he 

wanted  to  arrange  with  her  about  meeting  after  the  ballet.} 

After  explaining  that  he  could  not  come  at  the  beginning  ofi ! 

the  ballet,  he  promised  he  would  come  for  the  last  act  and  takei 

her  to  supper.     From  the  theatre  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  drovel 

to  Ohotny  Row,  selected  himself  the  fish  and  asparagus  fori 

dinner,  and  by  twelve  o'clock  was  at  Dussot's,  where  he  hadl 

to  see 'three  people,  luckily  all  staying  at  the  same  hotel:. 
Levin,  who  had  recently  come  back  from  abroad  and  wat 

staying  there ;  the  new  head  of  his  department,  who  had  jud 

been  promoted  to  that  position,   and  had   come  on  a  tour 

of  revision   to   Moscow;   and   his   brother-in-law,    Karenina.i
 

whom  he  must  see,  so  as  to  be  sure  of  bringing  him  to  din-
 
ner. . 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  liked  dining,  but  still  better  he
  like*: 

to  give  a  dinner,  small,  but  very  choice,  both  as  regards  
the 

food  and  drink  and  as  regards  the  selection  of  guests.    H< 

particularly  liked  the  program  of  that  day's  dinner.     Th
en 

would  be  fresh  perch,  asparagus,  and  la  piece  de  resi
stance- 

first-rate,  but  quite  plain,  roast-beef,  and  wines  to  suit:  
h 

much  for  the  eating  and  drinking.     Kitty  and  Levin 
 woulc 

be  of  the  party,  and  that  this  might  not  be  obtrusively  
evident 

there  would  be  a  girl  cousin  too,  and  young  Shtcherba
tsky 

and  la  piece  de  resistance  among  the  guests— Sergey  
Koznishei 

and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.     Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  a
  Ma 

cow  man,  and  a  philosopher;  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  
a  Peters 

burger,  and  a  practical  politician.     He  was  asking
,  too.  tft< 
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11-known  eccentric  enthusiast,  Pestsov,  a  liberal,  a  great 
ker,  a  musician,  an  historian,  and  the  most  delightfully 
pithful  person  of  fifty,  who  would  be  a  sauce  or  garnish  for 
znishev  and  Karenina.  He  would  provoke  them  and  set 
m  off. 

fThe  second  instalment  for  the  forest  had  been  received  from 
merchant  and  was  not  yet  exhausted ;  Dolly  had  been  very 

iable  and  good-humored  of  late,  and  the  idea  of  the  dinner 
hased  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  from  every  point  of  view.     He 
,s  in  the  most  light-hearted  mood.     There  were  two  circum- 
imces  a  little  unpleasant,  but  these  two  circumstances  were 
owned  in  the  sea  of  good-humored  gaiety  which  flooded  the 
al  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.     These  two  circumstances  were : 
st,  that  on  meeting  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  the  day  before  in 
3  street  he  had  noticed  that  he  was  cold  and  reserved  with 

n,  and  putting  the  expression  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's 
le  and  the  fact  that  he  had  not  come  to  see  them  or  let  them 
ow  of  his  arrival  with  the  rumors  he  had  heard  about  Anna 
d  Vronsky,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  guessed  that  something 
,s  wrong  between  the  husband  and  wife. 

That  was  one  disagreeable  thing.     The  other  slightly  dis- 
reeable  fact  was  that  the  new  head  of  his  department,  like 
new  heads,  had  the  reputation  already  of  a  terrible  person, 

10  got  up  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  worked  like  a  horse, 
d  insisted  on  his  subordinates  working  in  the  same  way. 
)reover,  this  new  head  had  the  further  reputation  of  being 
>ear  in  his  manners,  and  was,  according  to  all  reports,  a  man 
|  a  class  in  all  respects  the  opposite  of  that  to  which  his 
edecessor  had  belonged,  and  to  which  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
d  hitherto  belonged  himself.     On  the  previous  day  Stepan 
•kadyevitch  had  appeared  at  the  office  in  a  uniform,  and  the w  chief  had  been  very  affable  and  had  talked  to  him  as  to 
i  acquaintance.     Consequently  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  deemed 

■his  duty  to  call  upon  him  in  his  non-official  dress.     The 
fought  that  the  new  chief  might  not  give  him  a  warm  recep- 
*n  was  the  other  unpleasant  thing.     But  Stepan  Arkadye- 
Ich  instinctively  felt  that  everything  would  come  round  all 
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right.     ' '  They  're  all  people,  all  men,  like  us  poor  sinners ;  wh; 

be  nasty  and  quarrelsome?"  he  thought  as  he  went  into  th hotel. 

"Good-day,  Vassily,"  he  said,  walking  into  the  corrido 

with  his  hat  cocked  on  one  side,  and  addressing  a  footman  h 

knew;  "why,  you've  let  your  whiskers  grow!  Levin,  num 

ber  seven,  eh?  Take  me  up,  please.  And  find  out  whethe 

Count  Anitchkin"  (this  was  the  new  head)  "is  receiving." 

"Yes,-  sir,"  Vassily  responded,  smiling.  "You've  not  beej 

to  see  us  for  a  long  while." 
"I  was  here  yesterday,  but  at  the  other  entrance.  Is  thi 

number  seven?" 
Levin  was  standing  with  a  peasant  from  Tver  in  the  middl 

of  the  room,  measuring  a  fresh  bearskin,  when  Stepa 

Arkadyevitch  went  in. 

"What!  you  killed  him?"  cried  Stepan  Arkadyevitcl 

"Well  done!     A  she-bear?     How  are  you,  Arhip!" 
He  shook  hands  with  the  peasant  and  sat  down  on  th 

edge  of  a  chair,  without  taking  off  his  coat  and  hat. 

"Come,  take  off  your  coat  and  stay  a  little,"  said  Levii taking  his  hat. 

"No,  I  haven't  time;  I've  only  looked  in  for  a  tiny  second, 

answered  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  He  threw  open  his  coat,  bi 

afterwards  did  take  it  off,  and  sat  on  for  a  whole  hour,  talkm 

to  Levin  about  hunting  and  the  most  intimate  subjects. 

"Come,  tell  me,  please,  what  you  did  abroad?  Where  ha^
 

you  been?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  when  the  peasant
  ■" 

gone. 

"Oh,  I  stayed  in  Germany,  in  Prussia,  in  France,  and  i 

England— not  in  the  capitals,  but  in  the  manufacturing  town 

and  saw  a  great  deal  that  was  new  to  me.     And  I'm  glad 

went." 
"Yes,  I  knew  your  idea  of  the  solution  of  the  labor  que 

tion." 
"Not  a  bit:  in  Kussia  there  can  be  no  labor  question.  J 

Russia  the  question  is  that  of  the  relation  of  the  workii 

people  to  the  land;  though  the  question  exists  there  too— 
ft 
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here  it's  a  matter  of  repairing  what's  been  ruined,  while 
nth  us    .     .     ." 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  listened  attentively  to  Levin. 

! '  Yes,  yes ! "  he  said,  * '  it 's  very  possible  you  're  right.  But 
'm  glad  you're  in  good  spirits,  and  are  hunting  bears,  and 
yorking,  and  interested.  Shtcherbatsky  told  me  another 

ftory — he  met  you — that  you  were  in  such  a  depressed  state, 

alking  of  nothing  but  death.     .     .     ." 

I  "Well,  what  of  it?  I've  not  given  up  thinking  of  death," 
{aid  Levin.  "It's  true  that  it's  high  time  I  was  dead;  and 
khat  all  this  is  nonsense.  It's  the  truth  I'm  telling  you.  I 
lo  value  my  idea  and  my  work  awfully ;  but  in  reality  only 
jonsider  this :  all  this  world  of  ours  is  nothing  but  a  speck  of 

nildew,  which  has  grown  up  on  a  tiny  planet.  And  for  us  to 

suppose  we  can  have  something  great — ideas,  work — it's  all 
lust  and  ashes." 

"But  all  that's  as  old  as  the  hills,  my  boy!" 
"It  is  old;  but  do  you  know,  when  you  grasp  this  fully, 

then  somehow  everything  becomes  of  no  consequence.  When 

you  understand  that  you  will  die  to-morrow,  if  not  to-day, 
and  nothing  will  be  left,  then  everything  is  so  unimportant! 
And  I  consider  my  idea  very  important,  but  it  turns  out  really 
to  be  as  unimportant  too,  even  if  it  were  carried  out,  as  doing 
for  that  bear.  So  one  goes  on  living,  amusing  oneself  with 

hunting,  with  work — anything  so  as  not  to  think  of  death ! ' ' 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled  a  subtle  and  affectionate  smile 

|as  he  listened  to  Levin. 

"Well,  of  course!  Here  you've  come  round  to  my  point. 
Do  you  remember  you  attacked  me  for  seeking  enjoyment  in 

life?    Don't  be  so  severe,  O  moralist!" 
"No;  all  the  same,  what's  fine  in  life  is  .  .  ."  Levin 

hesitated — "oh,  I  don't  know.  All  I  know  is  that  we  shall 
isoon  be  dead." 
"Why  so  soon?" 
"And  do  you  know,  there's  less  charm  in  life,  when  one 

thinks  of  death,  but  there's  more  peace." 
"On  the  contrary,  the  finish  is  always  the  best.     But  I  must 
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be  going, ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  getting  up  for  the  tenth time. 

1  'Oh,  no,  stay  a  bit!"  said  Levin,  keeping  him.  "Now, 
when  shall  we  see  each  other  again?     I'm  going  to-morrow. ; 

"I'm  a  nice  person!    Why,  that's  just  what  I  came  for 
You  simply  must  come  to  dinner  with  us  to-day.     Your 

brother 's  coming,  and  Karenina,  my  brother-in-law. ' ' 
"You  don't  mean  to  say  he's  here?"  said  Levin,  and  he 

wanted  to  inquire  about  Kitty.  He  had  heard  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  winter  that  she  was  at  Petersburg  with  her  sister, 

the  wife  of  the  diplomat,  and  he  did  not  know  whether  she  had 
come  back  or  not;  but  he  changed  his  mind  and  did  not  aski 

1 '  Whether  she 's  coming  or  not,  I  don 't  care, ' '  he  said  to  him- 
self. 

"So  you'll  come?" 
"Of  course." 

"At  five  o'clock,  then,  and  not  evening  dress." 
And  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  got  up  and  went  down  below  tc 

the  new  head  of  his  department.  Instinct  had  not  misled 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  The  terrible  new  head  turned  out  to  b« 
an  extremely  amenable  person,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitcl; 

lunched  with  him  and  stayed  on,  so  that  it  was  four  o'clocl 
before  he  got  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 

CHAPTER  VIII 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  on  coming  back  from  church  serv 

ice,  had  spent  the  whole  morning  indoors.  He  had  two  piece! 

of  business  before  him  that  morning :  first,  to  receive  and  senc 

on  a  deputation  from  the  native  tribes  which  was  on  its  wj 

to  Petersburg,  and  now  at  Moscow;  secondly,  to  write  th1 
promised  letter  to  the  lawyer.  The  deputation,  though  it  ha< 

been  summoned  at  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  instigation,  wa 
not  without  its  discomforting  and  even  dangerous  aspect,  an< 
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he  was  very  glad  he  had  found  it  in  Moscow.  The  members  of 

this  deputation  had  not  the  slightest  conception  of  their  duty 
and  the  part  they  were  to  play.  They  naively  believed  that  it 
was  their  business  to  lay  before  the  commission  their  needs 
and  the  actual  condition  of  tnings,  and  to  ask  assistance  of  the 
government,  and  utterly  failed  to  grasp  that  some  of  their 
statements  and  requests  supported  the  contention  of  the 

enemy 's  side,  and  so  spoiled  the  whole  business.  Alexey  Alex- 
androvitch  was  busily  engaged  with  them  for  a  long  while, 
drew  up  a  program  for  them  from  which  they  were  not  to 
depart,  and  on  dismissing  them  wrote  a  letter  to  Petersburg 
for  the  guidance  of  the  deputation.  He  had  his  chief  support 
in  this  affair  in  the  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna.  She  was  a  spe- 

cialist in  the  matter  of  deputations,  and  no  one  knew  better 
than  she  how  to  manage  them,  and  put  them  in  the  way  they 
should  go.  Having  completed  this  task,  Alexey  Alexandro- 
vitch  wrote  the  letter  to  the  lawyer.  Without  the  slightest 
hesitation  he  gave  him  permission  to  act  as  he  might  judge 
best.  In  the  letter,  he  enclosed  three  of  Vronsky's  notes  to 
Anna,  which  were  in  the  portfolio  he  had  taken  away. 

Since  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  left  home  with  the  inten- 
tion of  not  returning  to  his  family  again,  and  since  he  had  been 

at  the  lawyer's  and  had  spoken,  though  only  to  one  man,  of his  intention,  since  especially  he  had  translated  the  matter 
from  the  world  of  real  life  to  the  world  of  ink  and  paper,  he 
had  grown  more  and  more  used  to  his  own  intention,  and  by 
now  distinctly  perceived  the  feasibility  of  its  execution. 

He  was  sealing  the  envelope  to  the  lawyer,  when  he  heard 
the  loud  tones  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  's  voice.  Stepan  Arkad- 
yevitch  was  disputing  with  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  servant, 
and  insisting  on  being  announced. 

"No  matter,"  thought  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  " so  much 
the  better.  I  will  inform  him  at  once  of  my  position  in  regard 
to  his  sister,  and  explain  why  it  is  I  can 't  dine  with  him. ' ' 

"Come  in!"  he  said  aloud,  collecting  his  papers,  and  put- ting them  in  the  blotting-paper. 

"There,    you   see,   you're   talking   nonsense,    and   he's   at 
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home!"  responded  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  voice,  addressing 
the  servant,  who  had  refused  to  let  him  in,  and  taking  off  his 

coat  as  he  went,  Oblonsky  walked  into  the  room.  ' '  Well,  I  'm 
awfully  glad  I've  found  you!  So  I  hope  .  .  ."  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch  began  cheerfully. 

1 '  I  cannot  come, ' '  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  said  coldly,  stand- 
ing and  not  asking  his  visitor  to  sit  down. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  thought  to  pass  at  once  into 
those  frigid  relations  in  which  he  ought  to  stand  with  the 
brother  of  a  wife  against  whom  he  was  beginning  a  suit  for 
divorce.  But  he  had  not  taken  into  account  the  ocean  of  I 

kindliness  brimming  over  in  the  heart  of  Stepan  Arkadye- 
vitch. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  opened  wide  his  clear,  shining  eyes. 

"Why  can't  you?  What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked  in  per- 
plexity, speaking  in  French.  "Oh,  but  it's  a  promise.  Anc 

we  're  all  counting  on  you. ' ' 
"I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  can't  dine  at  your  house,  because 

the  terms  of  relationship  which  have  existed  between  us  must 

cease." 
How?     How  do  you  mean?     What  for?"  said  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch  with  a  smile. 

1 '  Because  I  am  beginning  an  action  for  divorce  against  youi 

sister,  my  wife.    I  ought  to  have    .     .     . " 
But,  before  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  time  to  finish  his 

sentence,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  behaving  not  at  all  as  h< 

had  expected.     He  groaned  and  sank  into  an  armchair. 

"No,   Alexey  Alexandrovitch!     What   are  you  saying?' 
cried    Oblonsky,    and    his    suffering    was    apparent    in    hisr 
face. 

"It  is  so." 

"Excuse  me,  I  can't,  I  can't  believe  it!" 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  sat  down,  feeling  that  his  words  ha< 

not  had  the  effect  he  anticipated,  and  that  it  would  be  uiil 
avoidable  for  him  to  explain  his  position,  and  that,  what  eve 

explanations  he  might  make,  his  relations  with  his  brother-ir 
law  would  remain  unchanged. 
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"Yes,  I  am  brought  to  the  painful  necessity  of  seeking  a 
divorce/ '  he  said. 

"I  will  say  one  thing,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  I  know  you 
for  an  excellent,  upright  man;  I  know  Anna — excuse  me,  I 

can't  change  my  opinion  of  her — for  a  good,  an  excellent 
woman ;  and  so,  excuse  me,  I  cannot  believe  it.  There  is  some 

misunderstanding, ' '  said  he. 
* '  Oh,  if  it  were  merely  a  misunderstanding !     .    .     ." 
"Pardon,  I  understand,"  interposed  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"But  of  course  .  .  .  One  thing:  you  must  not  act  in  haste. 
You  must  not,  you  must  not  act  in  haste ! ' ' 

"I  am  not  acting  in  haste,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  said 
coldly, ' '  but  one  cannot  ask  advice  of  any  one  in  such  a  matter. 
I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind." 

f '  This  is  awful ! ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  ' '  I  would  do 
one  thing,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  I  beseech  you,  do  it ! "  he 

said.  "No  action  has  yet  been  taken,  if  I  understand  rightly. 
Before  you  take  advice,  see  my  wife,  talk  to  her.  She  loves 

Anna  like  a  sister,  she  loves  you,  and  she 's  a  wonderful  woman. 
For  God's  sake,  talk  to  her!  Do  me  that  favor,  I  beseech 
you ! "  • 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  pondered,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
looked  at  him  sympathetically,  without  interrupting  his 
silence. 

"You  will  go  to  see  her?" 
"I  don't  know.  That  was  just  why  I  have  not  been  to  see 

you.    I  imagine  our  relations  must  change. ' ' 
) '  Why  so  ?  I  don 't  see  that.  Allow  me  to  believe  that  apart 

from  our  connection  you  have  for  me,  at  least  in  part,  the 
same  friendly  feeling  I  have  always  had  for  you  .  .  .  and 
sincere  esteem, ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  pressing  his  hand. 
Even  if  your  worst  suppositions  were  correct,  I  don't — and 

never  would — take  on  myself  to  judge  either  side,  and  I  see  no 
reason  why  our  relations  should  be  affected.  But  now,  do  this, 
come  and  see  my  wife. ' ' 

"Well,  we  look  at  the  matter  differently,"  said  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch  coldly.    '  *  However,  we  won 't  discuss  it. ' ' 
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"No ;  why  shouldn't  you  come  to-day  to  dine,  anyway?  My 

wife's  expecting  you.  Please,  do  come.  And,  above  all, 
 talk  it 

over  with  her.  She's  a  wonderful  woman.  For  Go
d's  sake, 

on  my  knees,  I  implore  you!" 

"If  you  so  much  wish  it,  I  will  come,"  said  Alexey  Ale
xan- 

drovitch,  sighing.  m  J 

And,  anxious  to  change  the  conversation,  he  inquired  a
bout 

what  interested  them  both— the  new  head  of  Stepan 
 Arkad- 

ycvitch's  department,  a  man  not  yet  old,  who  had  sud
denly 

been  promoted  to  so  high  a  position. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  previously  felt  no  liking  f
or 

Count  Anitchkin,  and  had  always  differed  from  him  
in  his 

opinions.  But  now,  from  a  feeling  readily  comprehen
sible  to 

officials— that  hatred  felt  by  one  who  has  suffered  a  def
eat  in 

the  service  for  one  who  has  received  a  promotion,  he  coul
d  not 

endure  him. 

"Well,  have  you  seen  him?"  said  Alexey  Alexandr
ovitch 

with  a  malignant  smile. 

"Of  course;  he  was  at  our  sitting  yesterday.  He  seems  to 

know  his  work  capitally,  and  to  be  very  energetic.
" 

"Yes  but  what  is  his  energy  directed  to?"  «aid  Al
exey 

Alexandrovitch.  "Is  he  aiming  at  doing  anything,  or  s
imply 

undoing  what's  been  done?  It's  the  great  m
isfortune  oi 

our  government— this  paper  administration,  of  wh
ich  he  s  a 

worthy  representative. " 

"Really  I  don't  know  what  fault  one  could  find  wi
th  him 

His  policy  I  don't  know,  but  one  thing— h
e's  a  very  nioi 

fellow, ' '  answered  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  " I Vc  just  bee
n  see- 

ing  him,  and  he's  really  a  capital  fellow.  We  
lunched  together 

and  I  taught  him  how  to  make,  you  know 
 that  drink  win- 

and  oranges.  It's  so  cooling.  And  it's  a  wo
nder  he  didn 

know  it.     He  liked  it  awfully.     No,  really,  he 
 s  a  capita 

fellow." 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  glanced  at  his  watch.
 

"Why  good  heavens,  it's  four  already,  and  I'v
e  still  to  g< 

toDolgovushin's!  So  please  come  round  to  di
nner.  You  can 

imagine  how  you  will  grieve  my  wife  and  
me." 
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The  way  in  which  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  saw  his  brother- 
in-law  out  was  very  different  from  the  manner  in  which  he  had 
imet  him. 

' '  I  've  promised,  and  I  '11  come, ' '  he  answered  wearily. 
"Believe  me,  I  appreciate  it,  and  I  hope  you  won't  regret 

it, ' '  answered  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  smiling. 
And,  putting  on  his  coat  as  he  went,  he  patted  the  footman 

on  the  head,  chuckled,  and  went  out. 

"At  five  o'clock,  and  not  evening  dress,  please,"  he  shouted 
once  more,  turning  at  the  door. 

CHAPTER  IX 

It  was  past  five,  and  several  guests  had  already  arrived,  be- 
fore the  host  himself  got  home.  He  went  in  together  with 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  Koznishev  and  Pestsov,  who  had  reached 
the  street  door  at  the  same  moment.  These  were  the  two  lead- 

ing representatives  of  the  Moscow  intellectuals,  as  Oblonsky 
had  called  them.  Both  were  men  respected  for  their  character 
and  their  intelligence.  They  respected  each  other,  but  were  in 
complete  and  hopeless  disagreement  upon  almost  every  subject, 
not  because  they  belonged  to  opposite  parties,  but  precisely 
because  they  were  of  the  same  party  (their  enemies  refused  to 
see  any  distinction  between  their  views)  ;  but,  in  that  party, 
each  had  his  own  special  shade  of  opinion.  And  since  no 
difference  is  less  easily  overcome  than  difference  of  opinion 

about  semi-abstract  questions,  they  never  agreed  in  any  opin- 
ion, and  had  long,  indeed,  been  accustomed  to  jeer  without 

anger,  each  at  the  other's  incorrigible  aberrations. 
They  were  just  going  in  at  the  door,  talking  of  the  weather, 

when  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  overtook  them.  In  the  drawing- 

room  there  were  already  sitting  Prince  Alexander  Ehnitrie- 
vitch  Shtcherbatsky,  young  Shtcherbatsky,  Turovtsin,  Kitty, 
and  Karenina. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  saw  immediately  that  things  were  not 

going  well  in  the  drawing-room  without  him.     Darya  Alex- 
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ik- 

on! 

bef 

■ 

androvna,  in  her  best  gray  silk  gown,  obviously  worr
ied  about 

the  children,  who  were  to  have  their  dinner  by  them
selves  in 

the  nursery,  and  by  her  husband's  absence,  was  not 
 equal  to 

the  task  of  making  the  party  mix  without  him.    All  w
ere  sitJ 

ting  like  so  many  priests'  wives  on  a  visit  (so  the  old
  prince 

expressed  it),  obviously  wondering  why  they  were  th
ere,  and 

pumping  up  remarks  simply  to  avoid  being  sile
nt.    Turovtsm* 

—good,  simple  man— felt  unmistakably  a  fish  out  
of  watery 

and  the  smile  with  which  his  thick  lips  greeted  Stepan  A
rkad-  „ 

yevitch  said,  as  plainly  as  words:  "Well,  old  boy,  you 
 have  k 

popped  me  down  in  a  learned  set!    A  drinking-p
arty  now,  or 

the  Chateau  des  Fleurs,  would  be  more  in  my  line !       1  he  old 

prince  sat  in  silence,  his  bright  little  eyes  watchin
g  Karenma 

from  one  side,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  saw  th
at  he  had  al- 

ready formed  a  phrase  to  sum  up  that  politician  o
f  whom 

guests  were  invited  to  partake  as  though  he  wer
e  a  sturgeon. 

Kitty  was  looking  at  the  door,  calling  up  all  h
er  energies  to 

keep  her  from  blushing  at  the  entrance  of  
Konstantin  Levin. 

Young  Shtcherbatsky,  who  had  not  been  i
ntroduced  to  Kare- 

nina  was  trying  to  look  as  though  he  were  not
  in  the  least  con 

scious  of  it.    Karenina  himself  had  followe
d  the  Petersburg 

fashion  for  a    dinner  with  ladies  and  was 
 wearing  evening 

dress  and  a  white  tie.   .Stepan  Arkadyevitch  
saw  by  his  face 

that  he  had  come  simply  to  keep  his  promise,
  and  was  perform- 

ing  a  disagreeable  duty  in  being  present  at  t
his  gathering.    He 

was  indeed  the  person  chiefly  responsible  
for  the  chill  benumb 

ing  all  the  guests  before  Stepan  Arkadyevitc
h  came  in 

On  entering  the  drawing-room  Stepan  
Arkadyevitch  apolo 

gized,  explaining  that  he  had  been  de
tained  by  that  prince 

who  was  always  the  scapegoat  for  all  his
  absences  and  unpune 

tualities,  and  in  one  moment  he  had  made 
 all  the ̂ guests  ac 

quainted  with  each  other,  and,  bringing  
together  Alexey  Alex 

androvitch  and  Sergey  Koznishev,  starte
d  them  on  a  discuss.o 

of  the  Russification  of  Poland,  into  wh
ich  they  ™diatel 

plunged  with  Pestsov.  Slapping  Tur
ovtsin  on  *e  shoulder 

he  whispered  something  comic  in  his  ear,
  and  set  him _  dow. 

by  his  wife  and  the  old  prince.    Then  
he  told  Kitty  she  wa 
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poking  very  pretty  that  evening,  and  presented  Shtcherbatsky 
o  Karenina.  In  a  moment  he  had  so  kneaded  together  the 

pcial  dough  that  the  drawing-room  became  very  lively,  and 
here  was  a  merry  buzz  of  voices.  Konstantin  Levin  was  the 
Inly  person  who  had  not  arrived.  But  this  was  so  much  the 

tetter,  as  on  going  into  the  dining-room,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
found  to  his  horror  that  the  port  and  sherry  had  been  pro- 

cured from  Depre,  and  not  from  Levy,  and,  directing  that  the 

joachman  should  be  sent  off  as  speedily  as  possible  to  Levy's, 
le  was  going  back  to  the  drawing-room. 

In  the  dining-room  he  was  met  by  Konstantin  Levin. 
"I'm  not  lateT' 

"You  can  never  help  being  late!"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- 
ritch,  taking  his  arm. 

"Have  you  a  lot  of  people?  Who's  here?"  asked  Levin, 
unable  to  help  blushing,  as  he  knocked  the  snow  off  his  cap 
with  his  glove. 

"All  our  own  set.  Kitty's  here.  Come  along,  I'll  introduce 
you  to  Karenina. '  ? 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  for  all  his  liberal  views,  was  well 

aware  that  to  meet  Karenina  was  sure  to  be  felt  a  flattering 
distinction,  and  so  treated  his  best  friends  to  this  honor.  But 
at  that  instant  Konstantin  Levin  was  not  in  a  condition  to  feel 

all  the  gratification  of  making  such  an  acquaintance.  He  had 
not  seen  Kitty  since  that  memorable  evening  when  he  met 
Vronsky,  not  counting,  that  is,  the  moment  when  he  had  had  a 
glimpse  of  her  on  the  highroad.  He  had  known  at  the  bottom 

of  his  heart  that  he  would  see  her  here  to-day.  But  to  keep  his 
thoughts  free,  he  had  tried  to  persuade  himself  that  he  did  not 
know  it.  Now  when  he  heard  that  she  was  here,  he  was  sud- 

denly conscious  of  such  delight,  and  at  the  same  time  of  such 
dread,  that  his  breath  failed  him  and  he  could  not  utter  what 
he  wanted  to  say. 

' '  What  is  she  like,  what  is  she  like  ?  Like  what  she  used  to 
be,  or  like  what  she  was  in  the  carriage?  What  if  Darya 

Alexandrovna  told  the  truth?  Why  shouldn't  it  be  the 
truth?"  he  thought. 
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Oh,  please,  introduce  me  to  Karenina,"  he  brought  out 
with  an  effort,  and  with  a  desperately  determined  step  he 
walked  into  the  drawing-room  and  beheld  her. 

She  was  not  the  same  as  she  used  to  be,  nor  was  she  as  she 
had  been  in  the  carriage ;  she  was  quite  different. 

She  was  scared,  shy,  shame-faced,  and  still  more  charming 
from  it.  She  saw  him  the  very  instant  he  walked  into  the 
room.  She  had  been  expecting  him.  She  was  delighted,  and 
so  confused  at  her  own  delight  that  there  was  a  moment,  the 
moment  when  he  went  up  to  her  sister  and  glanced  again  at 
her,  when  she,  and  he,  and  Dolly,  who  saw  it  all,  thought  she 

would  break  down, and  would  begin  to  cry.  She  crimsoned, 
turned  white,  crimsoned  again,  and  grew  faint,  waiting  with 
quivering  lips  for  him  to  come  to  her.  He  went  up  to  her, 
bowed,  and  held  out  his  hand  without  speaking.  Except  for 
the  slight  quiver  of  her  lips  and  the  moisture  in  her  eyes 
that  made  them  brighter,  her  smile  was  almost  calm  as  she 
said : 

"How  long  it  is  since  we've  seen  each  other!"  and  with 
desperate  determination  she  pressed  his  hand  with  her  cold 
hand. 

"You've  not  seen  me,  but  I've  seen  you,"  said  Levin,  with  a 
radiant  smile  of  happiness.  "I  saw  you  when  you  were  driv- 

ing from  the  railway  station  to  Ergushovo. ' ' 
"When?"  she  asked,  wondering. 

"You  were  driving  to  Ergushovo,"  said  Levin,  feeling  as  if 
he  would  sob  with  the  rapture  that  was  flooding  his  heart. 

"And  how  dared  I  associate  a  thought  of  anything  not  inno- 

cent with  this  touching  creature?  And,  yes,  I  do  believe  it's 
true  what  Darya  Alexandrovna  told  me,"  he  thought. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  took  him  by  the  arm  and  led  him  away 
to  Karenina. 

1 '  Let  me  introduce  you. ' '    He  mentioned  their  names. 

"Very  glad  to  meet  you  again,"  said  Alexey  Alexandro- 
vitch  coldly,  shaking  hands  with  Levin. 

"You  are  acquainted?"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  asked  in  sur- 
prise. 

I 
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"We  spent  three  hours  together  in  the  train,"  said  Levin 
smiling,  ' l  but  got  out,  just  as  in  a  masquerade,  quite  mystified 
— at  least  I  was." 

"Nonsense!  Come  along,  .please,"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- 
vitch,  pointing  in  the  direction  of  the  dining-room. 

The  men  went  into  the  dining-room  and  went  up  to  a  table, 
aid  with  six  sorts  of  spirits  and  as  many  kinds  of  cheese,  some 
with  little  silver  spades  and  some  without,  caviare  herrings, 
preserves  of  various  kinds,  and  plates  with  slices  of  French 
bread. 

The  men  stood  round  the  strong-smelling  spirits  and  salt 
delicacies,  and  the  discussion  of  the  Russification  of  Poland 

between  Koznishev,  Karenina,  and  Pestsov  died  down  in  an- 
icipation  of  dinner. 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  unequaled  in  his  skill  in  winding  up 

the  most  heated  and  serious  argument  by  some  unexpected 

pinch  of  Attic  salt  that  changed  the  disposition  of  his  oppo- 
nent.   He  did  this  now. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  been  maintaining  that  the  Rus- 
sification of  Poland  could  only  be  accomplished  as  a  result  of 

larger  measures  which  ought  to  be  introduced  by  the  Russian 
government. 

Pestsov  insisted  that  one  country  can  only  absorb  another 
when  it  is  the  more  densely  populated. 

Koznishev  admitted  both  points,  but  with  limitations.  As 

they  were  going  out  of  the  drawing-room  to  conclude  the 
argument,  Koznishev  said  smiling : 

"So,  then,  for  the  Russification  of  our  foreign  populations 
there  is  but  one  method — to  bring  up  as  many  children  as  one 
can.  My  brother  and  I  are  terribly  in  fault,  I  see.  You 
married  men,  especially  you,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  are  the  real 

patriots:  what  number  have  you  reached?"  he  said,  smiling 
genially  at  their  host  and  holding  out  a  tiny  wine-glass  to 
him. 

Every  one  laughed,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  with  particu- 
lar good-humor. 

Oh,  yes,  that 's  the  best  method ! "  he  said,  munching  cheese 
", 
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and  filling  the  wine-glass  with  a  special  sort  of  spirit.    The 
conversation  dropped  at  the  jest. 

* '  This  cheese  is  not  bad.  Shall  I  give  you  some  ? ' ■  said  the 
master  of  the  house.  *  *  Why,  have  you  been  going  in  for  gym-, 
nasties  again?"  he  asked  Levin,  pinching  his  muscle  with  his 
left  hand.  Levin  smiled,  bent  his  arm,  and  under  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch 's  fingers  the  muscles  swelled  up  like  a  sound 
cheese,  hard  as  a  knob  of  iron,  through  the  fine  cloth  of  the 
coat. 

"What  biceps!     A  perfect  Samson!" 
1 1 1  imagine  great  strength  is  needed  for  hunting  bears, ' '  ob- 

served Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  who  had  the  mistiest  notions 
about  the  chase.  He  cut  off  and  spread  with  cheese  a  »vafer  of 

bread  fine  as  a  spider-web. 
Levin  smiled. 

"Not  at  all.  Quite  the  contrary ;  a  child  can  kill  a  bear, ' '  he 
said,  with  a  slight  bow  moving  aside  for  the  ladies,  who  were 
approaching  the  table. 

"You  have  killed  a  bear,  I've  been  told?"  said  Kitty,  trying 
assiduously  to  catch  with  her  fork  a  perverse  mushroom  that 
would  slip  away,  and  setting  the  lace  quivering  over  her  white 

arm.  "Are  there  bears  on  your  place?"  she  added,  turning 
her  charming  little  head  to  him  and  smiling. 

There  was  apparently  nothing  extraordinary  in  what  she 
said,  but  what  unutterable  meaning  there  was  for  him  in  every 
sound,  in  every  turn  of  her  lips,  her  eyes,  her  hand  as  she  said 
it !  There  was  entreaty  for  forgiveness,  and  trust  in  him  and 
tenderness — soft,  timid  tenderness — and  promise  and  hope  and 
love  for  him,  which  he  could  not  but  believe  in  and  which 
choked  him  with  happiness. 

'No,  we've  been  hunting  in  the  Tver  province.  It  was 
coming  back  from  there  that  I  met  your  beaufrere  in  the  train, 

or  your  beaufrere' s  brother-in-law, ' '  he  said  with  a  smile.  ' ' It 
was  an  amusing  meeting." 

And  he  began  telling  with  droll  good-humor  how,  after  not 
sleeping  all  night,  he  had,  wearing  an  old  fur-lined,  full- 

skirted  coat,  got  into  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  compartment. 
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"The  conductor,  forgetting  the  proverb,  would  have  chucked 
me  out  on  account  of  my  attire;  but  thereupon  I  began  ex- 

pressing my  feelings  in  elevated  language,  and  .  .  .  you, 

too,"  he  said,  addressing  Karenina  and  forgetting  his  name, 
at  first  would  have  ejected  me  on  the  ground  of  the  old  coat, 

but  afterwards  you  took  my  part,  for  which  I  am  extremely 

grateful." 
' '  The  rights  of  passengers  generally  to  choose  their  seats  are 

too  ill-defined, ' '  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  rubbing  the  tips 
of  his  fingers  on  his  handkerchief. 

"I  saw  you  were  in  uncertainty  about  me,"  said  Levin,  smil- 
ing good-naturedty,  "but  I  made  haste  to  plunge  into  intellec- 
tual conversation  to  smooth  ovpr  thp  rlofppts  nf  my  attire*" 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  while  he  kept  up  a  conversation  with 
their  hostess,  had  one  ear  for  his  brother,  and  he  glanced 

askance  at  him.  "What  is  the  matter  with  him  to-day?  Why 
such  a  conquering  hero?"  he  thought.  He  did  not  know  that 
Levin  was  feeling  as  though  he  had  grown  wings.  Levin  knew 
she  was  listening  to  his  words  and  that  she  was  glad  to  listen 
to  him.  And  this  was  the  only  thing  that  interested  him. 
Not  in  that  room  only,  but  in  the  whole  world,  there  existed 
for  him  only  himself,  with  enormously  increased  importance 
and  dignity  in  his  own  eyes,  and  she.  He  felt  himself  on  a 
pinnacle  that  made  him  giddy,  and  far  away  down  below 
were  all  those  nice  excellent  Kareninas,  Oblonskys,  and  all  the 
world. 

Quite  without  attracting  notice,  without  glancing  at  them. 
as  though  there  were  no  other  places  left,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
put  Levin  and  Kitty  side  by  side. 

1 '  Oh,  you  may  as  well  sit  there, ' '  he  said  to  Levin. 
The  dinner  was  as  choice  as  the  china,  in  which  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch.  was  a  connoisseur.  The  soupe  Marie-Louise  was 
a  splendid  success;  the  tiny  pies  eaten  with  it  melted  in  the 
mouth  and  were  irreproachable.  The  two  footmen  and  Mat- 
vey,  in  white  cravats,  did  their  duty  with  the  dishes  and  wines 
unobtrusively,  quietly,  and  swiftly.  On  the  material  side  the 
dinner  was  a  success;  it  was  no  less  so  on  the  immaterial. 
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The  conversation,  at  times  general  and  at  times  between  indi- 

viduals, never  paused,  and  towards  the  end  the  company  was 

so  lively  that  the  men  rose  from  table,  without  stopping  speak- 

ing, and  even  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  thawed. 

CHAPTER  X 

x  :*^sov  liked  thrashing  an  argument  out  to  the  end,  and 

was  not  satisfied  with  Sergey  Ivanovitch's  words,  especially  as 
he  felt  the  injustice  of  his  view. 

"I  did  not  mean,"  he  said  over  the  soup,  addressing  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch,  "mere  density  of  population  alone,  but  in 

conjunction  with  fundamental  ideas,  and  not  by  means  of 

principles. ' 9 
"It  seems  to  me,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  said  languidly, 

and  with  no  haste,  "that  that's  the  same  thing.  In  my  opinion, 

influence  over  another  people  is  only  possible  to  the  people 

which  has  the  higher  development,  which     .     .     ." 

"But  that's  just  the  question,"  Pestsov  broke  in  in  his  bass. 

He  was  always  in  a  hurry  to  speak,  and  seemed  always  to  put 

his  whole  soul  into  what  he  was  saying:  "In  what  are  we  to 

make  higher  development  consist?  The  English,  the  French,
 

the  Germans,  which  is  at  the  highest  stage  of  development
? 

Which  of  them  will  nationalize  the  other?  We  see  the  Rhi
ne 

provinces  have  been  turned  French,  but  the  Germans  a
re  not 

at  a  lower  stage!"  he  shouted.     "There  is  another  la
w  at 

work  there."  . 

"I  fancy  that  the  greater  influence  is  always  on  the  si
de  01 

true  civilization,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  slightly 
 lifting 

his  eyebrows. 

"But  what  are  we  to  lay  down  as  the  outward  signs 
 ot  tiue 

civilization?"  said  Pestsov. 

' '  I  imagine  such  signs  are  generally  very  well  known, 
 sau 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
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i  '  But  are  they  fully  known  f ' '  Sergey  Ivanovitch  put  in  with 
a  subtle  smile.  "  It  is  the  accepted  view  now  that  real  culture 
must  be  purely  classical;  but  we  see  most  intense  disputes  on 
each  side  of  the  question,  and  there  is  no  denying  that  the 

opposite  camp  has  strong  points  in  its  favor. ' ' 
"You  are  for  classics,  Sergey  Ivanovitch.  Will  you  take 

red  wine?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 
"I  am  not  expressing  my  own  opinion  of  either  form  of 

culture, ' '  Sergey  Ivanovitch  said,  holding  out  his  glass  with  a 
smile  of  condescension,  as  to  a  child.  "I  only  say  that  both 
sides  have  strong  arguments  to  support  them,"  he  went  on, 
addressing  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  "My  sympathies  are  clas- 

sical from  education,  but  in  this  discussion  I  am  personally 
unable  to  arrive  at  a  conclusion.  I  see  no  distinct  grounds  for 
classical  studies  being  given  a  preeminence  over  scientific 

studies." 

1 '  The  natural  sciences  have  just  as*  great  an  educational 
value,"  put  in  Pestsov.  "Take  astronomy,  take  botany,  or 
zoology  with  its  system  of  general  principles. ' ' 

' '  I  cannot  quite  agree  with  that, ' '  responded  Alexey  Alex- 
androvitch. "It  seems  to  me  that  one  must  admit  that  the 

very  process  of  studying  the  forms  of  language  has  a  pecul- 
iarly favorable  influence  on  intellectual  development.  More- 
over, it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  influence  of  the  classical 

authors  is  in  the  highest  degree  moral,  while,  unfortunately, 
with  the  study  of  the  natural  sciences  are  associated  the  false 

and  noxious  doctrines  which  are  the  curse  of  our  day. ' ' 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  would  have  said  something,  but  Pestsov 

interrupted  him  in  his  rich  bass.  He  began  warmly  contesting 
the  justice  of  this  view.  Sergey  Ivanovitch  waited  serenely  to 
speak,  obviously  with  a  convincing  reply  ready. 

"But,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  smiling  subtly,  and  address- 
ing Karenina,  "one  must  allow  that  to  weigh  all  the  advan- 

tages and  disadvantages  of  classical  and  scientific  studies  is  a 
difficult  task,  and  the  question  which  form  of  education  was 
to  be  preferred  would  not  have  been  so  quickly  and  conclu- 

sively decided  if  there  had  not  been  in  favor  of  classical  educa- 
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tion,  as  you  expressed  it  just  now,  its  moral — disons  le  mot— J 
anti-nihilist  influence. ' ' 

"  Undoubtedly. " 
"If  it  had  not  been  for  the  distinctive  property  of  anti- 

nihilistic  influence  on  the  side  of  classical  studies,  we  should 

have  considered  the  subject  more,  have  weighed  the  arguments 

on  both  sides,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch  with  a  subtle  smile, 

"we  should  have  given  elbow-room  to  both  tendencies.  But 
now  we  know  that  these  little  pills  of  classical  learning  possess 

the  medicina1  property  of  anti-nihilism,  and  we  boldly  pre-| 
scribe  them  to  our  patients.  .  .  .  But  what  if  they  had  no 

such  medicinal  property?"  he  wound  up  humorously. 

At  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  little  pills,  every  one  laughed; 
Turovtsin  in  especial  roared  loudly  and  jovially,  glad  at  last 

to  have  found  something  to  laugh  at,  all  he  ever  looked  for  in 

listening  to  conversation. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  not  made  a  mistake  in  inviting 

Pestsov.  With  Pestsov  intellectual  conversation  never  nagged 

for  an  instant.  Directly  Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  concluded  the 

conversation  with  his  jest,  Pestsov  promptly  started  a  new  one. 

"I  can't  agree  even,"  said  he,  "that  the  government  had 
that  aim.  The  government  obviously  is  guided  by  abstract 

rt<<msiderations,  and  remains  indifferent  to  the  influence  its 

measures  may  exercise.  The  education  of  women,  for  in- 

stance, would  naturally  be  regarded  as  likely  to  be  harm- 

ful, but  the  government  opens  schools  and  universities  for 

women." 
And  the  conversation  at  once  passed  to  the  new  subject  of 

the  education  of  women. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  expressed  the  idea  that  the  education 

of  women  is  apt  to  be  confounded  with  the  emancipation  of 

women,   and  that  it  is  only  so  that  it  can  be   considered 
dangerous. 

"I  consider,  on  the  contrary,  that  the  two  questions  are 

inseparably  connected  together,"  said  Pestsov;  "it  is  a  vicious 
circle.  Woman  is  deprived  of  rights  from  lack  of  education, 

and  the  lack  of  education  results  from  the  absence  of  rights. 
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Ve  must  not  forget  that  the  subjection  of  women  is  so  com- 
lete,  and  dates  from  such  ages  back  that  we  are  often  un- 

filing to  recognize  the  gulf  that  separates  them  from  us," 
aid  he. 

"You  said  rights,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,   waiting  till 
estsov  had  finished,  "meaning  the  right  of  sitting  on  juries, 
f  voting,  of  presiding  at  official  meetings,  the  right  of  enter- 

ag  the  civil  service,  of  sitting  in  parliament     .     .     . ' ' 
"Undoubtedly." 

"But  if  women,  as  a  rare  exception,  can  occupy  such  posi- 
ions,  it  seems  to  me  you  are  wrong  in  using  the  expression 

rights.'  It  would  be  more  correct  to  say  duties.  Everyman 
[rill  agree  that  in  doing  the  duty  of  a  juryman,  a  witness,  a 
elegraph  clerk,  we  feel  we  are  performing  duties.  And  there- 
ore  it  would  be  correct  to  say  that  women  are  seeking  duties, 
nd  quite  legitimately.  And  one  can  but  sympathize  with  this 
iesire  to  assist  in  the  general  labor  of  man. ' ' 

"Quite  so,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  assented.  "The  ques- 
ion,  I  imagine,  is  simply  whether  they  are  fitted  for  such 
luties." 

"They  will  most  likely  be  perfectly  fitted,"  said  Stepan 
Lrkadyevitch,  "when  education  has  become  general  among 
hem.    We  see  this     .     .     . " 

"How  about  the  proverb?"  said  the  prince,  who  had  a  long 
rtiile  been  intent  on  the  conversation,  his  little  comical  eyes 

winkling.  "I  can  say  it  before  my  daughters:  her  hair  is 
ong,  because  her  wit  is     .     .     . " 

"Just  what  they  thought  of  the  negroes  before  their  eman- 
ipation ! ' '  said  Pestsov  angrily. 
'What  seems  strange  to  me  is  that  women  should  seek  fresh 

luties,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  "while  we  see,  unhappily, 
hat  men  usually  try  to  avoid  them." 

"Duties  are  bound  up  with  rights — power,  money,  honor; 
hose  are  what  women  are  seeking, ' '  said  Pestsov. 
"Just  as  though  I  should  seek  the  right  to  be  a  wet-nurse, 

nd  feel  injured  because  women  are  paid  for  the  work,  while 
10  one  will  take  me,"  said  the  old  prince. 
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Turovtsin  exploded  in  a  loud  roar  of  laughter,  and  Sergey 

Ivanovitch  regretted  that  he  had  not  made  this  comparison;  
L 

Even  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  smiled. 

"Yes,  but  a  man  can't  nurse  a  baby,"  said  Pestsov,  "whil
e 

a  woman     ..."  . 

"No,  there  was  an  Englishman  who  did  suckle  his  baby  on 

board  ship,"  said  the  old  prince,  feeling  this  freedom  in  coi^ 

versation  permissible  before  his  own  daughters. 

"There  are  as  many  such  Englishmen  as  there  would  be 

women  officials,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

"Yes  but  what  is  a  girl  to  do  who  has  no  family?"  put  
in 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  thinking  of  Masha  Tchibisov,
  whom  he 

had  had  in  his  mind  all  along,  in  sympathizing  with
  Pestsov 

and  supporting  him. 

"If  the  story  of  such  a  girl  were  thoroughly  sitted,  yo
u 

would  find  she  had  abandoned  a  family— her  own
  or  a  sister's, 

Avhere  she  might  have  found  a  woman's  duties," 
 Darya  Alex 

androvna  broke  in  unexpectedly  in  a  tone  of
  exasperation 

probably  suspecting  what  sort  of  girl  Step
an  Arkadyevitch 

was  thinking  of .  , 

"But  we  take  our  stand  on  principle  as  the  ideal,     rep  l
ed 

Pestsov  in  his  mellow  bass.     "Woman  desires
  to  have  rights, 

to  be  independent,  educated.    She  is  oppresse
d,  humiliated  by 

the  consciousness  of  her  disabilities.
" 

"And  I'm  oppressed  and  humiliated  that  they  won  t
  engagt 

me  at  the  Foundling,"  the  old  prince  said  aga
in,  to  the  hug< 

delight  of  Turovtsin,  who  in  his  mirth  dropp
ed  his  asparagus 

with  the  thick  end  in  the  sauce. 

i\ 

it
' 

k 

CHAPTER  XI 

Every  one  took  part  in  the  conversat
ion  except  Kitty  a* 

Levin.  At  first,  when  they  were  tal
king  of  the  influence  ha 

one  people  has  on  another,  there  r
ose  to  Levin's  mind  what  he 

had  to say  on  the  subject.    But  thes
e  ideas,  once  of  such  m 

i 
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ortance  in  his  eyes,  seemed  to  come  into  his  brain  as  in  a 
ream,  and  had  now  not  the  slightest  interest  for  him.  It 
pen  struck  him  as  stranflP  tw  tyy  should  hr  no  rncrr  to 
ilk  of  whaf.  was  of  no  iism>  tn  any  hup  Kitty,  too,  should,  one 
ould  have  supposed,  have  been  interested  in  what  they  were 
lying  of  the  rights  and  education  of  women.  How  often  she 
ad  mused  on  the  subject,  thinking  of  her  friend  abroad, 
arenka,  of  her  painful  state  of  dependence,  how  often  she 
ad  wondered  about  herself  what  would  become  of  her  if  she 
d  not  marry,  and  how  often  she  had  argued  with  her  sister 
3out  it !  But  it  did  not  interest  her  at  all.  She  and  Levin 
ad  a  conversation  of  their  own,  yet  not  a  conversation,  but  a 
>rt  of  mysterious  communication,  which  brought  them  every 
oment  nearer,  and  stirred  in  both  a  sense  of  glad  terror  be- 
>re  the  unknown  into  which  they  were  entering. 
At  first  Levin,  in  answer  to  Kitty's  question  how  he  could 
ave  seen  her  last  year  in  the  carriage,  told  her  how  he  had 
en  coming  home  from  the  mowing  along  the  highroad  and id  met  her. 

It  was  very,  very  early  in  the  morning.  You  were  prob- 
)ly  only  just  awake.  Your  mother  was  asleep  in  the  corner, 
was  an  exquisite  morning.  I  was  walking  along  wondering 

ho  it  could  be  in  a  four-in-hand?  It  was  a  splendid  set  of 
>ur  horses  with  bells,  and  in  a  second  you  flashed  by,  and  I 
,w  at  the  window— you  were  sitting  like  this,  holding  the 
rings  of  your  cap  in  both  hands,  and  thinking  awfully 
Jeply  about  something,"  he  said,  smiling.  ''How  I  should 
le  to  know  what  you  were  thinking  about  then!  Something 
rportant?" 

Wasn't  I  dreadfully  untidy?"  she  wondered,  but  seeing e  smile  of  ecstasy  these  reminiscences  called  up,  she  felt  that 
e  impression  she  had  made  had  been  very  good.  She  blushed 
id  laughed  with  delight:  "Really  I  don't  remember." 
How  nicely  Turovtsin  laughs!"  said  Levin,  admiring  his oist  eyes  and  shaking  chest. 

Have  you  known  him  long?"  asked  Kitty. 
Oh,  every  one  knows  him!" 

ti 
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"And  I  see  you  think  he's  a  horrid  man?" 

"Not  horrid,  but  nothing  in  him." 

"Oh,  you're  wrong!  And  you  must  give  up  thinking  sc 

directly ! ' '  said  Kitty.  ' '  I  used  to  have  a  very  poor  opinion  oi 

him  too,  but  he,  he's  an  awfully  nice  and  wonderfully  good 

hearted  man.    He  has  a  heart  of  gold. " 

"How  Cf™™  7™1  firul  nilt  what_sorl.of  heart,  he-hasi" 

' '  We  are  great  friends.  I  know  him  very  well.  Last  winter 

soon  after  .     .     you  came  to  sec  us, ' '  she  said,  with  a  guiltj 

and  at  the  same  time  confiding  smile,  "all  Dolly's  chi
ldren  hac 

scarlet  fever,  and  he  happened  to  come  and  see  her.  And
  onlj 

fancy  "  she  said  in  a  whisper,  "he  felt  so  sorry  for  her  that  hi 

stayed  and  began  to  help  her  look  after  the  chi
ldren  Yes 

and  for  three  weeks  he  stopped  with  them,  and  look
ed  atte. 

the  children  like  a  nurse. " 

"I  am  telling  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch  about  Turovtsi
n  n 

the  scarlet  fever,"  she  said,  bending  over  to  her  sister.  ̂ 

"Yes,  it  was  wonderful,  noble!"  said  Dolly,  glancing  
to 

wards  Turovtsin,  who  had  become  aware  they  were  ta
lking  o 

him,  and  smiling  gently  to  him.  Levin  glanced  o
nce  more  a 

Turovtsin,  and  wondered  how  it  was  he  had  not  
realized  al 

this  man's  goodness  before. 

"I'm  sorry,  I'm  sorry,  and  I'll  never  think  ill  of  peopl 

1  again ! "  he  said  gaily,  genuinely  expressing  what  he  felt  at  t
h 

moment. 

CHAPTER  XII 

Connected  with  the  conversation  that  had  sprung  
up  on  th 

rights  of  women  there  were  certain  questions
  as  to  the  ir 

equality  of  rights  in  marriage  improper  to
  discuss  before  ti 

ladies.  Pestsov  had  several  times  during  dinn
er  touched  upc 

these  questions,  but  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and
  Stepan  Arkady* 

vitch  carefully  drew  him  off  them. 

When  they  rose  from  the  table  and  the  ladie
s  had  gone  ou 

Pestsov  did  not  follow  them,  but  addressi
ng  Alexey  Alexai 
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Irovitch,  began  to  expound  the  chief  ground  of  inequality. 
The  inequality  in  marriage,  in  his  opinion,  lay  in  the  fact 

i  hat  the  infidelity  of  the  wife  and  the  infidelity  of  the  husband 
tre  punished  unequally,  both  by  the  law  and  by  public  opin- 
on.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  went  hurriedly  up  to  Alexey  Alex- 
mdrovitch  and  offered  him  a  cigar. 

"No,  I  don't  smoke,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  answered :almly,  and  as  though  purposely  wishing  to  show  that  he  was 
lot  afraid  of  the  subject,  he  turned  to  Pestsov  with  a  chilly mile. 

"I  imagine  that  such  a  view  has  a  foundation  in  the  very 
mture  of  things,"  he  said,  and  would  have  gone  on  to  the 
Irawing-room.  But  at  this  point  Turovtsin  broke  suddenly 
nd  unexpectedly  into  the  conversation,  addressing  Alexey Alexandrovitch. 

"You  heard,  perhaps,  about  Pryatchnikov ?"  said  Turovtsin, /armed  up  by  the  champagne  he  had  drunk,  and  long  waiting 
or  an  opportunity  to  break  the  silence  that  had  weighed  on 
im.  'Vasya  Pryatchnikov,"  he  said,  with  a  good-natured mile  on  his  damp,  red  lips,  addressing  himself  principally  to 
lie  most  important  guest,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  "they  told 
le  to-day  he  fought  a  duel  with  Kvitsky  at  Tver,  and  has jlled  him." 
Just  as  it  always  seems  that  one  bruises  oneself  on  a  sore 

lace,  so  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  felt  now  that  the  conversation 
wild  by  ill  luck  fall  every  moment  on  Alexey  Alexandro- 
itch's  sore  spot.  He  would  again  have  got  his  brother-in-law way,  but  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  himself  inquired,  with  curi- sity: 

"What  did  Pryatchnikov  fight  about?" 
"His  wife.  Acted  like  a  man,  he  did !  Called  him  out  and lot  him!" 

'Ah!"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  indifferently,  and  lift- ig  his  eyebrows,  he  went  into  the  drawing-room. 
"How  glad  I  am  you  have  come,"  Dolly  said  with  a  fright- aed  smile,  meeting  him  in  the  outer  drawing-room.    "I  must 

ilk  to  you.    Let 's  sit  here. ' ' 
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Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  with  the  same  expression  of  indif 

ference,  given  him  by  his  lifted  eyebrows,  sat  down  beside  |e 

Darya  Alexandrovna,  and  smiled  affectedly. 

"It's  fortunate, "  said  he,  "especially  as  I  was  meaning  to 

ask  you  to  excuse  me,  and  to  be  taking  leave.  I  have  to  start 

to-morrow. ' ' 

Darya  Alexandrovna  was  firmly  convinced  of  Anna's  inno- 
cence, and  she  felt  herself  growing  pale  and  her  lips  quivering 

with  anger  at  this  frigid,  unfeeling  man,  who  was  so  calmly 

'  intending  to  ruin  her  innocent  friend. 
"Alexey  Alexandrovitch, ' '  she  said,  with  desperate  resolu 

tion  looking  him  in  the  face,  "I  asked  you  about  Anna;  you 

made  me  no  answer.    How  is  she?" 

"She  is,  I  believe,  quite  well,  Darya  Alexandrovna,"  replied 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  not  looking  at  her. 

"Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  forgive  me,  I  have  no  right  .  .  . 
but  I  love  Anna  as  a  sister,  and  esteem  her ;  I  beg,  I  beseech 

you  to  tell  me  what  is  wrong  between  you  ?  what  fault  do  you 

find  with  her?" 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  frowned,  and  almost  closing  his  eyes, 

dropped  his  head. 

.  "I  presume  that  your  husband  has  told  you  the  grounds  on 
which  I  consider  it  necessary  to  change  my  attitude  to  Anna 

Arkadyevna?"  he  said,  not  looking  her  in  the  face,  but  eyeing 
with  displeasure  Shtcherbatsky,  who  was  walking  across  the 

drawing-room. 

"I  don't  believe  it,  I  don't  believe  it,  I  can't  believe  it!" 
Dolly  said,  clasping  her  bony  hands  before  her  with  a  vigorous 

gesture.  She  rose  quickly,  and  laid  her  hand  on  Alexey  Alex- 
androvitch's  sleeve.  "We  shall  be  disturbed  here.  Come  this 

way,  please." 
Dolly's  agitation  had  an  effect  on  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 

He  got  up  and  submissively  followed  her  to  the  schoolroom. 

They  sat  down  to  a  table  covered  with  an  oilcloth  cut  in  slits 
by  penknives. 

"I  don't,  I  don't  believe  it!"  Dolly  said,  trying  to  catch  his 
glance  that  avoided  her. 
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"One  cannot  disbelieve  facts,  Darya  Alexandrovna,"  said 
e,  with  an  emphasis  on  the  word  "facts." 

"But  what  has  she  done?"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna. 
'What  precisely  has  she  done?" 
"She  has  forsaken  her  duty,  and  deceived  her  husband. 

That 's  what  she  has  done, ' '  said  he. 
:'No,  no,  it  can't  be!  No,  for  God's  sake,  you  are  mis- 

aken,"  said  Dolly,  putting  her  hands  to  her  temples  and losing  her  eyes. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  smiled  coldly,  with  his  lips  alone, 
leaning  to  signify  to  her  and  to  himself  the  firmness  of  his 
onviction ;  but  this  warm  defense,  though  it  could  not  shake 
lim,  reopened  his  wound.  He  began  to  speak  with  greater eat. 

"It  is  extremely  difficult  to  be  mistaken  when  a  wife  herself 
nforms  her  husband  of  the  fact— informs  him  that  eight  years 
f  her  life,  and  a  son,  all  that's  a  mistake,  and  that  she  wants 
o  begin  life  again,"  he  said  angrily,  with  a  snort. 

'Anna,  and  sin— T  ra ti notion nect,  them,  I  cannot  believe 

"Darya  Alexandrovna,"  he  said,  now  looking  straight  into 
tolly's  kindly,  troubled  face,  and  feeling  that  his  tongue  was emg  loosened  in  spite  of  himself,  "I  would  give  a  great  deal 
or  doubt  to  be  still  possible.  When  I  doubted,  I  was  miser- 
ble,  but  it  was  better  than  now.  When  I  doubted,  I  had  hope : 
ut  now  there  is  no  hope,  and  still  I  doubt  of  everything.  I 
m  m  such  doubt  of  everything  that  I  even  hate  my  son,  and 
Jmetimes  do  not  believe  he  is  my  son.    I  am  very  unhappy  "  \ 
He  had  no  need  to  say  that.  Darya  Alexandrovna  had  seen 

tot  as  soon  as  he  glanced  into  her  face;  and  she  felt  sorry  for 
im,  and  her  faith  in  the  innocence  of  her  friend  began  to )tter. 

Oh,  this  is  awful,  awful!    But  can  it  be  true  that  you  are (solved  on  a  divorce  ? ' ' 

II  am  resolved  on  extreme  measures.  There  is  nothing  else r  me  to  do." 

"Nothing  else  to  do,  nothing  else  to  do     .     .     ."  she  replied, 
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with  tears  in  her  eyes.    ' '  Oh  no,  don 't  say  nothing  else  to  do ! ' ' she  said. 

''What  is  horrible  in  a  trouble  of  this  kind  is  that  one  can- 

not, as  in  any  other— in  loss,  in  death— bear  one's  trouble  in 

peace,  but  that  one  must  act,"  said  he,  as  though  guessing  her 

thought.  "One  must  get  out  of  the  humiliating  position  in 

which  one  is  placed;  one  can't  live  a  trois." 

"I  understand,  I  quite  understand  that,"  said  Dolly,  and 

her  head  sank.  She  was  silent  for  a  little,  thinking  of  herself, 

of  her  own  grief  in  her  family,  and  all  at  once,  with  an  im- 

pulsive movement,  she  raised  her  head  and  clasped  her  hands 

with  an  imploring  gesture.  "But  wait  a  little!  You  are  a 

Christian.    Think  of  her!    What  will  become  of  her,  if  you 

cast  her  off!" 
"■I  have  thought,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  I  have  thought  a 

great  deal, ' '  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  His  face  turned  red 

in  patches,  and  his  dim  eyes  looked  straight  before  him.  Darya 

Alexandrovna  at  that  moment  pitied  him  with  all  her  heart. 

"That  was  what  I  did  indeed  when  she  herself  made  known  to 

me  my  humiliation ;  I  left  everything  as  of  old.  I  gave  her  a 

chance  to  reform,  I  tried  to  save  her.  And  with  what  result? 

She  would  not  regard  the  slightest  request— that  she  should
 

observe  decorum,"  he  said,  getting  heated.  "One  may  save 

any  one  who  does  not  want  to  be  ruined;  but  if  the  who
le 

nature  is  so  corrupt,  so  depraved,  that  ruin  itself  seems  to  he
r 

salvation,  what's  to  be  done?" 

"Anything,  only  not  divorce!"  answered  Darya  Alexan
 

i 

ii 

I 

\ 

drovna. 

"But  what  is  anything?" 

"No,  it  is  awful!     She  will  be  no  one's  wife;  she  will  be 

lost
!"' "What  can  I  do?"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  raising  his 

shoulders  and  his  eyebrows.  The  recollection  of  his  wife
's  last 

act  had  so  incensed  him  that  he  had  become  frigid,  as  at  the 

beginning  of  the  conversation.  "I  am  very  grateful  for  your
 

sympathy,  but  I  must  be  going,"  he  said,  getting  up; 

"No,  wait  a  minute.    You  must  not  ruin  her.    Wait  a  little; 
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will  tell  you  about  myself.  I  was  married,  and  my  hus- 
band deceived  me ;  in  anger  and  jealousy,  I  would  have  thrown 

ip  everything,  I  would  myself  ...  But  I  came  to  myself 
gain;  and  who  did  it?  Anna  saved  me.  And  here  I  am 
iving  on.  The  children  are  growing  up,  my  husband  has  come 
ack  to  his  family,  and  feels  his  fault,  is  growing  purer,  better, 
nd  I  live  on.  ...  I  have  forgiven  it,  and  you  ought  to 
orgive ! " 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  heard  her,  but  her  words  had  no 

ffect  on  him  now.  All  the  hatred  of  that  day  when  he  had 
esolved  on  a  divorce  had  sprung  up  again  in  his  soul.  He 
100k  himself,  and  said  in  a  shrill,  loud  voice : 

11  Forgive  I  cannot,  and  do  not  wish  to,  and  I  regard  it  as rong.    I  have  done  everything  for  this  woman,  and  she  has 
odden  it  all  in  the  mud  to  which  she  is  akin.  I  am  not  a 
piteful  man,  I  have  never  hated  any  one,  but  I  hate  her  with 
ly  whole  soul,  and  I  cannot  even  forgive  her,  hecmisp.  T  liato. 
er  too  much  for  all  the  wrong  she  has  done  me!"  he  said, ith  tones  of  hatred  in  his  voice. 

Love  those  that  hate  you    .    .    ."  Darya  Alexandrovna hispered  timorously. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  smiled  contemptuously.  That  he 
lew  long  ago,  but  it  could  not  be  applied  to  his  case. 

"Love  those  that  hate  you,  hnt.  in  in™  iWp  rmo  Tia|e<i  fe ipnssaMfi,  Forgive  me  for  having  troubled  you.  Every  one 
is  enough  to  bear  in  his  own  grief !"  And  regaining  his 
lf-possession,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  quietly  took  leave  and ent  away. 

CHAPTER  XIII 

When  they  rose  from  table,  Levin  would  have  liked  to  fol- 
w  Kitty  into  the  drawing-room ;  but  he  was  afraid  she  might 
alike  this,  as  too  obviously  paying  her  attention.  He  re- 
ained  in  the  little  ring  of  men,  taking  part  in  the  general 
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I 

m 

conversation,  and  without  looking  at  Kitty,  he  was  aware  of 

her  movements,  her  looks,  and  the  place  where  she  was  in  the 

drawing-room. 

He  did  at  once,  and  without  the  smallest  effort,  keep  the 

promise  he  had  made  her— always  to  think  well  of  all  men, 

and  to  like  every  one  always.     The  conversation  fell  on  the 

village  commune,  in  which  Pestsov  saw  a  sort  of  special  prin- 

ciple, called  by  him  the  "choral"  principle.     Levin  did  not 

agree  with  Pestsov,  nor  with  his  brother,  who  had  a  special 

attitude  of  his  own,  both  admitting  and  not  admitting  the 

significance  of  the  Russian  commune.    But  he  talked  to  them, 

simply  trying  to  reconcile  and  soften  their  differences.    Ha] 

y^g  nnt  in  the  ]^gt  intprpqtftH  in  what  he  said  himself,  aiidl 

even  less  so  in  what  they  said;  all  he  wanted  was  that  they 

and  every  one  should  be  happy  and  contented.     He  kncwL 

now  the  one  thing  of  importance ;  and  that  one  thing  was  atF 

first   there,   in   the  drawing-room,   and   then  began   moving! 

across  and  came  to  a  standstill  at  the  door.    Without  turning 

round  he  felt  the  eyes  fixed  on  him,  and  the  smile,  and  he  could 

not  help  turning  round.     She  was  standing  in  the  doorway 

with  Shtcherbatsky,  looking  at  him.  i-  =  « 

"I  thought  you  were  going  towards  the  piano,"  said  he, 

going  up  to  her.    "That's  something  I  miss  in  the  country— 

I 

music. ' ' 

"No;  we  only  came  to  fetch  you  and  thank  you,"  she  said, 

rewarding  him  with  a  smile  that  was  like  a  gift,  "for  coming. 

What  do  they  want  to  argue  for?  No  one  ever  convinces  any 

one,  you  know. "    ' 
"Yes;  that's  true,"  said  Levin;  "it  generally  happens  that 

one  argues  warmly  simply  because  one  can't  make  out  whafl 

one's  opponent  wants  to  prove." 
Levin  had  often  noticed  in  discussions  between  the  most 

intelligent  people  that  after  enormous  efforts,  and  an  cnor- 

mous  expenditure  of  logical  subtleties  and  words,  the  dis- 

putants finally  arrived  at  being  aware  that  what  they  had  s 

long  been  struggling  to  prove  to  one  another  had  long  ago. 

from  the  beginning  of  the  argument,,  been  known  to  both. 
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ut  that  they  liked  different  things,  and  would-HOi _defin& 
flat  thev  liked  for  fear  of  itq  frej11g  nt+F"^  He  had  often 
ad  the  experience  of  suddenly  in  a  discussion  grasping  what 
;  was  his  opponent  liked  and  at  once  liking  it  too,  and  im- 
lediately  he  found  himself  agreeing,  and  then  all  arguments 
ill  away  as  useless.  Sometimes,  too,  he  had  experienced  the 
pposite,  expressing  at  last  what  he  liked  himself,  which  he 
as  devising  arguments  to  defend,  and,  chancing  to  express  it 
ell  and  genuinely,  he  had  found  his  opponent  at  once  agree- 
lg  and  ceasing  to  dispute  his  position.  He  tried  to  say lis.  . 

She  knitted  her  brow,  trying  to  understand.  But  directly 
e  began  to  illustrate  his  meaning,  she  understood  at  once. 

"I  know:  one  must  find  out  what  he  is  arguing  for,  what  is recious  to  him,  then  one  can     .     .     ." 
She  had  completely  guessed  and  expressed  his  badly  ex- 
ressed  idea.  Levin  smiled  joyfully;  he  was  struck  by  this 
•ansition  from  the  confused,  verbose  discussion  with  Pestsov lid  his  brother  to  this  .laconic,  cleai;  almost  wordless  cominifc icat.ion  of  the  most  complex  ideas. 
Shtcherbatsky  moved  away  from  them,  and  Kitty,  going  up 
>  a  card-table,  sat  down,  and,  taking  up  the  chalk,  began rawing  diverging  circles  over  the  new  green  cloth. 
They  began  again  on  the  subject  that  had  been  started  at 
llmer—the  liberty  and  occupations  of  women.    Levin  was  of 
le  opinion  of  Darya  Alexandrovna  that  a  girl  who  did  not 
any  should  find  a  woman's  duties  in  a  family.     He  sup^J srted  this  view  by  the  fact  that  no  family  can  get  on  without 
omen  to  help;  that  in  every  family,  poor  or  rich,  there  arej 
'id  must  be  nurses,  either  relations  or  hired. 
"No,"  said  Kitty,  blushing,  but  looking  at  him  all  the  more )ldly  with  her  truthful  eyes;  "a  girl  may  be  so  circum- 
anced  that  she  cannot  live  in  the  family  without  humiliation 
hile  she  herself    .     .     ." 
At  the  hint  he'understood  her. 

'"Oh,  yes,"  he  said.    "Yes,  yes,  yes— you're  right;  you're ght ! ' '
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And  he  saw  all  that  Pestsov  had  been  maintaining  at  di
nner 

of  the  liberty  of  woman,  simply  from  getting.a  glimpse  of  t
he 

terror  of  an  old  maid's  existence  and  its  humiliation  i
n  Kitty's 

heart ;  and  loving  her,  he  felt  that  terror  and  humilia
tion,  and 

at  once  gave  up  his  arguments. 

A  silence  followed.  She  was  still  drawing  with  th
e  chalk 

on  the  table.  Her  eyes  were  shining  with  a  soft  l
ight.  Under 

the  influence  of  her  mood  he  felt  in  all  his  being  a 
 continually 

growing  tension  of  happiness. 

"Ah'  I've  scribbled  all  over  the  table!"  she  said,  and, 

laying  down  the  chalk,  she  made  a  movement  
as  though  to 

^"What!  shall  I  be  left  alone-without  her?"  he  thou
ght 

with  horror,  and  he  took  the  chalk.  "Wait  
a  minute  he 

said,  sitting  down  to  the  table.    "I've  long  wa
nted  to  ask  you 

one  thing. "  ,     .  .  ,  .       -, 

He  looked  straight  into  her  caressing,  th
ough  frightened 

eyes. 
"Please  ask  it." 

"Here  "  he  said ;  and  he  wrote  the  initial  letters,  w,  y,  k'»
. 

i,  c,  n,  b,  d,  t,  m,  n,  o,  t.  These  lette
rs  meant,  "When  you 

told  me  it  could  never  be,  did  that  mean 
 never,  or  then! 

There  seemed  no  likelihood  that  she  coul
d  make  out  this i  com- 

plicated sentence;  but  he  looked  at  her  as  though 
hu .life  dej 

pended  on  her  understanding  the  words. 
 She  glanced  at 

seriously  then  leaned  her  puckered  b
row  on  her  hands  and 

began  to  read.    Once  or  twice  she  stole 
 a  look  at  him,  as  thougbl 

asking  him,  "Is  it  what  I  think V 

"I  understand,"  she  said,  flushing  a  lit
tle.  I 

"What  is  this  word?"  he  said,  pointin
g  to  the  n  that  stooo 

f°"It  means  never,"  she  said;  "but  that's  not  tru
e!" 

He  quickly  rubbed  out  what  he 
 had  written,  gave  her  the 

<.1mlk  and  stood  up.    She  wrote,  t,  i,  c,  n,  a,  d. 

Slv  was  completely  comforted  
in  the  depression  caused  b 

he^rsa, on  with  Alexey  Alexandroviteh  
when  she  caugh, 

Sit  l f  the  two  figures:  Kitty 
 with  the  chalk  m  her  hand 
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ith  a  shy  and  happy  smile  looking  upwards  at  Levin,  and  his 
andsome  figure  bending  over  the  table  with  glowing  eyes istened  one  minute  on  the  table  and  the  next  on  her.     He 
as  suddenly  radiant:  he  had  understood.    It  meant,  "Then 
could  not  answer  differently. ' ' 
He  glanced  at  her  questioningly,  timidly 
"Only  then?" 
"Yes/'  her  smile  answered. 
' '  And  n     .     .     .     and  now  V '  he  asked. 
"Well,  read  this.    I'll  tell  you  what  I  should  like— should 
ke  so  much  \"  She  wrote  the  initial  letters,  t,  y,  c,  f,  a,  /,  w,  h. 
his  meant, "If  you  could  forget  and  forgive  what  happened/' He  snatched  the  chalk  with  nervous,  trembling  fingers,  and, 
•eaking  it,  wrote  the  initial  letters  of  the  following  phrase,' I  have  nothing  to  forget  and  to  forgive;  I  have  never  ceased 
love  you. ' ' 
She  glanced  at  him  with  a  smile  that  did  not  waver. 
"I  understand,"  she  said  in  a  whisper. 
He  sat  down  and  wrote  a  long  phrase.    She  understood  it 
,  and  without  asking  him,  "Is  it  this?"  took  the  chalk  and once  answered. 

For  a  long  while  he  could  not  understand  what  she  had 
'ltten,  and  often  looked  into  her  eyes.     He  was  stupefied th  happiness.     He  could  not  supply  the  words  she  had 
3ant ;  but  in  her  charming  eyes,  beaming  with  happiness,  he 
w  all  he  needed  to  know.    And  he  wrote  three  letters.    But 
had  hardly  finished  writing  when  she  read  them  over  her 

m,  and  herself  finished  and  wrote  the  answer,  "Yes." 
You  're  playing  secretaire  1 ' '  said  the  old  prince.  '  *  But  we ist  really  be  getting  along  if  you  want  to  be  in  time  at  the 

?atre." 
jevin  got  up  and  escorted  Kitty  to  the  door. 
Tn  their  conversation  everything  had  been  said;  it  had  been 
d  that  she  loved  him,  and  that  she  would  tell  her  father  and 
rther  that  he  would  come  to-morrow  morning. 
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CHAPTER  XIV  ; 

it 

When  Kitty  had  gone  and  Levin  was  left  alone,  
he  felt  such 

uneasiness  without  her,  and  such  an  impatient  longing  
to  get 

as  quickly,  as  quickly  as  possible,  to  to-morrow  
morning  when  l 

he  would  see  her  again  and  be  plighted  to  her  forever,  
that  hel 

felt  afraid,  as  though  of  death,  of  those  fourteen  hours  
that  he  ? 

had  to  get  through  without  her.    It  was  essential  
for  him  tol 

be  with  some  one  to  talk  to,  so  as  not  to  be  left  alone,  
to  kill 

time     Stepan  Arkadyevitch  would  have  been  
the  companion, 

most  congenial  to  him,  but  he  was  going  out,  he  said,  to  a  »lreH, 

in  reality  to  the  ballet.    Levin  only  had  time  to  
tell  him  \M 

was  happy,  and  that  he  loved  him,  and  would  
never,  never 

forget  what  he  had  done  for  him.    The  eyes  
and  the  smile 

of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  showed  Levin  that  
he  comprehended 

th-<ot sol" tufme  to  die  yet?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 1 

pressing  Levin's  hand  with  emotion. "N-n-no!"  said  Levin.  L 

Darya  Alexandrovna  too,  as  she  said  good-
bye  to  him,  gav, 

him  a  sort  of  congratulation,  saying  "How  g ad
 I  am  yo| 

have  met  Kitty  again!    One  must  value  old  friend 
 * ̂      Leu  f 

did  not  like  these  words  of  Darya  Alexand
rovna  s.    She  couk 

not  understand  how  lofty  and  beyond  he
r  it  all  was,  and  afaf 

ought  not  to  have  dared  to  allude  to  i
t.    Levin  said  good-byi 

to  them,  but,  not  to  be  left  alone,  he  attached
  himself  to  J 

brother. 

' '  Where  are  you  going  I" 
' '  I  'm  going  to  a  meeting. 
1  *  Well  I  '11  come  with  you.    Can  IV 

"What  for?  Yes,  come  along,"  said
  Sergey  Ivanovitct 

smiling.    ' '  What  is  the  matter  with  you  to-day  t 

«  W?th  me?  Happiness  is  the  matter  with  me !"  s
aid  LeJ 

letting  down  the  window  of  the  carriage  th
ey  were  dnvj 

in  '?You  don't  mind?-it's  so  stifling.  It's  happiness 
 is  | 

matter  with  me  I   Why  is  it  you  have  nev
er  married  I 
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Sergey  Ivanovitch  smiled. 

"  I  am  very  glad,  she  seems  a  nice  gi    .    .    ."  Sergey  Ivano- iitch  was  beginning. 

'Don't  say  it!  don't  say  it!"  shouted  Levin,  clutching  at le  collar  of  his  fur  coat  with  both  hands,  and  muffling  him 
p  in  it.  ' '  She 's  a  nice  girl ' '  were  such  simple,  humble  words, out  of  harmony  with  his  feeling. 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  laughed  outright  a  merry  laugh,  which as  rare  with  him. 

Well,  anyway,  I  may  say  that  I'm  very  glad  of  it." 
That  you  may  do  to-morrow,  to-morrow  and  nothing  more ! 

othing,  nothing,  silence,"  said  Levin,  and  muffling  him  once 
ore  in  his  fur  coat,  he  added :  ' '  I  do  like  you  so !    Well,  is  it 
ssible  for  me  to  be  present  at  the  meeting?" 
* '  Of  course  it  is. ' ' 

'What  is  your  discussion  about  to-day?"  asked  Levin,  never asing  smiling. 

They  arrived  at  the  meeting.     Levin  heard  the  secretary 
ssitatingly  read  the  minutes  which  he  obviously  did  not  him- 
If  understand ;  but  Levin  saw  from  this  secretary's  face  what 

good,  nice,  kind-hearted  person  he  was.     This 'w^  .evident om  his  confusion  and  embarrassment  in  reading  the  min- 
es.   Then  the  discussion  began.    They  were  disputing  about 

e  misappropriation  of  certain  sums  and  the  laying  of  certain 
pes,  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  very  cutting  to  two  mem- 
rs,  and  said  something  at  great  length  with  an  air  of  tri- 
aph ;  and  another  member,  scribbling  something  on  a  bit  of 
per,  began  timidly  at  first,  but  afterwards  answered  him 
ry  viciously  and  delightfully.    And  then  Sviazhsky  (he  was 
ere  too)   said  something  too,  very  handsomely  and  nobly, 
vin  listened  to  them,  and  saw  clearly  that  these  missing 
ms  and  these  pipes  were  not  anything  real,  and  that  they 
re  not  at  all  angry,  but  were  all  the  nicest,  kindest  people, 
d  everything  was  as  happy  and  charming  as  possible  among 
sm.     They  did  no  harm  to  any  one,  and  were  all  enjoying 
What    struck    Levin    was    that    he    could    see    through 

m\  all  to-day,  and  from  little,  almost  imperceptible  signs 
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kn^the^OTToFeach^  and  saw  distinctly  that  th
ey  were  all 

good  at  heart.  And  Levin  himself  in  particula
r  they  were 

all  extremely  fond  of  that  day.  That  was  evide
nt  from  the 

way  they  spoke  to  him,  from  the  friendly,  aff
ectionate  way 

even  those  he  did  not  know  looked  at  him. 

' '  Well,  did  you  like  it  f  "  Sergey  Ivanovitch  asked  him. 

"Very  much.     I  never  supposed  it  was  so  inter
esting! 

Capital!    Splendid!" 

Sviazhsky  went  up  to  Levin  and  invited  him  to 
 come  round* 

to  tea  with  him.  Levin  was  utterly  at  a  loss  to  comp
rehend) 

or  recall  what  it  was  he  had  disliked  in  Sviazhs
ky,  what  he! 

had  failed  to  find  in  him.  He  was  a  clever  an
d  wonderfully 

good-hearted  man. 

"Most  delighted,"  he  said,  and  asked  after  his  wi
fe  and 

sister-in-law.  And  from  a  queer  association  o
f  ideas,  because 

in  his  imagination  the  idea  of  Sviazhsky 's
  sister-in-law  was 

connected  with  marriage,  it  occurred  to  him  that
  there  was  B> 

one  to  whom  he  could  more  suitably  speak  of 
 his  happiness 

and  he  was  very  glad  to  go.and  see  them. 

Sviazhsky  questioned  him  about  his  impr
ovements  on  his 

estate,  presupposing,  as  he  always  did,  tha
t  there  was  no  pos 

sibility  of  doing  anything  not  done  already
  m  Europe,  an. 

now  this  did  not  in  the  least  annoy  Levin.    
 On  the  contrarj 

he  felt  that  Sviazhsky  was  right,  that  the  who
le  business  wa^ 

of  little  value,  and  he  saw  the  wonderfu
l  softness  and  con 

sideration  with  which  Sviazhsky  avoided 
 fully  expressing  hi 

correct  view.     The  ladies  of  the  Sviazhsky  
household  wej 

particularly  delightful.    It  seemed  to  Levi
n  that  they  knew  a 

about  it  already  and  sympathized  with
  him,  saying  nothm, 

merely  from  delicacy.    He  stayed  with  the
m  one  hour,    w 

three,  talking  of  all  sorts  of  subjects  bu
t  the  one  thing  tha 

filled  his  heart,  and  did  not  observe  tha
t  he  was  boring  ther 

dreadfully,  and  that  it  was  long  past  t
heir  bedtime. 

Sviazhsky  went  with  him  into  the  hall,  
yawning  and  wands- 

ing  at  the  strange  humor  his  friend  was
  in  It  was  past  on 

o'clock.  Levin  went  back  to  his  hotel,  
and  was  dismayed, 

the  thought  that  all  alone  now  with  his  im
patience  he  had  f 
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lours  still  left  to  get  through.  The  servant,  whose  turn  it  was 
bo  be  up  all  night,  lighted  his  candles,  and  would  have  gone 
iway,  but  Levin  stopped  him.  This  servant,  Yegor,  whom 
Levin  had  noticed  before,  struck  him  as  a  very  intelligent, excellent,  and,  above  all,  good-hearted  man. 

'Well,  Yegor,  it's  hard  work  not  sleeping,  isn't  it?" 
''One's  got  to  put  up  with  it!    It's  part  of  our  work,  you see.     In  a  gentleman's  house  it's  easier;  but  then  here  one nakes  more. ' ' 

It  appeared  that  Yegor  had  a  family,  three  boys  and  a 
laughter,  a  sempstress,  whom  he  wanted  to  marry  to  a  cashier 
n  a  saddler 's  shop. 
Levin,  on  hearing  this,  informed  Yegor  that,  in  his  opinion, n  marriage  the  great  thing  was  love,  and  that  with  love 

*ie  would  always  be  happy,  for  happiness  rests  only  on neself. 

Yegor  listened   attentively,   and  obviously   quite  took  in 
evm's  idea,  but  by  way  of  assent  to  it  he  enunciated,  greatly o  Levin's  surprise,  the  observation  .that  when  he  had  lived nth  good  masters  he  had  always  been  satisfied  with  his  mas- 
ers,  and  now  was  perfectly  satisfied  with  his  employer,  though e  was  a  Frenchman. 

^'Wonderfully  good-hearted  fellow!"  thought  Levin. 
"Well,  but  you  yourself,  Yegor,  when  you  got  married,  did ou  love  your  wife  ? ' ' 

"Ay!  and  why  not?"  responded  Yegor. And  Levin  saw  that  Yegor  too  was  in  an  excited  state  and 
ltendmg  to  express  all  his  most  heartfelt  emotions. 

"My  life,^  too,  has  been  a  wonderful  one.     From  a  child 
.     .     ."he  was  beginning  with  flashing  eyes,  apparently 

,tcnmg  Levm  's  enthusiasm,  just  as  people  catch  yawning. But  at  that  moment  a  ring  was  heard.     Yegor  departed 
rid  Levm  was  left  alone.    He  had  eaten  scarcely  anything  at inner,  had  refused  tea  and  supper  at  Sviazhsky's,  but  he  was 
Lcapable  of  thinking  of  supper.     He  had  not  slept  the  pre- 
ous  night,  but  was  incapable  of  thinking  of  sleep  either 
■is  room  was  cool,  but  he  was  oppressed  by  heat.     He  opened 
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st 

both  the  movable  panes  in  his  window  and  sat  d
own  to  the 

table  opposite  the  open  panes.    Over  the  
snow-covered  roofs 

could  be  seen  a  decorated  cross  with  chains,  and
  above  it  the 

rising  triangle  of  Charles's  Wain  with  th
e  yellowish  light 

of  Capella     He  gazed  at  the  cross,  then  a
t  the  stars,  drank 

in  the  fresh  freezing  air  that  flowed  evenly
  into  the  room, 

and  followed  as  though  in  a  dream  the  i
mages  and  memories 

that  rose  in  his  imagination.    At  four  o'cl
ock  he  heard  steps 

in  the  passage  and  peeped  out  at  the  door 
   It  was  the  gambler 

Myaskln,  whom  he  knew,  coming  from  
the  club.    He  walked 

gloomily,  frowning  and  coughing.    "P
oor,  unlucky  fellow 

thought  Levin,  and  tears  came  into  his  eyes
  from  love  and  pity 

for  this  man.    He  would  have  talked  wi
th  him  and  tried  to 

comfort  him,  but  remembering  that  
he  had  nothing bu .his 

shirt  on,  he  changed  his  mind  and  sat  do
wn  again  at  the  open 

pan    to  bathe  in  the  cold  air  and  ga
ze  at  the  exquisite  line 

of  the  cross,  silent,  but  full  of  meani
ng  for  him,  and  the 

mounting    urid  yellow  star.    At  se
ven  o'clock  there  was  a 

no°sef  people  polishing  the  floors,  and  b
ells  ringing  m  soiJ 

servants^department,  and  Levin  felt  tha
t  he  was  beginning  tof 

get  frozen.   He  closed  the  pane,  washed,  
dressed,  and  went  out^ 

into  the  street. 

1 

m 

wi 

Hi 

ill! 

Ill 

CHAPTER  XV 

The  streets  were  still  empty.  
  Levin  went  to  the  house  of 1HE  sireeifc  >  visitors '    doors   were   closed    and* 

the.Shteherbatskys.     The  visors     d  ^  ̂   f 
everything  was  asle ep     He  ̂ ^^        not  Yegor  tnisj: 
again  and  ̂ %^%J^^  enured  into  conver- time,  brought  it  to  him.    ljevm  w  ___„-.*   ana  he  went ' 

sation  with  him,  but  a  bell  rang  fo
r  the  servant  and  ̂  
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Shtcherbatskys'  steps  the~sec^d~time.  IrTthe  house^hey were  only  just  up,  and  the  cook  came  out  to  go  marketing. He  had  to  get  through  at  least  two  hours  more. 
All  that  night  and  morning  Levin  lived  perfectly  uncon- 

sciously, and  felt  perfectly  lifted  out  of  the  conditions  of 
material  life.  He  had  eaten  nothing  for  a  whole  day,  he  had lot  slept  for  two  nights,  had  spent  several  hours  undressed  in 
he  frozen  air,  and  felt  not  simply  fresher  and  stronger  than 
sver,  but  felt  utterly  independent  of  his  body;  he  moved 
without  muscular  effort,  and  felt  as  if  he  could  do  anything ie  was  convinced  he  could  fly  upwards  or  lift  the  corner  of 
he  house,  if  need  be.  He  spent  the  remainder  of  the  time  in 
he  street,  incessantly  looking  at  his  watch  and  gazing  about um. 

And  what  he  saw  then,  he  never  saw  again  after      The 
hildren  especially  going  to  school,  the  bluish  doves  flying [own  from  the  roofs  to  the  pavement,  and  the  little  loaves 
overed  with  flour,  thrust  out  by  an  unseen  hand,  touched 
lm.    Those  loaves,  those  doves,  and  those  two  boys  were  not 
arthly  creatures.     It  all  happened  at  the  same  time :  a  boy 
an  towards  a  dove  and  glanced  smiling  at  Levin;  the  dove, 
ith  a  whir  of  her  wings,  darted  away,  flashing  in  the  sun' mid  grains  of  snow  that  quivered  in  the  air,  while  from  a 
ttle  window  there  came  a  smell  of  fresh-baked  bread,  and 
ie  loaves  were  put  out.    All  of  this  together  was  so  extra- 
•dmanly  nice  that  Levin  laughed  and  cried  with  delight omg  a  long  way  round  by  Gazetny  Place  and  Kislovka,  he ent  back  again  to  the  hotel,  and  putting  his  watch  before 
m,  he  sat  down  to  wait  for  twelve  o'clock.    In  the  next  room 
Ley  were  talking  about  some  sort  of  machines,  and  swindling id  coughing  their  morning  coughs.     They  did  not  realize 
iat  the  hand  was  near  twelve.    The  hand  reached  it.    Levin 
ent  out  on  to  the  steps.     The  sledge-drivers  clearly  knew  all 
>out  it.    They  crowded  round  Levin  with  happy  faces,  quar- 
lmg  among  themselves,  and  offering  their  services.    Trying 
)t  to  offend  the  other  sledge-drivers,  and  promising  to  drive 
th  them  too,  Levin  took  one  and  told  him  to  drive  to  the 
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ShTch^uSyZ^Th^^^
  m  a  white 

shirt-collar,  sticking  out  over  his  overcoat 
 and  into  his  strong 

full-blooded  red  neck.    The  sledge  was 
 high  and  comfortable 

and  altogether  such  a  one  as  Levin  never
  drove  m  after,  and 

the  horse  was  a  good  one,  and  tried  to
  gallop  but  didn't  seem 

to  move.    The  driver  knew  the  Shtcherbats
kys    house    and 

drew  up  at  the  entrance  with  a  curve  of  his  arm 
 and  a     Wo . 

especially  indicative  of  respect  for  hi
s  fare.    The  Shtcher- 

batskys' hall-porter  certainly  knew  all  about  it.     This
  was  evi- 

dent from  the  smile  in  his  eyes  and  the  way  he 
 said : 

"Well,  it's  a  long  while  since  you've  been  to
  see  us,  Kon- 

stantin  Dmitrievitch ! "  . 

Not  only  he  knew  all  about  it,  but  he
  was  unmistakably 

delighted  and  making  efforts  to  conceal  h
is  joy.  Looking  into 

his  kindly  old  eyes,  Levin  realized  even  s
omething  new  in  his 

happiness. 

"Are  they  up*?" 

"Prav  walk  in!    Leave  it  here,"  said  he, 
 smiling,  as  Levin 

would  have  come  back  to  take  his  hat.  
  That  meant  something. 

"To  whom  shall  I  announce  your  ho
nor?"  asked  the  foot- 

The  footman,  though  a  young  ma
n,  and  one  of  the  new 

school  of  footmen,  a  dandy,  was  
a  very  kind-hearted,  good 

fellow,  and  he  too  knew  all  about  it.  princess 

"The  princess   .    .    .    the  prince    .
    .    .    the  young  princes 

. ' '  said  Levin.  a. 

'   The  first  person  he  saw  was  Mademoiselle
  Linon.    hn 

wJked  acls  the  room,  and  her
  ringlets  and  her  face ,we» 

beaming     He  had  only  just  spoke
n  to  her,  when  suddenly  he 

heard  the  rustle  of  a  skirt  at  the  do
or,  and  Mademoiselle  Lm<m 

vanished  from  Levin's  eyes,  and  a  joy
ful  terror  came ̂ ver ■** 

at  the  nearness  of  his  happiness.    Made
moisel le  Linon^ was  in 

great  haste,  and  leaving  him,  wen
t  out  at  the  other  door 

Directly  she  had  gone  out,  swift,  swift  
light  steps  sound  d   n 

the  parquet,  and  his  bliss,  his  life
,  himself-what  was ,  best* 

himself,  what  he  had  so  long  sought  an
d  longed  for-w^ 

quickly,  so  quickly  approaching  him.
    She  did  not  walk,  hm 
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seemed,  by  some  unseen  force,  to  float  to  him.  He  saw  nothing 
mt  her  clear,  truthful  eyes,  frightened  by  the  same  bliss  of 
ove  that  flooded  his  heart.  Those  eyes  were  shining  nearer 
md  nearer,  blinding  him  with  their  light  of  love.  She  stopped 
till  close  to  him,  touching  him.  Her  hands  rose  and  dropped 
m  to  his  shoulders. 

She  had  done  all  she  could — she  had  run  up  to  him  and 
riven  herself  up  entirely,  shy  and  happy.  He  put  his  arms 
'ound  her  and  pressed  his  lips  to  her  mouth  that  sought  his riss. 

She  too  had  not  slept  all  night,  and  had  been  expecting  him 
ill  the  morning. 

Her  mother  and  father  had  consented  without  demur,  and 
vere  happy  in  her  happiness.  She  had  been  waiting  for. him. 
5he  wanted  to  be  the  first  to  tell  him  her  happiness  and  his. 
She  had  got  ready  to  see  him  alone,  and  had  been  delighted 
,t  the  idea,  and  had  been  shy  and  ashamed,  and  did  not  know 
lerself  what  she  was  doing.  She  had  heard  his  steps  and  voice, 
ind  had  waited  at  the  door  for  Mademoiselle  Linon  to  go! 
Mademoiselle  Linon  had  gone  away.  Without  thinking,  with- 
mt  asking  herself  how  and  what,  she  had  gone  up  to  him,  and 
lid  as  she  was  doing. 

"Let  us  go  to  mamma!"  she  said,  taking  him  by  the  hand, or  a  long  while  he  could  say  nothing,  not  so  much  because 
.e  was  afraid  of  desecrating  the  loftiness  of  his  emotion  by  a 
rord,  as  that  every  time  he  tried  to  say  something,  instead 
f  words  he  felt  that  tears  of  happiness  were  welling  up.  He ook  her  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"Can  it  be  true?"  he  said  at  last  in  a  choked  voice.     "I 
an't  believe  you  love  me,  dear!" 
She  smiled  at  that  "dear,"  and  at  the  timidity  with  which e  glanced  at  her. 

'Yes!"   she   said   significantly,    deliberately.      "I    am   so 
appy!" 
^  Not  letting  go  his  hands,  she  went  into  the  drawing-room, 
'he  princess,  seeing  them,  breathed  quickly,  and  immediately egan  to  cry  and  then  immediately  began  to  laugh,  and  with 
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a  vigorous  step  Levin  had  not  expected,  ran  up  to  him,  and 

hugging  his  head,  kissed  him,  wetting  his  cheeks  with  he
r  tears. 

"So  it  is  all  settled!    I  am  glad.    Love  her.    I  am  glad 

Kitty I" 
"  You've  not  been  long  settling 

 things,"  said  the  old  prince, 

trying  to  seem  unmoved;
  but  Levin  noticed  that  his  eyes  were 

wet  when  he  turned  to  him. 

"I've  long,  always  wished  for  this!"  said  the  prince,  taking 

Levin  by  the  arm  and  drawing  him  towards  him
self.  "Even 

when  this  little  feather-head  fancied     ..."
 

<  <  Papa ! ' '  shrieked  Kitty,  and  shut  his  mouth  with  her  hands. 

"Well,  I  won't!"  he  said.    "I'm  very,  very    .    .    .    plea 

.    .    .    Oh,  what  a  fool  I  am    ..." 

He  embraced  Kitty,  kissed  her  face,  her  hand, 
 her  face 

again,  and  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  over  her. 

And  there  came  over  Levin  a  new  feeling  of  l
ove  for  this 

man,  till  then  so  little  known  to  him,  when  he  s
aw  how  slowly 

and  tenderly  Kitty  kissed  his  muscular  han
d. 

CHAPTER  XVI 

The  princess  sat  in  her  armchair,  sile
nt  and  smiling;  the 

prince  sat  down  beside  her.  Kitty  stood
  by  her  father  s  chair, 

still  holding  his  hand.    All  were  sile
nt. 

The  princess  was  the  first  to  put  everyt
hing  into  words  and 

to  translate  all  thoughts  and  feelings
  into  practical  questions. 

And  all  equally  felt  this  strange  a
nd  painful  for  the  nisi 

"-men  is  it  to  be*  We  must  have  t
he  benediction .and 

announcement.  And  when 's  the  w
edding  to  be?  What  do 

you  think,  Alexander  t "  t t ,    , 

"Here  he  is,"  said  the  old  prince,  p
ointing  to  Levm- 

the  principal  person  in  the  matter. " 
 ^ 

<  <  When  1 » '  said  Levin  blushing.         1  o-moi  row  •_ 

me,  I  should  say,  the  ben
ediction  to-day  and  the  w

edding 

to-morrow. ' ' 
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Come,  n:on  cher,  that  'a  nonsense ! " 
' '  Well,  in  ia  week. ' ' 
"He's  quite  mad." 
"  No,  why  so?" 

,t  l^!!'  T'^l  W°rd '  "  said  the  mother>  smiling>  delighted at  this  haste.    "How  about  the  trousseau?" 
"Will  there  really  be  a  trousseau  and  all  that?"  Levin thought  with  horror.  "But  can  the  trousseau  and  the  bene- diction  and  all  that-can  it  spoil  my  happiness?  Nothing 

can  spoil  it!"  He  glanced  at  Kitty,  and  noticed  that  she was  not  in  the  least,  not  in  the  very  least,  disturbed  by  the 

thou  tt  tr°USSeau-    "Then  il  m*st  be  all  right,"  he 

nl'  °\ l  *T  n?thing  about  it;  l  only said  wha*  i  should ike,     he  said  apologetically. 

JoJf11  fik  it,°Ver'  th6n-    The  benediction  and  announce- ment can  take  place  now.    That's  very  well  " 

The  princess  went  up  to  her  husband,  'kissed  him,   and vould  have  gone  away,  but  he  kept  her,  embraced  her,  and tenderly  as  a  young  lover,  kissed  her  several  times,  smiling! irhe  old  people  were  obviously  muddled  for  a  moment,  and I  bd  not  quite  know  whether  it  was  they  who  were  in  love Wjain  or  their  daughter.    When  the  prince  and  the  princess lad  gone,  Levin  went  up  to  his  betrothed  and  took  her  hand ie  was  self-possessed  now  and  could  speak,  and  he  had  a beat  deal  he  wanted  to  tell  her.    But  he  said  not  at  all  what I  e  nad  to  say. 

"How  I  knew  it  would  be  so!  I  never  hoped  for  it:  and let  m  my  heart  I  was  always  sure, ' '  he  said.  ' 'T  hPlWQ  *w 
fc-ffias  ordaiufid. " 

"And  I!"  she  said.  "Even  when  ..."  She  stopped nd  went  on  again  looking  at  him  resolutely  with  her  truthful 

Q  ™T,       \   thxUSt  fr°m  me  my  haPP™ss.    I  always >ved  you  alone,  but  I  was  carried  away.    I  ought  to  tell ou     •     •     .     Can  you  forgive  it?" 

"Perhaps  it  was  for  the  best.    You  will  have  to  forgive ke  so  much.    I  ought  to  tell  you    ..."  g 
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This  was  one  of  the  things  he  had  meant  to  spe
ak  about. 

He  had  resolved  from  the  first  to  tell  her  two
  hmgs-that 

he  was  not  chaste  as  she  was,  and  that  he  was  no
t  a  believer 

It  was  agonizing,  but  he  considered  he  ought  to  t
ell  her  both 

these  facts. 

' '  No,  not  now,  later ! ' '  he  said. 

'  'Very  well,  later,  but  you  must  certainly  tell  me.     I  m  not 

afraid  of  anything.     I  want  to  know  everything.     Now  
it  is 

settled. ' ' 

He  added : ' '  Settled  that  you'll  take  me  whatever  I  may  be-^ 

you  won't  give  me  up?     Yes?" 

"Yes,  yes."  . '  . 
Their  conversation  was  interrupted  by  Mademoiselle  Lm

on, 

who  with  an  affected  but  tender  smile  came  to  con
gratulate 

her  favorite  pupil.     Before  she  had  gone,  the  serva
nts  came 

in  with  their  congratulations.     Then  relations  arr
ived,  and 

there  began  that  state  of  blissful  absurdity  from  
which  Levin 

did  not  emerge  till  the  day  after  his  wedding.     Levin  was
  m  a 

continual  state  of  awkwardness  and  discomfort, 
 but  the  in- 

tensity of  his  happiness  went  on  all  the  while  increasing.    
 He 

felt  continually  that  a  great  deal  was  being  ex
pected  of  him- 

what  he  did  not  know ;  and  he  did  everything  he  was  told,  and 

it  all  gave  him  happiness.     He  had  thought  
his  engagement 

would  have  nothing  about  it  like  others,  th
at  the  ordinary 

conditions  of  engaged  couples  would  spoil  hi
s  special  happi- 

ness; but  it  ended  in  his  doing  exactly  as  other  peo
ple  did, 

and  his  happiness  being  only  increased  there
by  and  becoming 

more  and  more  special,  more  and  more  unlik
e  anything  that 

had  ever  happened.  .  . 

-Now  we  shall  have  sweetmeats  to  eat,"  said 
 Mademoiselle 

Linon— and  Levin  drove  off  to  buy  sweetmeats. 

"Well,  I'm  very  glad,"  said  Sviazhsky.  "I  advise  yo
u  to 

get  the  bouquets  from  Fomin  's. " 
<  *  Oh,  are  they  wanted  ? ' '    And  he  drove  to  Fomin  s. 

His  brother  offered  to  lend  him  money,  as  he  would
  have  s<> 

many  expenses,  presents  to  give.     ...  f 

"Oh,  are  presents  wanted?"    And  he  galloped  to  Fo
ulde  s. 
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And  at  the  confectioner's,  and  at  Fomin's,  and  at  Foulde's 
he  saw  that  he  was  expected;  that  they  were  pleased  to  see  him, 
and  prided  themselves  on  his  happiness,  just  as  every  one 
whom  he  had  to  do  with  during  those  days.  What  was  extra- 

ordinary was  that  every  one  not  only  liked  him,  but  even 
people  previously  unsympathetic,  cold,  and  callous,  were 
enthusiastic  over  him,  gave  way  to  him  in  everything,  treated 
his  feeling  with  tenderness  and  delicacy,  and  shared  his  con- 

viction that  he  was  the  happiest  man  in  the  world  because  his 
betrothed  was  beyond  perfection.  Kitty  too  felt  the  same 
thing.  When  Countess  Nordston  ventured  to  hint  that  she 
had  hoped  for  something  better,  Kitty  was  so  angry  and 
proved  so  conclusively  that  nothing  in  the  world  could  be 
better  than  Levin,  that  Countess  Nordston  had  to  admit  it, 
and  inTQttyVpresence  never  met  Levin  without  a  smile  of ecstatic  admiration. 

The  confession  he  had  promised  was  the  one  painful  incident 
of  this  time.     He  consulted  the  old  prince,  and  with  his  sanc- 

tion gave  Kitty  his  diary,  in  which  there  was  written  the 
confession  that  tortured  him.     He  had  written  this  diary  at 
;he  time  with  a  view  to  his  future  wife.     Two  things  caused 
him  anguish:  his  lack  of  purity  and  his  lack  of. faith.     His 
confession  of  unbelief  passed  unnoticed.     She  was  religious 
had  never  doubted  the  truths  of  religion,  but  his  external 
unbelief  did  not  affect  her  in  the  least.     Through  love  she 
knew  all  his  soul,  and  in  his  soul  she  saw  what  she  wanted, 
and  that  such  a  state  of  soul  should  be  called  unbelieving  was 
to  her  a  matter  of  no  account,     The  other  confession  set  her seeping  bitterly. 

Levin,  not  without  an  inner  struggle,  handed  her  his  diaryT 
tie  knew  that  between  him  and  her  there  could  not  be,  and 
should  not  be,  secrets,  and  so  he  had  decided  that  so  it  must  be. 
But  he  had  not  realized  what  an  effect  it  would  have  on  her 
ie  had  not  put  himself  in  her  place.     It  was  only  when  the 
ame  evening  he  came  to  their  house  before  the  theatre,  went 
nto  her  room  and  saw  her  tear-stained,  pitiful,  sweet  face 
mserable  with  suffering  he  had  caused  and  nothing  could 
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undo  he  felt  the  abyss  that  separated  his  shameful  
past  from 

her  dovelike  purity,  and  was  appalled  at  what  he  
had  done. 

"Take  them,  take  these  dreadful  books!"  she  said,  pus
hing 

away  the  note-books  lying  before  her  on  the  ta
ble.  ''Why  did 

you  give  them  me?  No,  it  was  better  anyway,'
  she  added, 

touched  by  his  despairing  face.    "But  it's
  awful,  awful! 

His  head  sank,  and  he  was  silent.    He  could  s
ay  nothing. 

"You  can't  forgive  me,"  he  whispered. 

' '  Yes  I  forgive  you ;  but  it 's  terrible ! " 

But  his  happiness  was  so  immense  that  this
  confession  did 

not  shatter  it,  it  only  added  another  shade  to  i
t.  She  forgave 

him-  but  from  that  time  more  than  ever  he  cons
idered  himself 

unworthy  of  her,  morally  bowed  down  lowe
r  than  ever  before 

her  and  prized  more  highly  than  ever  his  
undeserved  happi- 

ness. 

CHAPTER  XVII 

Unconsciously  going  over  in  his  mem
ory  the  conversations 

that  had  taken  place  during  and  after 
 dinner,  Alexey  A  exan- 

drovitch  returned  to  his  solitary 
 room.  Darya  Alexan- 

dria's words  about  forgiveness  had  aroused  in
  him  nothing 

but  annoyance.  The  applicability  or
  non-applicability  of  the 

ChriTan precept  to  his  own  case  was
  too  difficult  a  question 

to  be  discussed  lightly,  and  this  questio
n  had  long  ago  been  an- 

swercd  by  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  in  th
e  negative.  Of  all _  that 

had  been  said,  what  stuck  most  in  hi
s  memory  was  the  phrase 

of  stupid,  good-natured  Torovtsin-"  AM  "«  ""£££ 

Called  Urn  out  and  snot  Urn!"  E
very  one ,  had  apparen  ly 

shared  this  feeling,  though  from  polit
eness  thej  had  not  <j 

^"Rntrte  matter  is  settled,  it's  u
seless  thinking  about  it," 
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corted  him  where  his  man  was.  The  porter  said  that  the  ma^ 
had  only  just  gone  out.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  ordered  tea 
to  be  sent  him,  sat  down  to  the  table,  and  taking  the  guide- 

book, began  considering  the  route  of  his  journey. 
'Two  telegrams,"  said  his  manservant,  coming  into  the 

room.  "I  beg  your  pardon,  your  excellency;  I'd  only  just that  minute  gone  out." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  took  the  telegrams  and  opened  them. 

The  first  telegram  was  the  announcement  of  Stremov  's  appoint- 
ment to  the  very  post  Karenina  had  coveted.  Alexey  Alexan- 

drovitch flung  the  telegram  down,  and  flushing  a  little,  got  up 
and  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the  room.  "Quos  vult  perdcre 
dementat,"  he  said,  meaning  by  quos  the  persons  responsible for  this  appointment.  He  was  not  so  much  annoyed  that  he 
had  not  received  the  post,  that  he  had  been  conspicuously passed  over;  but  it  was  incomprehensible,  amazing  to  him  that 
they  did  not  see  that  the  wordy  phrase-monger  Stremov  was 
the  last  man  fit  for  it.  How  could  they  fail  to  see  how  thev were  ruining  themselves,  lowering  their  prestige  by  this  ap- pointment ?  .1 

"Something  else  in  the  same  line,"  he  said  to  himself  bit- terly opening  the  second  telegram.     The  telegram  was  from 

fit7A       ̂   namt'  I'1"611  in  Wue  penci1'  ' '  Anna> ' '  ™»  the 
Jo  i    o  ™  rf,!  hjS  6ye-     "l  am  d^  l  ̂  I  ™Plore vou  to  come.     I  shall  die  easier  with  your  forgiveness,"  he 
Zl      ™  T,v     COntemPtuously-  and  flung  down  the  tele- 
W^    I  ?  WaS  a  tnck  and  a  fraud'  of  that>  he  thought tor  the  first  minute,  there  could  be  no  doubt 

'There  is  no  deceit  she  would  stick  at.  She  was  near  her confinement  Perhaps  it  is  the  confinement.  But  what  can )e  their  aim?  To  legitimize  the  child,  to  compromise  me  and 
prevent  a  divorce,"  he  thought.     "But  something  was  saidln 
uddpT  J"1*!  • '    •    •'•'    He  read  the  telegram  again,  and 
»  a   /.J  -e  ?  Mn  meamng  of  what  was  said  ̂   it  struck  him 
And  if  it  is  true  ?"  he  said  to  himself.    "  If  it  is  true  that n  the  moment  of  agony  and  nearness  to  death  she  is  genuinely .enitent,  and  I,  taking  it  for  a  trick,  refuse  to  go  ?    That  would 
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not  only  be  cruel,  and  every  one  would  blame  me,  b
ut  it  would 

be  stupid  on  my  part."  1 

"Piotr,  call  a  coach;  I  am  going  to  Petersburg,     he  said  to  . 
his  servant. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  decided  that  he  would  go 
 to  Peters- 

burg and  see  his  wife.  If  her  illness  was  a  trick,  he  would  s
ay 

nothing  and  go  away  again.  If  she  were  really  in  da
nger,  and 

wished  to  see  him  before  her  death,  he  would  forgive  he
r  if  he 

found  her  alive,  and  pay  her  the  last  duties  if  he 
 came  too 

All  the  way  he  thought  no  more  of  what  he  ought  to  d
o. 

With  a  sense  of  weariness  and  uncleanness  from  th
e  night 

spent  in  the  train,  in  the  early  fog  of  Petersb
urg  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  drove  through  the  deserted  Nevsky
  and  stared 

straight  before  him,  not  thinking  of  what  was  
awaiting  him 

He  could  not  think  about  it,  because  in  picturing
  what  would 

happen,  he  could  not  drive  away  the  reflection
  that  her  death 

would  at  once  remove  all  the  difficulty  of  his  positio
n.     Bakers, 

closed  shops,  night-cabmen,  porters  sweeping 
 the  pavements 

flashed  past  his  eyes,  and  he  watched  it  all,  t
rying  to  smother 

the  thought  of  what  was  awaiting  him,  and  wha
t  he  dared  not 

hope  for,  and  yet  was  hoping  for.     He  drove
  up  to  the  steps. 

A  sledge  and  a  carriage  with  the  coachman  
asleep  stood  at  the 

entrance.     As  he  went  into  the  entry,  Ale
xey  Alexandrovitch 

as  it  were,  got  out  his  resolution  from  th
e  remotest  corner  of 

his  brain,  and  mastered  it  thoroughly.     Its  meani
ng  ran :     If 

it's  a  trick,  then  calm  contempt  and  departure.    
 If  truth,  do 

what  is  proper. ' '  .   1 

The  porter  opened  the  door  before  Al
exey  Alexandrovitcn 

rang.  The  porter,  Kapitonitch,  looked  que
er  m  an  old  coat, 

without  a  tie,  and  in  slippers. 

' l  How  is  your  mistress  ?  " 

"A  successful  confinement  yesterday." 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  stopped  short  and  t
urned  white,  lie 

felt   distinctly  now  how  intensely  he  had  lo
nged  for   nei 

death. 

''And  how  is  she?" 
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Komey  in  his  morning  apron  ran  down-stairs. 

'Very  ill,"  he  answered.     "There  was  a  consultation  yes- 
terday, and  the  doctor 's  here  now. ' ' 

"Take  my  things, "  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  feeling some  relief  at  the  news  that  there  was  still  hope  of  her  death, he  went  into  the  hall. 

On  the  hatstand  there  was  a  military  •  overcoat.  Alexey Alexandrovitch  noticed  it  and  asked : 
"Who  is  here?" 

"The  doctor,  the  midwife,  and  Count  Vronsky." Alexey  Alexandrovitch  went  into  the  inner  rooms. 
In  the  drawing-room  there  was  no  one ;  at  the  sound  of  his 

steps  there  came  out  of  her  boudoir  the  midwife  in  a  cap  with lilac  ribbons. 

She  went  up  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  with  the  famili- 
arity given  by  the  approach  of  death  took  him  by  the  arm  and 

drew  him  towards  the  bedroom. 

"Thank  God  you've  come!  She  keeps  on  about  you  and nothing  but  you,"  she  said. 

"Make  haste  with  the  ice!"  the  doctor's  peremptory  voice said  from  the  bedroom. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  went  into  her  boudoir. 
^  At  the  table,  sitting  sideways  in  a  low  chair,  was  Vronsky, 

his  face  hidden  in  his  hands,  weeping.  He  jumped  up  at  the 
doctor's  voice,  took  his  hands  from  his  face,  and  saw  Alexey Alexandrovitch.  Seeing  the  husband,  he  was  so  overwhelmed 
that  he  sat  down  again,  drawing  his  head  down  to  his 
shoulders,  as  if  he  wanted  to  disappear;  but  he  made  an  effort over  himself,  got  up  and  said: 

"She  is  dying.  The  doctors  say  there  is  no  hope.  I  am entirely  in  your  power,  only  let  me  be  here  .  .  .  though  I am  at  your  disposal.     I     .     .     ," 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  seeing  Vronsky 's  tears,  felt  a  rush 

of  that  nervous  emotion  always  produced  in  him  by  the  sight  of 
other  people's  sufferings,  and  turning  away  his  face,  he  moved hurriedly  to  the  door,  without  hearing  the  rest  of  his  words. 
From  the  bedroom  came  the  sound  of  Anna's  voice  saying 
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something.  Her  voice  was  lively,  eager,  with  exceedingly  dis- 

tinct intonations.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  went  into  the  bed- 

room, and  went  up  to  the  bed.  She  was  lying  turned  with 

her  face  towards  him.  Her  cheeks  were  flushed  crimson,  her 

eyes  glittered,  her  little  white  hands  thrust  out  from  the
 

sleeves  of  her  dressing-gown  were  playing  with  the  quilt,  twist- 

ing it  about.  It  seemed  as  though  she  were  not  only  well  and 

blooming,  but  in  the  happiest  frame  of  mind.  She  was  talki
ng 

rapidly,  musically,  and  with  exceptionally  correct  art
iculation 

and  expressive  intonation. 

"For  Alexey— I  am  speaking  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 

(what  a  strange  and  awful  thing  that  both  are  Alexey,
  isn't 

it  9 )  —Alexey  would  not  refuse  me.  I  should  forget,  he  would 

forgive.  ...  But  why  doesn't  he  come?  He's  so  
good, 

he  doesn't  know  himself  how  good  he  is.  Ah,  my  God,  what 

agony!  Give  me  some  water,  quick!  Oh,  that  will  
be  bad 

for  her  my  little  girl !  Oh,  very  well  then,  give  her  to  a 
 nurse. 

Yes,  I  agree,  it's  better  in  fact.  He'll  be  coming ;  it  will  hurt 

him  to  see  her.     Give  her  to  the  nurse. " 

"Anna  Arkadyevna,  he  has  come.  Here  he  is!"  said
  the 

midwife,  trying  to  attract  her  attention  to  Ale
xey  Alexandro- 

vitch. . 

"Oh  what  nonsense!"  Anna  went  on,  not  seeing  h
er  hus- 

band. '"No,  give  her  to  me;  give  me  my  little  one!  He  has 

not  come  yet.  You  say  he  won 't  forgive  me,  because  you  don  t 

know  him.  No  one  knows  him.  I  'm  the  only  o
ne,  and  it  was 

hard  for  me  even.  His  eyes  I  ought  to  kn
ow-Seryozha  has 

just  the  same  eyes-and  I  can't  bear  to  see  
them  because  of  it 

Has  Seryozha  had  his  dinner?  I  know  e
very  one  will  forget 

him  He  would  not  forget.  Seryozha  m
ust  be  moved  into 

the  corner  room,  and  Mariette  must  be 
 asked  to  sleep  with 

him  " 

All  of  a  sudden  she  shrank  hack,  was 
 silent;  and  in  terror 

as  though  expecting  a  blow,  as  thou
gh  to  defend  herself,  she 

raised  her  hands  to  her  face.    She  h
ad  seen  her  husband. 

-No,  no!"  she  began.    "I  am  not  afrai
d  of  him    I  am 

afraid  of  death.     Alexey,  come  
here.    I  am  m  a  huny,  be- 
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cause  I've  no  time,  I've  not  long  left  to  live;~"the  fever  will begin  directly  and  I  shall  understand  nothing  more.  Now  I 
understand,  I  understand  it  all,  I  see  it  all!" 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  wrinkled  face  wore  an  expression 
of  agony;  he  took  her  by  the  hand  and  tried  to  say  something, 
but  he  could  not  utter  it ;  his  lower  lip  quivered,  but  he  still 
went  on  struggling  with  his  emotion,  and  only  now  and  then 
glanced  at  her.  And  each  time  he  glanced  at  her,  he  saw  her 
eyes  gazing  at  him  with  such  passionate  and  triumphant tenderness  as  he  had  never  seen  in  them. 

'Wait  a  minute,  you  don't  know     .     .     .     stay  a  little, 
stay!     .     .     ."     She  stopped,  as  though  collecting  her  ideas.' 
"Yes,"  she  began;  "yes,  yes,  yes.     This  is  what  I  wanted  to say.     Don't  be  surprised  at  me.     I'm  still  the  same 
But  there- is  another  woman  in  me,  I  'm  afraid  of  her :  she  loved   \ that  man,  and  I  tried  to  hate  you,  and  could  not  forget  about 
her  that  used  to  be.     I'm  not  that  woman.     Now  I'm  my  real 
self,  all  myself.     I'm  dying  now,  I  know  I  shall  die,  ask  him      *£ Even  now  I  feel— see  here,  the  weights  on  my  feet,  on  my    X 
hands,  on  my  fingers.     My  fingers— see  how  huge  they  are'     tW 
But  this  will  soon  all  be  over     .     .    ̂     Only  one  thing  I  want  •     ( 
forgive  me,  forgive  me  quite.     I  'm  terrible,  but  my  nurse  used to  tell  me;  the  holy  martyr— what  was  her  name?     She  was 
worse     And  I'll  go  to  Rome;  there's  a  wilderness,  and  there 1  shall  be  no  trouble  to  any  one,  only  I'll  take  Seryozha  and 
the  little  one     .     .     .     No,  you  can't  forgive  me!    I  know  it 
3ant  be  forgiven!     No,  no,  go  away,  you're  too  good!"    She 
leld  his  hand  m  one  burning  hand,  while  she  pushed  him iway  with  the  other. 

The  nervous  agitation  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  kept  in- 
creasing, and  had  by  now  reached  such  a  point  that  he  ceased 

:o  struggle  with  it.  He  suddenly  felt  that  what  he  had  re- 
?arded  as  nervous  agitation  was  on  the  contrary  a  blissful 
spiritual  condition  that  gave  him  all  at  once  a  new  happiness ie  had  never  known.  He  did  not  think  that  the  Christian  law 
hat  he  had  been  all  his  life  trying  to  follow,  enjoined  on  him 
o  forgive  and  love  his  enemies;  but  a  glad  feeling  of  love  and 



526  ANNA  KARENINA   

forgiveness  for  his  enemies  filled  his  heart.    
He  knelt  down 

and  laying  his  head  in  the  curve  of  her  arm, 
 which  burned 

him  as  with  fire  through  the  sleeve,  he  sobbed 
 like  a  little 

child.    She  put  her  arm  around  his  head,  moved  t
owards  him, 

and  with  defiant  pride  lifted  up  her  eyes. 

"That  is  he.  I  knew  him!  Now,  forgive  me,  every  one, 

forgive  me !  .  .  .  They  '  ve  come  again ;  why  don 
't  they  go 

away«     -     .     -     Oh,  take  these  cloaks  off  me!" 

The  doctor  unloosed  her  hands,  carefully  laying  her
  on  the 

pillow  and  covered  her  up  to  the  shoulders.  
She  lay  back 

submissively,  and  looked  before  her  with  beaming 
 eyes. 

-Remember  one  thing,  that  I  needed  nothing  but  
forgive- 

ness,  and  I  want  nothing  more.  .  .  Why
  doesn  t  /ie 

come  V '  she  said,  turning  to  the  door  towards  Vronsk
y .  Do 

come,  do  come!     Give  him  your  hand." 

Vronsky  came  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  seeing  An
na,  again 

hid  his  face  in  his  hands.  _ 

-Uncover  your  face— look  at  him !  He's  a  saint,
  she  said. 

-Oh'  uncover  your  face,  do  uncover  it!"  she  s
aid  angrily. 

-Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  do  uncover  his  face!     I
  want  to  see 

'Alexey  Alexandrovitch  took  Vronsky 's  hands  an
d  drew 

them  away  from  his  face,  which  was  awful  
with  the  expression 

of  agony  and  shame  upon  it.  ^ 

-Give  him  your  hand.     Forgive  him.' 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  gave  him  his  han
d,  not  attempting 

to  restrain  the  tears  that  streamed  from  his
  eyes. 

-Thank  God,  thank  God!"  she  said,  "now  
everything  is 

ready.  Only  to  stretch  my  legs  a  little. 
 There,  that  s  capital 

How  badly  these  flowers  are  done-not  a  bi
t  like  a  violet,  she 

said,  pointing  to  the  hangings.  "My  G
od,  my  God!  when 

will  it  end?  Give  me  some  morphine.  Doctor
,  give  me  some 

morphine !     Oh,  my  God,  my  God ! ' ' 
And  she  tossed  about  on  the  bed. 

The  doctors  said  that  it  was  puerperal  fever,  an
d  that  it  was 

ninety-nine  chances  in  a  hundred  it  would  end 
 in  death.  1  ne 

whole  day  long  there  was  fever,  delirium, 
 and  unconsciousness. 
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At  midnight  the  patient  lay  without  consciousness,  and  almost 
without  pulse. 

The  end  was  expected  every  minute. 
Vronsky  had  gone  home,  but  in  the  morning  he  came  to 

inquire,  and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  meeting  him  in  the  hall, 

said :  ' '  Better  stay,  she  might  ask  for-  you, ' '  and  himself  led 
lim  to  his  wife 's  boudoir.  Towards  morning  there  was  a  return 
again  of  excitement,  rapid  thought  and  talk,  and  again  it 
nded  in  unconsciousness.  On  the  third  day  it  was  the  same 
;hing,  and  the  doctors  said  there  was  hope.  That  day  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch  went  into  the  boudoir  where  Vronsky  was  sit- 

ing, and  closing  the  door  sat  down  opposite  him. 

"Alexey  Alexandrovitch, ' '  said  Vronsky,   feeling  that  a 
tatement  of  the  position  was  coming,  "I  can't  speak,  I  can't 
understand.     Spare  me !     However  hard  it  is  for  you,  believe 

ne,  it  is  more  terrible  for  me." 
He  would  have  risen ;  but  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  took  him 

>y  the  hand  and  said : 

■ '  I  beg  you  to  hear  me  out ;  it  is  necessary.  I  must  explain 
ny  feelings,  the  feelings  that  have  guided  me  and  will  guide 
he,  so  that  you  may  not  be  in  error  regarding  me.  You  know 

:  had  resolved  on  a  divorce,  and  had  even  begun  to  take  pro- 

eedings.  I  won't  conceal  from  you  that  in  beginning  this  I 
was  in  uncertainty,  I  was  in  misery ;  I  will  confess  that  I  was 
pursued^  by  a  desire  to  revenge  myself  on  you  and  on  her. 

When  I  got  the  telegram,~Tcame  here  with  the  same  feelings ; 
!  will  say  more,  I  longed  for  her  death.  But  .  .  ."  He 
paused,  pondering  whether  to  disclose  or  not  to  disclose  his 

eeling  to  him.  ' '  But  I  sawjier  and  f orgavejher.  And  the 
lappiness  of  forgiveness  has  revealed  to  me  my  duty.  I  for- 

give completely.  I  would  offer  the  other  cheek,  I  would  give 
ny  cloak  if  my  coat  be  taken.  I  pray  to  God  only  not  to  take 

rom  me  the  bliss  of  forgiveness ! ' ' 
Tears  stood  in  his  eyes,  and  the  luminous,  serene  look  in 

hem  impressed  Vronsky. 

'  This  is  my  position :  you  can  trample  me  in  the  mud,  make 
ne  the  laughing-stock  of  the  world,  I  will  not  abandon  her, 
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and  I  will  never  utter  a  word  of  reproach  to  you,"  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch  went  on.  ' '  My  duty  is  clearly  marked  for  me ; 
I  ought  to  be  with  her,  and  I  will  be.  If  she  wishes  to  see  you, 
I  will  let  you  know,  but  now  I  suppose  it  would  be  better  for 

you  to  go  away. ' ' 
He  got  up,  and  sobs  cut  short  his  words.  Vronsky  too  was 

getting  up,  and  in  a  stooping,  not  yet  erect  posture,  looked  up 
at  him  from  under  his  brows.  He  did  not  understand  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch 's  feeling,  but  he  felt  that  it^was]s^ething 
higher  and  py^1  nnatta.ina.h1p.  for  hin]  with  his  vip.w  nf  life.. 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

After  the  conversation  with  Alexey  Alexandrovitch, 

Vronsky  went  out  on  to  the  steps  of  the  Kareninas'  house  and 
stood  still,  with  difficulty  remembering  where  he  was,  and 

where  he  ought  to  walk  or  drive.  He  felt  disgraced,  humili- 

ated, guilty,  and  deprived  of  all  possibility  of  washing  away 

his  humiliation.  He  felt  thrust  out  of  the  beaten  track  along 

which  he  had  so  proudly  and  lightly  walked  till  then.  .AlLthc 

habits  and  rules  of  his  life  that  had  seemed  so  firm,  had  turned 

out  suddenly  false  and  inapplicable.  The  betrayed  husband, 

who  had  figured  till  that  time  as  a  pitiful  creature,  an  inci- 
dental and  somewhat  ludicrous  obstacle  to  his  happiness,  had 

suddenly  been  summoned  by  her  herself,  elevated  to  atn  awe- 

inspiring  pinnacle,  and  on  the  pinnacle  that  husband  had 

shown  himself,  not  malignant,  not  false,  not  ludicrous,  but 

kind  and  straightforward  and  large.  Vronsky  could  not  but 

feel  this,  and  the  parts  were  suddenly  reversed.  Vronsky  felt 

his  elevation  and  his  own  abasement,  his  truth  and  his  own 

falsehood.  He  felt  that  the  husband  was  magnanimous  even 

in  his  sorrow,  while  he  had  been  base  and  petty  in  his  deceit. 

But  this  sense  of  his  own  humiliation  before  the  man  he  had 

unjustly  despised  made  up  only  a  small  part  of  his  misery. 

He  felt  unutterably  Avretched  now,  for  his  passion  for  Anna, 
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(which  had  seemed  to  him  of  late  to  be  growing  cooler,  now  that 
e  knew  he  had  lost  her  forever,  was  stronger  than  ever  it  had 

been.  He  had  seen  all  of  her  in  her  illness,  had  come  to  know 
ler  very  soul,  and  it  seemed  t.n  him  tl^f  h9l  had  Tiever  Inypr] 
rer  till  then.  And  now  when  he  harl  leaner1  *"  Winw  her,  J&. 
m  her  as  she  should  be  lovedr  he  had  been  hnmiliatPfi  before 

ICC,  and  had  lost  her  forever,  leaving  with  her  nothing  of 
imself  but  a  shameful  memory  Most  terribte  of  all  had  been 
lis  ludicrous,  shameful  position  when  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
lad  pulled  his  hands  away  from  his  humiliated  face.     He 

rtood  on  the  steps  of  the  Kareninas'  house  like  one  distraught, and  did  not  know  what  to  do. 

"A  sledge,  sir?"  asked  the  porter. 
"Yes,  a  sledge." 
On  getting  home,   after   three  sleepless  nights,   Vronsky, 

without  undressing,  lay  down  flat  on  the  sofa,  clasping  his 
lands  and  laying  his  head  on  them.     His  head  was  heavy, 

"mages,  memories,  and  ideas  of  the  strangest  description  fol- owed  one  another  with  extraordinary  rapidity  and  vividness, 
irst  it  was  the  medicine  he  had  poured  out  for  the  patient 

md  spilt  over  the  spoon,  then  the  midwife's  white  hands,  then 
;he  queer  posture  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  on  the  floor )eside  the  bed. 

'  To  sleep !  To  forget ! "  he  said  to  himself  with  the  serene 
onfidence  of  a  healthy  man  that  if  he  is  tired  and  sleepy, -he 
vill  go  to  sleep  at  once.  And  the  same  instant  his  head  did 
'egin  to  feel  drowsy  and  he  began  to  drop  off  into  forgetful- 
ess.  The  waves  of  the  sea  of  unconsciousness  had  begun  to 
fleet  over  his  head,  when  all  at  once— it  was  as  though  a 
iolent  shock  of  electricity  had  passed  over  him.  He  started 
io  that  he  leaped  up  on  the  springs  of  the  sofa,  and  leaning  on 
lis  arms  got  in  a  panic  on  to  his  knees.  His  eyes  were  wide 
>pcn  as  though  he  had  never  been  asleep.  The  heaviness  in 
us  head  and  the  weariness  in  his  limbs  that  he  had  felt  a 
ninute  before  had  suddenly  gone. 

'You  may  trample  me  in  the  mud,"  he  heard  Alexey  Alex- 
ndrovitch's  words  and  saw  him  standing  before  him,  and 
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saw  Anna's  face  with  its  burning  flush  and  glittering  eyes, 

gazing  with  love  and  tenderness  not  at  him  but  at  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch ;  he  saw  his  own,  as  he  fancied,  foolish  and 

ludicrous  figure  when  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  took  his  hand! 

away  from  his  face.  He  stretched  out  his  legs  again  and 

flung  himself  on  the  sofa  in  the  same  position  and  shut  his  eyes. 

' '  To  sleep !  To  forget ! "  he  repeated  to  himself.  But  with 

his  eyes  shut  he  saw  more  distinctly  than  ever  Anna's  face  as  it 
had  been  on  the  memorable  evening  before  the  races. 

"That  is  not  and  will  not  be,  and  she  wants  to  wipe  it  out 

of  her  memory.  But  I  cannot  live  without  it.  How  can  we 

be  reconciled?  how  can  we  be  reconciled?"  he  said  aloud,  and 

unconsciously  began  to  repeat  these  words.  This  repetition 

checked  the  rising  up  of  fresh  images  and  memories,  which  he' 
felt  were  thronging  in  his  brain.  But  repeating  words  did  not 

check  his  imagination  for  long.  Again  in  extraordinarily 

rapid  succession  his  best  moments  rose  before  his  mind,  and 

then  his  recent  humiliation.  "Take  away  his  hands, ' '  Anna 's 

voice  says.  He  takes  away  his  hands  and  feels  the  shame- 
struck  and  idiotic  expression  of  his  face. 

He  still  lay  down,  trying  to  sleep,  though  he  felt  there  was 

not  the  smallest  hope  of  it,  and  kept  repeating  stray  words 

from  some  chain  of  thought,  trying  by  this  to  check  the  rising 

flood  of  fresh  images.  He  listened,  and  heard  in  a  strange, 

mad  whisper  words  repeated:  "I  did  not  appreciate  it,  did 

not  make  enough  of  it.     I  did  not  appreciate  it,  did  not  make
 

enough  of  it." 

"What's  this?  Am  I  going  out  of  my  mind?"  he  said  to 

himself.  ' '  Perhaps.  What  makes  men  go  out  of  their  minds ; 

what  makes  men  shoot  themselves?"  he  answered  himself,  an
d 

opening  his  eyes,  he  saw  with  wonder  an  embroidered  
cushion 

beside  him,  worked  by  Varya,  his  brother 's  wife.  He  touched 

the  tassel  of  the  cushion,  and  tried  to  think  of  Varya,  of  when 

he  had  seen  her  last.  But  to  think  of  anything  extraneou
s 

was  an  agonizing  effort.  "  No,  I  must  sleep ! "  He  moved 
 the 

cushion  up,  and  pressed  his  head  into  it,  but  he  had  to  ma
ke 

an  effort  to  keep  his  eyes  shut.     He  jumped  up  and  sat  down. 
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'That's  all  over  for  me,"  he  said  to  himself.  "I  must  think 
rhat  to  do.  What  is  left?"  His  mind  rapidly  ran  through is  life  apart  from  his  love  of  Anna. 

" Ambition?  Serpuhovskoy ?  Society?  The  court?"  He 
ould  not  come  to  a  pause  anywhere.  All  of  it  had  had  mean- 
ng  before,  but  now  there  was  no  reality  in  it.  He  got  up 
rom  the  sofa,  took  off  his  coat,  undid  his  belt,  and  uncovering 
lis  hairy  chest  to  breathe  more  freely,  walked  up  and  down 

he  room.  ' '  This  is  how  people  go  mad, ' '  he  repeated,  ' '  and 
ow  they  shoot  themselves  ...  to  escape  humiliation," 
e  added  slowly. 

He  went  to  the  door  and  closed  it,  then  with  fixed  eyes 
nd  clenched  teeth  he  went  up  to  the  table,  took  a  revolver, 

ooked  round"  him,  turned  it  to  a  loaded  barrel,  and  sank  into hought.  For  two  minutes,  his  head  bent  forward  with  an 
xpression  of  an  intense  effort  of  thought,  he  stood  with  the 
evolver  in  his  hand,  motionless,  thinking. 

Of  course, ' '  he  said  to  himself,  as  though  a  logical,  continu- 
us,  and  clear  chain  of  reasoning  had  brought  him  to  an  in- 

ubitable  conclusion.  In  reality  this  ' '  of  course, ' '  that  seemed 
onvincing  to  him,  was  simply  the  result  of  exactly  the  same 
ircle  of  memories  and  images  through  which  he  had  passed 
en  times  already  during  the  last  hour — memories  of  happiness 
ost  forever.  There  was  the  same  conception  of  the  senseless- 
ess  of  everything  to  come  in  life,  the  same  consciousness  of 
umiliation.  Even  the  sequence  of  these  images  and  emotions 
vas  the  same. 

Of  course,"  he  repeated,  when  for  the  third  time  his 
hought  passed  again  round  the  same  spellbound  circle  of 
nemories  and  images,  and  pulling  the  revolver  to  the  left  side 
f  his  chest,  and  clutching  it  vigorously  with  his  whole  hand, 
s  it  were  squeezing  it  in  his  fist,  he  pulled  the  trigger.  He  did 
ot  hear  the  sound  of  the  shot,  but  a  violent  blow  on  his  chest 
ent  him  reeling.  He  tried  to  clutch  at  the  edge  of  the  table, 
Iropped  the  revolver,  staggered,  and  sat  down  on  the  ground, 
ooking  about  him  in  astonishment.  He  did  not  recognize  his 
oom,  looking  up  from  the  ground,  at  the  bent  legs  of  the  table, 
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at  the  wastepaper-basket,  and  the  tiger-skin  rug.    The  hurried, 

creaking  steps  of  his  servant  coming  through  the  drawing-  , 

room  brought  him  to  his  senses.    He  made  an  effort  at  thought, 

and  was  aware  that  he  was  on  the  floor;  and  seeing  blood  on 

the  tiger-skin  rug  and  on  his  arm,  he  knew  he  had  shot  hinv 
self. 

"Idiotic!     Missed !"  he  said,  fumbling  after  the  revolver.  f 

The  revolver  was  close  beside  him— he  sought  further  off.  ,] 

Still  feeling  for  it,  he  stretched  out  to  the  other  side,  and  nJ 

being  strong  enough  to  keep  his  balance,  fell  over,  streaming 
with  blood. 

The  elegant,  whiskered  manservant,  who  used  to  be  con- 

tinually complaining  to  his  acquaintances  of  the  delicacy  <T 

his  nerves,  was  so  panic-stricken  on  seeing  his  master  lying  on 

the  floor,  that  he  left  him  losing  blood  while  he  ran  for 

assistance.  An  hour  later  Varya,  his  brother's  wife,  had  ar- 

rived, and  with  the  assistance  of  three  doctors,  whom  she  had 

sent  for  in  all  directions,  and  who  all  appeared  at  the  same 

moment,  she  got  the  wounded  man  to  bed,  and  remained  t
o 

nurse  him. 

CHAPTER  XIX 

The  mistake  made  by  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  in  that,  
when 

preparing  for  seeing  his  wife,  he  had  overlooked  the
  possibility 

that  her  repentance  might  be  sincere,  and  he  might 
 forgive 

her,  and  she  might  not  die— this  mistake  was  
two  months 

after  his  return  from  Moscow  brought  home  to  him  m
  all 

its  significance.  But  the  mistake  made  by  him  had 
 arisen  not 

simply  from  his  having  overlooked  that  contingen
cy,  but  also 

from  the  fact  that  until  that  day  of  his  inte
rview  with  his 

dying  wife,  he  had  not  known  his  own  hear
t.  At  his  sicK 

wife's  bedside  he  had  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  
given  way 

to  that  feeling  of  sympathetic  suffering  always  roused 
 in  h| 

by  the  sufferings  of  others,  and  hitherto  lo
oked  on  by  him 
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vith  shame  as  a  harmful  weakness.  And  pity  for  her,  and  re- 
norse  for  having  desired  her  death,  and  most  of  all,  the  joy 
if  forgiveness,  made  him  at  once  conscious,  not  simply  of  the 
•elief  of  his  own  sufferings,  but  of  a  spiritual  peace  he  had 
lever  experienced  before.  He  suddenly  felt  that  the  very 
hing  that  was  the  source  of  his  sufferings  had  become  the 
ource  of  his  spiritual  joy;  that  what  had  seemed  insoluble 
vhile  he  was  judging,  blaming,  and  hating,  had  become  clear 
nd  simple  when  he  forgave  and  loved. 

He  forgave  his  wife  and  pitied  her  for  her  sufferings  and~Ker 
•emorse.    He  forgave  Vronsky,  and  pitied  him,  especially  af te 
•eports  reached  him  of  his  despairing  action.     He  felt  mor 
or  his  son  than  before.     And  he  blamed  himself  now  for  hav 
ng  taken  too  little  interest  in  him.    But  for  the  little  new-born 
>aby  he  felt  a  quite  peculiar  sentiment,  not  of  pity  only,  but 
f  tenderness.     At  first,  from  a  feeling  of  compassion  alone, 
ie  had  been  interested  in  the  delicate  little  creature,  who  was 
lot  his  child,  and  who  was  cast  on  one  side  during  her  mother 's 
llness,  and  would  certainly  have  died  if  he  had  not  troubled, 
bout  her,  and  he  did  not  himself  observe  how  fond  he  became) 
f  her.     He  would  go  into  the  nursery  several  times  a  day, 
ind  sit  there  for  a  long  while,  so  that  the  nurses,  who  were 
I  first  afraid  of  him,  got  quite  used  to  his  presence.     Some- 
imes  for  half  an  hour  at  a  stretch  he  would  sit  silently  gazing 
t  the  saffron-red,  downy,  wrinkled  face  of  the  sleeping  baby, 
patching  the  movements  of  the  frowning  brows,  and  the  fat 

'ttle  hands,  with  clenched  fingers,  that  rubbed  the  little  eyes nd  nose.    At  such  moments  particularly  Alexey  Alexandro- 
itch  had  a  sense  of  perfect  peace  and  inward  harmony,  and 
aw  nothing  extraordinary  in  his  position,  nothing  that  ought 
o  be  changed. 

But  as  time  went  on,  he  saw  more  and  more  distinctly  that 
owever  natural  the  position  now  seemed  to  him,  he  would  not 
3ng  be  allowed  to  remain  in  it.     He  felt  that  besides  the 
lessed  spiritual  force  controlling  his  soul,  there  was  another,  a 
rutal  force,  as  powerful,  or  more  powerful,  which  controlled 
is  life,  and  that  this  force  would  not  allow  him  that  humble 
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-as 

IK 

peace  he  longed  for.    He  felt  that  every  one  was  looking  at  hup  p 

with  inquiring  wonder,  that  he  was  not  understood,  and  thl 

something  was  expected  of  him.    Above  all,  he  felt  the  instJ 

bility  and  unnaturalness  of  his  relations  with  his  wife.  ^ 

When  the  softening  effect  of  the  near  approach  of  death 

had  passed  away,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  began  to  notice  thai 

Anna  was  afraid  of  him,  ill  at  ease  with  him,  and  could  not 

look  him  straight  in  the  face.  She  seemed  to  be  wanting,  and 

not  daring,  to  tell  him  something;  and  as  though  foreseeing 

their  present  relations  could  not  continue,  she  seemed  to  bt 

expecting  something  from  him. 

Towards  the  end  of  February  it  happened  that  Anna's  baby 
daughter,  who  had  been  named  Anna  too,  fell  ill.  Alexej 
Alexandrovitch  was  in  the  nursery  in  the  morning,  and  leav 

ing  orders  for  the  doctor  to  be  sent  for,  he  went  to  his  office 

On  finishing  his  work,  he  returned  home  at  four.  Going  ini 

the  hall  he  saw  a  handsome  groom,  in  a  braided  livery  and  s 

bear  fur  cape,  holding  a  white  fur  cloak. 

"Who  is  here?"  asked  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 

"Princess  Elizaveta  Federovna  Tverskoy,"  the  groom  an^ 
swered,    and   it   seemed   to   Alexey   Alexandrovitch   that  1 
grinned.  ! 

During  all  this  difficult  time  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had 

noticed  that  his  worldly  acquaintances,  especially  women,  toot 

a  peculiar  interest  in  him  and  his  wife.  All  these  acquaint- 
ances he  observed  with  difficulty  concealing  their  mirth  al 

something;  the  same  mirth  that  he  had  perceived  in  the  law- 

yer's eyes,  and  just  now  in  the  eyes  of  this  groom.  Eve! 

one  seemed,  somehow,  hugely  delighted,  as  though  they  hac 

just  been  at  a  wedding.  When  they  met  him,  with  ill-disguised 

enjoyment  they  inquired  after  his  wife's  health.  The  presence 

of  Princess  Tverskoy  was  unpleasant  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitcl 

from  the  memories  associated  with  her,  and  also  because  h( 

disliked  her,  and  he  went  straight  to  the  nursery.  In  the  day- 

nursery  Seryozha,  leaning  on  the  table  with  his  legs  on  a  chair 

was  drawing  and  chatting  away  merrily.  The  English  gov- 

erness, who  had  during  Anna's  illness  replaced  the  French  one 
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is  sitting  near  the  boy  knitting  a  shawl.    She  hurriedly  got 
,  curtseyed,  and  pulled  Seryozha. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  stroked  his  son 's  hair,  answered  the 
verness  's  inquiries  about  his  wife,  and  asked  what  the  doctor d  said  of  baby. 

'  The  doctor  said  it  was  nothing  serious,  and  he  ordered  a 
,th,  sir." 

"But  she  is  still  in  pain,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  lis- 
ting to  the  baby's  screaming  in  the  next  room. 

I  think  it's  the  wet-nurse,  sir,"  the  Englishwoman  said mly. 

I  What  makes  you  think  so  ? "  he  asked,  stopping  short. 
"It's  just  as  it  was  at  Countess  Paul's,  sir.    They  gave  the 
by  medicine,  and  it  turned  out  that  the  baby  was  simply 
ngry :  the  nurse  had  no  milk,  sir. ' ' 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  pondered,  and  after  standing  still  a 
w  seconds  he  went  in  at  the  other  door.    The  baby  was  lying 
th  its  head  thrown  back,  stiffening  itself  in  the  nurse's  arms, 
Ld  would  not  take  the  plump  breast  offered  it ;  and  it  never 
asecl  screaming  in  spite  of  the  double  hushing  of  the  wet- 
rse  and  the  other  nurse,  who  was  bending  over  her. 

"Still  no  better?"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
"She's  very  restless,"  answered  the  nurse  in  a  whisper. 
'Miss  Edwarde  says  that  perhaps  the  wet-nurse  has  no 
Ik,"  he  said. 

'I  think  so  too,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch." 
'Then  why  didn't  you  say  so?" 
'Who's  one  to  say  it  to?    Anna  Arkadyevna  still  ill    .    .    ." d  the  nurse  discontentedly. 
The  nurse  was  an  old  servant  of  the  family.  And  in  her 

Inple  words  there  seemed  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  an  allu- 
|>n  to  his  position. 
■The  baby  screamed  louder  than  ever,  struggling  and  sob- 
lig.  The  nurse,  with  a  gesture  of  despair,  went  to  it,  took  it 
fcm  the  wet-nurse's  arms,  and  began  walking  up  and  down, ■eking  it. 

''You  must  ask  the  doctor  to  examine  the  wet-nurse,"  said 
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Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  The  smartly  dressed  and  healthy- 

looking  nurse,  frightened  at  the  idea  of  losing  her  place, 

muttered  something  to  herself,  and  covering  her  bosom,  smiled 

contemptuously  at  the  idea  of  doubts  being  cast  on  her  abun- 
dance of  milk.  In  that  smile,  too,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  saw 

a  sneer  at  his  position. 

1 '  Luckless  child ! ' '  said  the  nurse,  hushing  the  baby,  and  still 

walking  up  and  down  with  it. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  sat  down,  and  with  a  despondent 

and  suffering  face  watched  the  nurse  walking  to  and  fro. 

When  the  child  at  last  was  still,  and  had  been  put  in 

deep  bed,  and  the  nurse,  after  smoothing  the  little  pillow,  had 

left  her,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  got  up,  and  walking  awk- 

wardly on  tiptoe,  approached  the  baby.  For  a  minute  he  was 

still,  and  with  the  same  despondent  face  gazed  at  the  baby ;  but 

all  at  once  a  smile,  that  moved  his  hair  and  the  skin  of  his  fore- 

head,  came  out  on  his  face,  and  he  went  as  softly  out  of  the 
room. 

In  the  dining-room  he  rang  the  bell,  and  told  the  servanl 

who  came  in  to  send  again  for  the  doctor.  He  felt  vexed  witr. 

his  wife  for  not  being  anxious  about  this  exquisite  baby,  anc 

in  this  vexed  humor  he  had  no  wish  to  go  to  her ;  he  had  nc 

wish,  either,  to  see  Princess  Betsy.  But  his  wife  might  wondei 

why  he  did  not  go  to  her  as  usual;  and  so,  overcoming  hi* 

disinclination,  he  went  towards  the  bedroom.  As  he  walkec 

over  the  soft  rug  towards  the  door,  he  could  not  help  over 

hearing  a  conversation  he  did  not  want  to  hear. 

"If  he  hadn't  been  going  away,  I  could  have  understooc 

your  answer  and  his  too.  But  your  husband  ought  to  be  abov< 

that,"  Betsy  was  saying.  < 

"It's  not  for  my  husband ;  for  myself  I  don 't  wish  it.    Don 

say  that!"  answered  Anna's  excited  voice. 

"Yes,  but  you  must  care  to  say  good-bye  to  a  man  who  has 

shot  himself  on  your  account     .     .     ." 

"That's  just  why  I  don't  want  to." 
With  a  dismayed  and  guilty  expression,  Alexey  Alexan 

drovitch  stopped  and  would  have  gone  back  unobserved.     Bu 
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jflecting  that  this  would  be  undignified,  he  turned  back  again, 
d  clearing  his  throat,  he  went  up  to  the  bedroom.  The 

Dices  were  silent,  and  he  went  in. 

Anna,  in  a  gray  dressing-gown,  with  a  crop  of  short  clus- 
iring  black  curls  on  her  round  head,  was  sitting  on  a  settee. 
he  eagerness  died  out  of  her  face,  as  it  always  did,  at  the 
:ht  of  her  husband ;  she  dropped  her  head  and  looked  round 

aeasily  at  Betsy.  Betsy,  dressed  in  the  height  of  the  latest 
shion,  in  a  hat  that  towered  somewhere  over  her  head  like 
shade  on  a  lamp,  in  a  blue  dress  with  violet  crossway  stripes 
anting  one  way  on  the  bodice  and  the  other  way  on  the  skirt, 
as  sitting  beside  Anna,  her  tall  flat  figure  held  erect.  Bow- 
g  her  head,  she  greeted  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  with  an 
onical  smile. 

Ah!''  she  said,  as  though  surprised.  "I'm  very  glad 
)u're  at  home.  You  never  put  in  an  appearance  anywhere, 
id  I  haven't  seen  you  ever  since  Anna  has  been  ill.  I  have 
;ard  all  about  it— your  anxiety.  Yes,  you're  a  wonderful 
lsband!"  she  said,  with  a  meaning  and  affable  air,  as  though e  were  bestowing  an  order  of  magnanimity  on  him  for  his nduct  to  his  wife. 

Alexey    Alexandrovitch    bowed    frigidly,    and   kissing   his 
ife  's  hand,  asked  how  she  was. 

Better,  I  think,"  she  said,  avoiding  his  eyes. 
But  you've  rather  a  feverish-looking  color,"  he  said,  laying ress  on  the  word  ' '  feverish. ' ' 

We've  been  talking  too  much,"  said  Betsy.    "I  feel  it's Ifishness  on  my  part,  and  I  am  going  away." 
She  got  up,  but  Anna,  suddenly  flushing,  quickly  caught  at r  hand. 

No,  wait  a  minute,  please.    I  must  tell  you     .     .     .     no, 
m."    She  turned  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  her  neck id  brow  were  suffused  with  crimson.     "I  won't  and  can't 
tap  anything  secret  from  you,"  she  said. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  cracked  his  fingers  and  bowed  his ;ad. 

Betsy's  been  telling  me  that  Count  Vronsky  wants  to  come 
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here  to  say  good-bye  before  his  departure  for  Tashkend. ' '    Sh 
did  not  look  at  her  husband,  and  was  evidently  in  haste  t 

have  everything  out,  however  hard  it  might  be  for  her. 

told  her  I  could  not  receive  him." 

"You  said,  my  dear,  that  it  would  depend  on  Alexey  Alex 

androvitch, ' '  Betsy  corrected  her. 

"Oh,  no,  I  can't  receive  him;  and  what  object  woul 

there  .  .  ."  She  stopped  suddenly,  and  glanced  inquii 

ingly  at  her  husband  (he  did  not  look  at  her).    "In  sh
ort, 

don't  wish  it    .    . '  ."  L 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  advanced  and  would  have  taken  h
e 

hand. 

Her  first  impulse  was  to  jerk  back  her  hand  from  the  d
am 

hand  with  big  swollen  veins  that  sought  hers,  but  with  |t 

obvious  effort  to  control  herself  she  pressed  his  hand. 

"  I  am  very  grateful  to  you  for  your  confidence,  but  . 

he  said  feeling  with  confusion  and  annoyance  tha
t  what  I 

could  decide  easily  and  clearly  by  himself,  he  coul
d  not  discus 

before  Princess  Tverskoy,  who  to  him  stood  for 
 the  mcarnatio 

of  that  brute  force  which  would  inevitably  control
  him  m  ttt 

life  he  led  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  and  hinder  hi
m  from  givm 

way  to  his  feeling  of  love  and  forgiveness.  He
  stopped  shor 

looking  at  Princess  Tverskoy.  m 

"Well,  good-bye,  my  darling,"  said  Betsy,  getting 
 up.  br 

kissed  Anna,  and  went  out.    Alexey  Alex
androvitch  escort* 

lG" Alexey  Alexandrovitch!  I  know  you  are  a  truly  ma{ 

nanimous  man,"  said  Betsy,  stopping  in  the  littl
e  drawinj 

room,  and  with  special  warmth  shaking  
hands  with  him  one 

more!  -I  am  an  outsider,  but  I  so  love  her  an
d  respect  yo 

that  I  venture  to  advise.  Receive  him.  
Alexey  Vronsky 

the  soul  of  honor,  and  he  is  going  away  
to  Tashkend. 

"Thank  you,  princess,  for  your  sympath
y  and  advice.  13 

the  question  of  whether  my  wife  can  or 
 cannot  see  any  one  a. 

must  decide  herself."  vff.tv  ̂  

He  said  this  from  habit,  lifting  his  brows  wi
th  dignity,  «J 

reflected  immediately  that  whatever  h
is  words  might  be,  the 
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puld  be  no  dignity  in  his  position.  And  he  saw  this  by  the 
ippressed,  malicious,  and  ironical  smile  with  which  Betsy 
anced  at  him  after  this  phrase. 

CHAPTER  XX 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  took  leave  of  Betsy  in  the  draw- 
g-room,  and  went  to  his  wife.  She  was  lying  down,  but  hear- 
g  his  steps  she  sat  up  hastily  in  her  former  attitude,  and 
oked  in  a  scared  way  at  him.  He  saw  she  had  been  crying. 

"I  am  very  grateful  for  your  confidence  in  me."  He  re- 
nted gently  in  Russian  the  phrase  he  had  said  in  Betsy's 

esence  in  French,  and  sat  down  beside  her.  When  he  spoke 
her  in  Russian,  using  the  Russian  "thou"  of  intimacy  and 
?ection,  it  was  insufferably  irritating  to  Anna.  "And  I  am 
ry  grateful  for  your  decision.  I,  too,  imagine  that  since  he 
going  away,  there  is  no  sort  of  necessity  for  Count  Vronsky 
come  here.    However,  if     .     .     ." 

"But  I've  said  so  already,  so  why  repeat  it?"  Anna  sud- nly  interrupted  him  with  an  irritation  she  could  not  succeed 

repressing.  "No  sort  of  necessity,"  she  thought,  "for  a 
m  to  come  and  say  good-bye  to  the  woman  he  loves,  for 
10m  he  was  ready  to  ruin  himself,  and  has  ruined  himself, 
d  who  cannot  live  without  him.  No  sort  of  necessity ! ' '  She 
mpressed  her  lips,  and  dropped  her  burning  eyes  to  his 
nds  with  their  swollen  veins.  They  were  rubbing  each 
ler. 

'Let  us  never  speak  of  it, "  she  added  more  calmly. 
'I  have  left  this  question  to  you  to  decide,  and  I  am  very 
id  to  see     .     .     . "  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  beginning. 
"That  my  wish  coincides  with  your  own,"  she  finished 
ickly,  exasperated  at  his  talking  so  slowly  while  she  knew  be- 
ehand  all  he  would  say. 

'Yes,"  he  assented;  "and  Princess  Tverskoy's  interference 
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in  the  most  difficult  private  affairs  is  utterly  uncalled  for.    She 

especially    .    .    ."  •  ''  . 
"I  don't  believe  a  word  of  what's  said- about  her,      sai 

Anna  quickly.    ' '  I  know  she  really  cares  for  me. ' ' 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  sighed  and  said  nothing.  She 

played  nervously  with  the  tassel  of  her  dressing-gown,  
glanc- 

ing at  him  with  that  torturing  sensation  of  physical  repulsioi 

for  which  she  blamed  herself,  though  she  could  not  control  it. 

Her  only  desire  now  was  to  be  rid  of  his  oppressive  presence. 

'  "I  have  just  sent  for  the  doctor,"  said  Alexey  Alexand* vitch. 

"Iam  very  well ;  what  do  I  want  the  doctor  for ? 

"No,  the  little  one  cries,  and  they  say  the  nurse  hasn*| 

enough  milk." 
<  <  Why  didn  't  you  let  me  nurse  her,  when  I  begged  to  t  Any- 

way"  (Alexey  Alexandrovitch  knew  what  was  meant  by  that 

"anyway"),  " she's  a  baby,  and  they're  killing  her."  She 

rang  the  bell  and  ordered  the  baby  to  be  brought  her
.  "1 

begged  to  nurse  her,  I  wasn't  allowed  to,  and  now  
I'm  blamec 

for  it." 
"I  don't  blame     .     .     ." 

"Yes   you  do  blame  me!    My  God!  why  didn  t  I  die! 

And  she  broke  into  sobs.    "Forgive  me,  I'm  nervous,
  I'm  rat 

just,  "she  said,  controlling  herself,  "but  do  go  away     .     .    ¥ 

"No,  it  can't  go  on  like  this,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitc
h  sai 

to  himself  decidedly  as  he  left  his  wife's  room. 

Never  had  the  impossibility  of  his  position  in  th
e  world 

eyes  and  his  wife's  hatred  of  him,  and  altogether  the  mi
ght  • 

that' mysterious  brutal  force  that  guided  his  life  against  1 

spiritual  inclinations,  and  exacted  conformity  with
  its  decree: 

and  change  in  his  attitude  to  his  wife,  been  present
ed  to  hin 

with  such  distinctness  as  that  day.    He  saw  clearly
  that  al 

the  world  and  his  wife  expected  of  him  something, 
 but  wb. 

exactly,  he  could  not  make  out.    He  felt  that  t
his  was  rousin- 

in  his  soul  a  feeling  of  anger  destructive  of  his  peac
e  of  mini 

and  of  all  the  good  of  his  achievement.    He  belie
ved  that  toi 

Anna  herself  it  would  be  better  to  break  off  all 
 relations  wit) 
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'onsky ;  but  if  they  all  thought  this  out  of  the  question,  he 
is  even  ready  to  allow  these  relations  to  be  renewed,  so  long 
the  children  were  not  disgraced,  and  he  was  not  deprived  of 
em  nor  forced  to  change  his  position.  Bad  as  this  might  be, 
was  anyway  better  than  a  rupture,  which  would  put  her  in 
lopeless  and  shameful  position,  and  deprive  him  of  every- 
ing  he  cared  for.  But  he  felt  helpless ;  he  knew  beforehand 
at  every  one  was  against  him,  and  that  he  would  not  be 
owed  to  do  what  seemed  to  him  now  so  natural  and  right, 
t  would  be  forced  to  do  what  was  wrong,  though  it  seemed 
proper  thing  to  them. 

CHAPTER  XXI 

efore  Betsy  had  time  to  walk  out  of  the  drawing-room,  she 
met  in  the  doorway  by  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who  had 

t  come  from  Yeliseev's,  where  a  consignment  of  fresh  oys- 
's  had  been  received. 

'Ah!   princess!   what   a  delightful  meeting !"  he  began. 
've  been  to  see  you. ' ' 
'A  meeting  for  one  minute,  for  I'm  going,' '  said  Betsy, 
iling  and  putting  on  her  glove. 

'Don't  put  on  your  glove  yet,  princess;  let  me  kiss  your 
nd.  There's  nothing  I'm  so  thankful  to  the  revival  of  the 
fashions  for  as  the  kissing  the  hand. ' '    He  kissed  Betsy 's 

ad.    ' '  When  shall  we  see  each  other  ? ' ' 

'You  don't  deserve  it,"  answered  Betsy,  smiling. 
'Oh,  yes,  I  deserve  a  great  deal,  for  I've  become  a  most 
•ious  person.    I  don 't  only  manage  my  own  affairs,  but  other 
Dple  's  too, ' '  he  said,  with  a  significant  expression. 
'Oh,  I'm  so  glad!"  answered  Betsy,  at  once  understanding 
t  he  was  speaking  of  Anna.  And  going  back  into  the  draw- 

room,  they  stood  in  a  corner.     "He's  killing  her,"  said 
tsy  in  a  whisper  full  of  meaning.    "  It 's  impossible,  impos- 



542  ANNA  KAREN  IN  A 

je 

"I'm  so  glad  you  think  so,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitc, 

shaking  his  head  with  a  serious  and  sympathetically  distresse 

expression,  " that's  what  I've  come  to  Petersburg  for." 

"The  whole  town's  talking  of  it,"  she  said.    "It's  an 

possible  position.    She  pines  and  pines  away.    He  doesn't 

derstand  that  she's  one  of  those  women  who  can't  trifle  wi 

their  feelings.     One  of  two  things:  either  let  him  take  h 

away,  act  with  energy,  or  give  her  a  divorce.    This  is  stifli 

her." 
"Yes,  yes     .     .     .    just  so     .     .     ."  Oblonsky  said,  sig 

ing.    ' '  That 's  what  I  've  come  for.    At  least  not  solely  for  th 

...     I've  been  made  a  kammer-herr ;  of  course,  one  has 

say  thank  you.    But  the  chief  thing  was  having  to  settle  this. 

"Well,  God  help  you!"  said  Betsy. 
After  accompanying  Betsy  to  the  outside  hall,  once  mo 

kissing  her  hand  above  the  glove,  at  the  point  where  the  pul 

beats,  and  murmuring  to  her  such  unseemly  nonsense  that  s 

did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  be  angry,  Stepan  Arkadr 

vitch  went  to  his  sister.    He  found  her  in  tears. 

Although  he  happened  to  be  bubbling  over  with  good  spiri 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  immediately  and  quite  naturally  f' 

into  the  sympathetic,  poetically  emotional  tone  which  harir 

nized  with  her  mood.  He  asked  her  how  she  was,  and  how  s 

had  spent  the  morning. 

"Very,  very  miserably.  To-day  and  this  morning  and  i 

past  days  and  days  to  come,"  she  said. 
"I  think  you're  giving  way  to  pessimism.  You  must  rot 

yourself,  you  must  look  life  in  the  face.     I  know  it's  hai but     ..."  I 
"I  have  heard  it  said  that  women  love  men  even  for  th 

vices,"  Anna  began  suddenly,  "but  I  hate  him  for  his  virtu 
I  can't  live  with  him.  Do  you  understand?  the  sight  of  I 

has  a  physical  effect  on  me,  it  makes  me  beside  myself.  I  can 

I  can't  live  with  him.  What  am  I  to  do?  I  have  been  u 

happy,  and  used  to  think  one  couldn't  be  more  unhappy,  t 
the  awful  state  of  things  I  am  going  through  now,  I  coy 

never  have  conceived.     Would  you  believe  it,  that  knowi: 
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e's  a  goad  man,  a  splendid  man,  that  I'm  not  worth  his  little 
«"nger,  still  I  hate  him.    I  hate  him  for  his  generosity.    And 

iere  's  nothing  left  for  me  but     .     .     . ' ' 
She  would  have  said  death,  but  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  would Lot  let  her  finish. 

You  are  ill  and  overwrought,"  he  said;  "believe  me, 
ou're  exaggerating  dreadfully.  There's  nothing  so  terrible 
nit." 
And  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  smiled.  No  one  else  in  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch 's  place,  having  to  do  with  such  despair,  would 
lave  ventured  to  smile  (the  smile  would  have  seemed  brutal)  ; 
•ut  in  his  smile  there  was  so  much  of  sweetness  and  almost 
eminine  tenderness  that  his  smile  did  not  wound,  but  softened 
,nd  soothed.  His  gentle,  soothing  words  and  smiles  were  as 
oothing  and  softening  as  almond  oil.     And  Anna  soon  felt is. 

"No,  Stiva,"  she  said,  "I'm  lost,  lost!  worse  than  lost!  I 
an't  say  yet  that  all  is  over;  on  the  contrary,  I  feel  that  it's 
ot  over.  I'm  an  overstrained  string  that  must  snap.  But 
's  not  ended  yet     .     .     .     and  it  will  have  a  fearful  end. ' ' 
"No  matter,  we  must  let  the  string  be  loosened,  little  by 

ttle.     There's  no  position  from  which  there  is  no  way  of 
scape. ' ' 

"I  have  thought,  and  thought.    Only  one     .     .     ." 
Again  he  knew  from  her  terrified  eyes  that  this  one  way  of 

scape  in  her  thought  was  death,  and  he  would  not  let  her iy  it. 

Not  at  all,"  he  said.    "Listen  to  me.    You  can't  see  your 
wn  position  as  I  can.    Let  me  tell  you  candidly  my  opinion. " 
gain  he  smiled  discreetly  his  almond-oil  smile.    "I'll  begin 
*om  the  beginning.    You  married  a  man  twenty  years  older ian  yourself.     You  married  him  without  love  and  not  know- 
>g  what  love  was.    It  was  a  mistake,  let's  admit." 
lA  fearful  mistake!"  said  Anna. 

But  I  repeat,  it's  an  accomplished  fact.    Then  you  had, us  say,  the  misfortune  to  love  a  man  not  your  husband, 
hat  was  a  misfortune ;  but  that,  too,  is  an  accomplished  fact. 
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And  your  husband  knew  it  and  forgave  it."    He  stopped  a
 

each  sentence,  waiting  for  her  to  object,  but  she  made 
 ni 

answer.     "That's  so.     Now  the  question  is:  can  you  go  on 

living  with  your  husband  !  Do  you  wish  it  t  Does  he  wish  it
  ? 

1 '  I  know  nothing,  nothing. ' '  " 

"But  you  said  yourself  that  you  can't  endure  him. 

"No,  I  didn't  say  so.    I  deny  it.    I  can't  tell,  I  don't  
kno 

anything  about  it." 
"Yes,  but  let    .    \    ." 
"You  can't  understand.    I  feel  I'm  lying  head  downwar 

in  a  sort  of  pit,  but  I  ought  not  to  save  myself.     And  ]
 

can  t    ... 

"Never  mind,  we'll  slip  something  under  and  pull  you  ou 

I  understand  you ;  I  understand  that  you  can't  take  
it  on  you' 

self  to  express  your  wishes,  your  feelings. " 
"There's  nothing,  nothing  I  wish    .    .    .    except  for  it  to  b 

all  over."  I 

"But  he  sees  this  and  knows  it.  And  do  you  suppose  1 

weighs  on  him  any  less  than  on  you?  You're  
wretched,  he. 

wretched,  and  what  good  can  come  of  it?  while
  divorce  wool, 

solve  the  whole  difficulty. ' '  With  some  effort  Stepan  Arkadye 

vitch  brought  out  his  central  idea,  and  looked  s
ignificantly  I 

her 

She  said  nothing,  and  shook  her  cropped 
 head  in  dissen 

But  from  the  look  in  her  face,  that  suddenl
y  brightened  in 

its  old  beauty,  he  saw  that  if  she  did  not  
desire  this,  it  w 

simply  because  it  seemed  to  her  unattaina
ble  happiness 

"  I  'm  awfully  sorry  for  you !  And  how  happy  I  should  be 
 ] 

I  could  arrange  things!"  said  Stepan  Arka
dyevitch  smita 

more  boldly.  "Don't  speak,  don't  say  a  word!
  God  gra, 

only  that  I  may  speak  as  I  feel.    I 'm  going
  to  him. 

Anna  looked  at  him  with  dreamy,  shining  e
yes,  and  s-ai 

nothing. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  with  the  same  somewhat  solemn  ex- 
pression with  which  he  used  to  take  his  presidential  chair  at 

is  board,  walked  into  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  room.  Alexey Llexandrovitch  was  walking  about  his  room  with  his  hands 
ehind  his  back,  thinking  of  just  what  Stepan  Arkadyevitch ad  been  discussing  with  his  wife. 

'I'm  not  interrupting  you?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  on le  sight  of  his  brother-in-law  becoming  suddenly  aware  of  a 
mse  of  embarrassment  unusual  with  him.  To  conceal  this  em- 
arrassment  he  took  out  a  cigarette-case  he  had  just  bought 
lat  opened  in  a  new  way,  and  sniffing  the  leather,  took  a  ciga- ^tte  out  of  it. 

"No.  Do  you  want  anything?"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch iked  without  eagerness. 

"Yes,  I  wished  ...  I  wanted  .  .  .  yes,  I  wanted  to 
ilk  to  you,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  with  surprise  aware :  an  unaccustomed  timidity. 
This  feeling  was  so  unexpected  and  so  strange  that  he  did 
3t  believe  it  was  the  voice  of  conscience  telling  him  that  what 
i  was  meaning  to  do  was  wrong. 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  made  an  effort  and  struggled  with  the nidity  that  had  come  over  him. 

I  hope  you  believe  in  my  love  for  my  sister  and  my  sincere 
Section  and  respect  for  you,"  he  said,  reddening. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  stood  still  and  said  nothing,  but  his 
ce  struck  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  by  its  expression  of  an  unre- 

sting sacrifice. 

I  intended  ...  I  wanted  to  have  a  little  talk  with  you 
wit  my  sister  and  your  mutual  position, "  he  said,  still  strug- ing  with  an  unaccustomed  constraint. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  smiled  mournfully,   looked  at  his 
other-in-law,  and  without  answering  went  up  to  the  table, 
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in lit 

took  from  it  an  unfinished  letter,  and  hande
d  it  to  his  brother- 

^"Tthink  unceasingly  of  the  same  thing.    And  here  is  whd
 

I  had  begun  writing,  thinking  I  could  say  it  bet
ter  by  letter,   k 

and  that  my  presence  irritates  her,"  he  said,  as  he  gave  hi
mjj 

^Stepan  Arkadyevitch  took  the  letter,  looked  wi
th  incredu- 

lous surprise  at  the  lustreless  eyes  fixed  so  immovabl
y  on  luml 

and  began  to  read.  .    .  J 

"I  see  that  my  presence  is  irksome  to  you.    Painful  as
  it  is  j[ 

to  me  to  believe  it,  I  see  that  it  is  so,  and  canno
t  be  other!  | 

wise    I  don't  blame  you,  and  God  is  my  witness  t
hat  on  seeing 

you 'at  the  time  of  your  illness  I  resolved  with  my  whole  hea
rt  » 

to  forget  all  that  had  passed  between  us  and 
 to  begin  a  new* 

life     I  do  not  regret,  and  shall  never  regret,  what
  I  have  done; 

but'l  have  desired  one  thing-your  good,  the  good  of  your  soij 

—and  now  I  see  I  have  not  attained  that.    Tel
l  me  yourself 

what  will  give  you  true  happiness  and  peace  to  yo
ur  soul.    ■ 

put  myself  entirely  in  your  hands,  and  trust  
to  your  feeling  of 

what's  right."  .  ,     , 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  handed  back  the  le
tter,  and  with  the 

same  surprise  continued  looking  at  his
  brother-in-law    not , 

knowing  what  to  say.    This  silence  was  
so  awkward  for  both, 

of   them   that   Stepan   Arkadyevitch 's
  lips  began  twitching, 

nervously,  while  he  still  gazed  without  s
peaking  at  Karemna  I 

^''That's  what  I  wanted  to  say  to  her,"  said  Alexey
  Alexan-j 

drovitch,  turning  away.  .,    ,, 

°  Yes,  yes    .         •"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch
,  not  able  to 

answer  for  the  tears  that  were  choking  
him. 

"Yes  yes,  I  understand  you,"  he  brought
  out  at  last 

"I  want  to  know  what  she  would  like,"  
said  Alexey  Alexaft 

^I^am  afraid  she  does  not  understand  her  ow
n  position 

She  is  not  a  judge,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch
,  recovery 

himself     ' '  She  is  crushed,  simply  crushed  by  your  gen
erositj 

If  she  were  to  read  this  letter,  she  would 
 be  incapable  l> 
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ying  anything,  she  would  only  hang  her  head  lower  than 
rer." 

''Yes,  but  what's  to  be  done  in  that  case?  how  explain,  how d  out  her  wishes?" 

"If  you  will  allow  me  to. give  my  opinion,  I  think  that  it  lies 
ith  you  to  point  out  directly  the  steps  you  consider  necessary 
0  end  the  position. ' ' 

"So  you  consider  it  must  be  ended?"  Alexey  Alexandro- 
itch  interrupted  him.  "But  how?"  he  added,  with  a  gesture 
f  his  hands  before  his  eyes  not  usual  with  him.  "  I  see  110  pos- 
"ble  way  out  of  it. ' ' 
"There  is  some  way  of  getting  out  of  every  position,"  said 

Itepan  Arkadyevitch,  standing  up  and  becoming  more  cheer - 

nl.  "There  was  a  time  when  you  thought  of  breaking  off . .  If  you  are  convinced  now  that  you  cannot  make  each 
ther  happy     .     .     ." 

"Happiness  may  be  variously  understood.  But  suppose  that agree  to  everything,  that  I  want  nothing :  what  way  is  there 
f  getting  out  of  our  position  ? ' ' 

If  you  care  to  know  my  opinion,"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- 
itch  with  the  same  smile  of  softening,  almond-oil  tenderness 
ith  which  he  had  been  talking  to  Anna.  His  kindly  smile  was 
)  winning  that  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  feeling  his  own  weak- 
ess  and  unconsciously  swayed  by  it,  was  ready  to  believe  what 
tepan  Arkadyevitch  was  saying. 

She  will  never  speak  out  about  it.  But  one  thing  is  pos- 
ble,  one  thing  she  might  desire,"  he  went  on,  "that  is  the 
issation  of  your  relations  and  all  memories  associated  with 
lem.  To  my  thinking,  in  your  position  what's  essential  is  the 
ormation  of  a  new  attitude  to  one  another.     And  that  can 
ly  rest  on  a  basis  of  freedom  on  both  sides." 

"Divorce,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  interrupted,  in  a  tone  of version. 

Yes,  I  imagine  that  divorce— yes,  divorce,"  Stepan  Arkad- 
evitch  repeated,  reddening.  "That  is  from  every  point  of 
iew  the  most  rational  course  for  married  people  who  find 
lemselves  in  the  position  you  are  in.    What  can  be  done  if 
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married  peoplefoidTthat  life  is  impossible  for  the
m  together! 

That  may  always  happen. " 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  sighed  heavily  and  closed  his  ey
es. 

" There's  only  one  point  to  be  considered:  is  either  of  the 

parties  desirous  of  forming  new  ties?  If  not,  it  is  ver
y  sim- 

ple," said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  feeling  more  and  more  free
 

from  constraint. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  scowling  with  emotion,  mu
ttere< 

something  to  himself,  and  made  no  answer.    All  tha
t  seema 

so  simple  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  Alexey  Alexan
drovitch  hac 

thought  over  thousands  of  times.     And,  so  far  f
rom  beim 

simple,  it  all  seemed  to  him  utterly  impossible.    D
ivorce,  tb 

details  of  which  he  knew  by  this  time,  seemed  to  him 
 now  oul 

of  the  question,  because  the  sense  of  his  own  dig
nity  and  re- 

spect for  religion  forbade  his  taking  upon  himself  a  f
ictitior 

charge  of  adultery,  and  still  more  suffering  his  w
ife,  pardon! 

and  beloved  by  him,  to  be  caught  in  the  fact  and  p
ut  to  pubW 

shame.    Divorce  appeared  to  him  impossible  als
o  on  other  stil 

more  weighty  grounds.  | 

What  would  become  of  his  son  in  case  of  a 
 divorce/ 

leave  him  with  his  mother  was  out  of  the  question
.     The  di 

vorced  mother  would  have  her  own  illegitima
te  family    n 

which  his  position  as  a  stepson  and  his  educ
ation  would  not 

good.    Keep  him  with  him?     He  knew  tha
t  would  be  an  ac 

of  vengeance  on  his  part,  and  that  he  did  not  
want.    But  ap* 

from  this,  what  more  than  all  made  divorc
e  seem  impossible  I 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was,  that  by  co
nsenting  to  a  divorc 

he  would  be  completely  ruining  Anna.     The 
 saying  of  Da* 

Alexandrovna  at  Moscow,  that  in  deciding  
on  a  divorce  he  w 

thinking  of  himself,  and  not  considering  that  by  this  he
  w  j 

be  ruining  her  irrevocably,  had  sunk  into  his 
 heart     And  ca 

necting  this  saying  with  his  forgiveness  
of  her,  with  his  devc 

tion  to  the  children,  he  understood  it  now  in  his  
own  way.    i 

consent  to  a  divorce,  to  give  her  her  freedom
    ̂ ant  in  h 

thoughts  to  take  from  himself  the  last  tie 
 that  bound  him  t 

life-the  children  whom  he  loved;  and  to  
take  from  her  tfe 

last  prop  that  stayed  her  on  the  path  
of  right,  to  thrust  i< 
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own  to  her  ruin.  If  she  were  divorced,  he  knew  she  would 

ain  her  life  to  Vronsky's,  and  their  tie  would  be  an  illegiti- 
ate  and  criminal  one,  since  a  wife,  by  the  interpretation  of 
le  ecclesiastical  law,  could  not  marry  while  her  husband  was 

ving.  ' '  She  will  join  him,  and  in  a  year  or  two  he  will  throw 
er  over,  or  she  will  form  a  new  tie,"  thought  Alexey  Alexan- 
rovitch.  "And  I,  by  agreeing  to  an  unlawful  divorce,  shall 
e  to  blame  for  her  ruin."  He  had  thought  it  all  over  hun- 
reds  of  times,  and  was  convinced  that  a  divorce  was  not  at  all 
mple,  as  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  said,  but  was  utterly  im- 
ossible.  He  did  not  believe  a  single  word  Stepan  Arkadye- 

'tch  said  to  him ;  to  every  word  he  had  a  thousand  objections i  make,  but  he  listened  to  him,  feeling  that  his  words  were  the 
spression  of  that  mighty  brutal  force  which  controlled  his  life 
Ld  to  which  he  would  have  to  submit. 
The  only  question  is  on  what  terms  you  agree  to  give  her  a 

ivorce.  She  does  not  want  anything,  does  not  dare  ask  you 
)r  anything,  she  leaves  it  all  to  your  generosity. ' ' 

My  God,  my  God!  what  for?"  thought  Alexey  Alexandro- 
tch,  remembering  the  details  of  divorce  proceedings  in  which 
le  husband  took  the  blame  on  himself,  and  with  just  the  same 
isture  with  which  Vronsky  had  done  the  same,  he  hid  his  face 
)r  shame  in  his  hands. 

'You  are  distressed,  I  understand  that.    But  if  you  think over     .     .     ." 

'Whosoever  shall  smite  thee  on  thy  right  cheek,  turn  to  him le  other  also;  and  if  any  man  take  away  thy  coat,  let  him 
ive  thy  cloak  also,1'  thought  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
'Yes,  yes ! ' '  he  cried  in  a  shrill  voice.  ' ' I  will  take  the  dis- •ace  on  myself,  I  will  give  up  even  my  son,  but  .  .  .  but 

ouldn't  it  be  better  to  let  it  alone?  Still  you  may  do  as  you fce    .     .     ." 

And  turning  away  so  that  his  brother-in-law  could  not  see 
m,  he  sat  down  on  a  chair  at  the  window.    There  was  bit- 
•rness,  there  was  shame  in  his  heart,  but  with  this  bitterness 
nd  shame  he  felt  joy  and  emotion  at  the  height  of  his  own    \ Jeekness.  s^\ 
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Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was~touched.     He  was  silent  f
or  a space. 

"Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  believe  me,  she  appreciates  you
r 

generosity,"  he  said.  "But  it  seems  it  was  the  w
ill  of  God," 

he  added,  and  as  he  said  it  felt  how  foolish  a  re
mark  it  was, 

and  with  difficulty  repressed  a  smile  at  his  own 
 foolishness. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  would  have  made  some  r
eply,  but 

tears  stopped  him. 

-This  is  an  unhappy  fatality,  and  one  must  acc
ept  it  as 

such  I  accept  the  calamity  as  an  accomplish
ed  fact,  and  am 

doing  my  best  to  help  both  her  and  you,"
  said  Stepan  Arkad- 

i 

When  he  went  out  of  his  brother-in-la
w's  room  he  was 

touched,  but  that  did  not  prevent  him  from 
 being  glad  he  had 

successfully  brought  the  matter  to  a  concl
usion  for  he  felt  cer- 

tain Alexey  Alexandrovitch  would  not  go  bac
k  on  his  words 

To  this  satisfaction  was  added  the  fact  tha
t  an  idea  had  3ust 

struck  him  for  a  riddle  turning  on  his 
 successful  achievement 

that  when  the  affair  was  over  he  would  ask  
his  wife  and  most  || 

intimate  friends.    He  put  this  riddle  in
to  two  or  three  different 

ways.    "  But  I  '11  work  it  out  better  than  that,    he
  said  to  him- 

self  with  a  smile. 

CHAPTER  XXIII 

VkonSky's  wound  had  been  a  dan
gerous  one,  though  it  did 

not  touch  the  heart,  and  for  se
veral  days-he  had  lain  between 

life  and  death.  The  first  time  he 
 was  able  to  speak,  Va^a,  his 

brother's  wife,  was  alone  in  the  roo
m 

»  Varya,"  he  said,  looking  sternly ,  aUie       **%£%  * 
accident.    And  please  never  speak  of  

it,  ana  ten  ev    y 

Or  else  it's  too  ridiculous."  .  d 

Without  answering  his  words   V? ya  ben t
  ™^. 

with  a  delighted  smile  gazed  into  his  tace.  
  ̂  

not  feverish;  but  their  expressio
n  was  steru- 

,      "Thank  God!  "she  said.    "You're  not  m  
P^n  . 
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"A  little  here."    He  pointed  to  his  breast. 
"Then  let  me  change  your  bandages." 
In  silence,  stiffening  his  broad  jaws,  he  looked  at  her  while 

he  bandaged  him  up.    When  she  had  finished  he  said : 

I'm  not  delirious.     Please  manage  that  there  may  be  no 
alk  of  my  having  shot  myself  on  purpose. ' ' 

No  one  does  say  so.    Only  I  hope  you  won't  shoot  yourself 
>y  accident  any  more,"  she  said,  with  a  questioning  smile. 
f '  Of  course  I  won 't,  but  it  would  have  been  better    .    .    . " 
And  he  smiled  gloomily. 
In  spite  of  these  words  and  this  smile,  which  so  frightened 

farya,  when  the  inflammation  was  over  and  he  began  to  re- 
over,  he  felt  that  he  was  completely  free  from  one  part  of  his 
sery.  By  his  action  he  had,  as  it  were,  washed  away  the 

hame  and  humiliation  he  had  felt  before.  He  could  now  think 
almly  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  He  recognized  all  his  mag- 
tanimity,  but  he  did  not  now  feel  himself  humiliated  by  it. 
besides,  he  got  back  again  into  the  beaten  track  of  his  life. 
le  saw  the  possibility  of  looking  men  in  the  face  again  without 
hame,  and  he  could  live  in  accordance  with  his  own  habits. 

)ne  thing  he  could  not  pluck  out  of  his  heart,  though  he  never 
eased  struggling  with  it,  was  the  regret,  amounting  to  de- 
pair,  that  he  had  lost  her  forever.  That  now,  having  expiated 
lis  sin  against  the  husband,  he  was  bound  to  renounce  her,  and 
ever  in  future  to  stand  between  her  with  her  repentance  and 
er  husband,  he  had  firmly  decided  in  his  heart ;  but  he  could 
ot  tear  out  of  his  heart  his  regret  at  the  loss  of  her  love,  he 
ould  not  erase  from  his  memory  those  moments  of  happiness 
hat  he  had  so  little  prized  at  the  time,  and  that  haunted  him 

all  their  charm. 

Serpuhovskoy  had  planned  his  appointment  at  Tashkend, 
nd  Vronsky  agreed  to  the  proposition  without  the  slightest 
esitation.  But  the  nearer  the  time  of  departure  came,  the 
itterer  was  the  sacrifice  he  was  making  to  what  he  thought  his 
uty. 

His  wound  had  healed,  and  he  was  driving  about  making 
reparations  for  his  departure  for  Tashkend. 
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to 

Bf 

"To  see  her  once  and  then  to  bury  myself,  to  die,"  he 

thought,  and  as  he  was  paying  farewell  visits,  he  utt
ered  this 

thought  to  Betsy.  Charged  with  this  commission,  Bets
y  had 

gone  to  Anna,  and  brought  him  back  a  negative  reply. 

"*  "So  much  the  better,"  thought  Vronsky,  when  he  received 

the  news.  "It  was  a  weakness,  which  would  have  shattered  | 

what  strength  I  have  left. ' ' 

Next  day  Betsy  herself  came  to  him  in  the  morning,  and  a
n- 

nounced  that  she  had  heard  through  Oblonsky  as  a  positive
  I 

fact  that  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  agreed  to  a  divorce,  and  k
 

that  therefore  Vronsky  could  see  Anna. 

Without  even  troubling  himself  to  see  Betsy  out  of  his  flat, 

forgetting  all  his  resolutions,  without  asking  when  he  could  
see 

her,  where  her  husband  was,  Vronsky  drove  straight  to  th
e 

Kareninas'.  He  ran  up  the  stairs  seeing  no  one  and  nothing, 

and  with  a  rapid  step,  almost  breaking  into  a  run,  he  went
 

into  her  room.  And  without  considering,  without  notici
ng 

whether  there  was  any  one  in  the  room  or  not,  he  flung  hi
s 

arms  round  her,  and  began  to  cover  her  face,  her  hands,  
her 

neck  with  kisses.  . 

Anna  had  been  preparing  herself  for  this  meetin
g,  had 

thought  what  she  would  say  to  him,  but  she  did  not 
 succeed  n 

saying  anything  of  it ;  his  passion  mastered  her
.  She  tried  to 

calm  him,  to  calm  herself,  but  it  was  too  late.  Hi
s  feeling  in- 

fected her.  Her  lips  trembled  so  that  for  a  long  while  
she 

could  say  nothing. 

'  <  Yes,  you  have  conquered  me,  and  I  am  yours,  she  said  at 

last,  pressing  his  hands  to  her  bosom.  > 

"  So  it  had  to  be, ' '  he  said.    ' '  So  long  as  we  live,  it  must  \* 

so.    I  know  it  now. ' ' 

"That's  true,"  she  said,  getting  whiter  and  whiter,  and  em- 

bracing his  head.  ' '  Still  there  is  something  terrible  in  it  after 

all  that  has  happened. ' '  ' 

* '  It  will  all  pass,  it  will  all  pass ;  we  shall  be  so  happy,  urn 

love,  if  it  could  be  stronger,  will  be  strengthened  by  t
here  be- 

ing something  terrible  in  it,"  he  said,  lifting  his  head  and 

parting  his  strong  teeth  in  a  smile. 
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And  she  could  not  but  respond  with  a  smile— not  to  his 
rords,  but  to  the  love  in  his  eyes.  She  took  his  hand  and 
troked  her  chilled  cheeks  and  cropped  head  with  it. 

"I  don't  know  you  with  this  short  hair.  You've  grown  so 
>retty.    A  boy.    But  how  pale  you  are ! ' ' 

'Yes,  I'm  very  weak,"  she  said,  smiling.    And  her  lips  bc- 
|n  trembling  again. 

"We'll  go  to  Italy;  you  will  get  strong,"  he  said. 
"Can  it  be  possible  we  could  be  like  husband  and  wife, 

lone,  your  family  with  you?"  she  said,  looking  close  into  his 
yes. 

"It  only  seems  strange  to  me  that  it  can  ever  have  been 
therwise. ' ' 

"Stiva  says  that  he  has  agreed  to  everything,  but  I  can't  ac- 
ept  his  generosity,"  she  said,  looking  dreamily  past  Vronsky's 
ace.  "I  don't  want  a  divorce;  it's  all  the  same  to  me  now. 
lily  I  don 't  know  what  he  will  decide  about  Seryozha. ' ' 
He  coulijjiot  conceive  how  at  this  moment  of  their  meeting 

fie  could  remember  and  think  of  her  son,  of  divorce.  What 
id  it  all  matter? 

"Don't  speak  of  that,  don't  think  of  it,"  he  said,  turning 
er  hand  in  his,  and  trying  to  draw  her  attention  to  him ;  but 
ill  she  did  not  look  at  him. 

"Oh,  why  didn't  I  die!  it  would  have  been  better,"  she  said, 
nd  silent  tears  flowed  down  both  her  cheeks;  but  she  tried  to 
nile,  so  as  not  to  wound  him. 

To  decline  the  flattering  and  dangerous  appointment  at 

'ashkend  would  have  been,  Vronsky  had  till  then  considered, 
isgraceful  and  impossible.  But  now,  without  an  instant's 
Dnsideration,  he  declined  it,  and  observing  dissatisfaction  in 
le  most  exalted  quarters  at  this  step,  he  immediately  retired 
*om  the  army. 
A  month  later  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  left  alone  with 

is  son  in  his  house  at  Petersburg,  while  Anna  and  Vronsky 
d  gone  abroad,  not  having  obtained  a  divorce,  but  having 

bsolutely  declined  all  idea  of  one. 



PART  V  | 

.     CHAPTER  I 

Princess  Shtcherbatsky  considered  that  it  was  out  of  the 

question  for  the  wedding  to  take  place  before  Lent,  just  five 

weeks  off,  since  not  half  the  trousseau  could  possibly  be  ready 

by  that  time.    But  she  could  not  but  agree  with  Levin  that  to 

fix  it  for  after  Lent  would  be  putting  it  off  too  late,  as  an  old 

aunt  of  Prince  Shtcherbatsky 's  was  seriously  ill  and  might  die, 

and  then  the  mourning  would  delay  the  wedding  still  longer. 

And  therefore,  deciding  to  divide  the  trousseau  into  two  part
s 

—a  larger  and  a  smaller  trousseau— the  princess  consented 
 to 

have  the  wedding  before  Lent.    She  determined  that  she 
 would 

get  the  smaller  part  of  the  trousseau  all  ready  now,  an
d  the 

larger  part  should  be  made  later,  and  she  was  muc
h  vexed 

with  Levin  because  he  was  incapable  of  giving  her  a 
 serious 

answer  to  the  question  whether  he  agreed  to  this  a
rrangement 

or  not     The  arrangement  was  the  more  suitable  
as,  immedi- 

ately after  the  wedding,  the  young  people  were  to  go  to  
the 

country,  where  the  more  important  part  of 
 the  trousseau 

would  not  be  wanted. 

Levin  still  continued  in  the  same  delirious 
 condition  in 

which  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  and  his  hap
piness  constituted 

the  chief  and  sole  aim  of  all  existence,  and  
that  he  need  not 

now  think  or  care  about  anything,  that  ev
erything  was  being 

done  and  would  be  done  for  him  by  other
s.  He  had  not  even 

plans  and  aims  for  the  future,  he  left  its  arr
^gement  to ̂ others 

knowing  that  everything  would  be  de lig
htfuL  His  b£to 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  Stepan  Arkadye
vitch,  and  the  pimce* 
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juided  him  in  doing  what  he  had  to  do.  All  he  did  was  to 
gree  entirely  with  everything  suggested  to  him.  His  brother 
aised  money  for  him,  the  princess  advised  him  to  leave  Mos- 

cow after  the  wedding.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  advised  him  to 

jo  abroad.  He  agreed  to  everything.  "Do  what  you  choose, 

I  it  amuses  you.  I'm  happy,  and  my  happiness  can  be  no 
greater  and  no  less  for  anything  you  do, ' '  he  thought.  When 
le  told  Kitty  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  advice  that  they  should 
;o  abroad,  he  was  much  surprised  that  she  did  not  agree  to 
:his,  and  had  some  definite  requirements  of  her  own  in  regard 
;o  their  future.  She  knew  Levin  had  work  he  loved  in  the 

;ountry.  She  did  not,  as  he  saw,  understand  this  work,  she  did 
lot  even  care  to  understand  it.  But  that  did  not  prevent  her 
:rom  regarding  it  as  a  matter  of  great  importance.  And  then 
die  knew  their  home  would  be  in  the  country,  and  she  wanted 
;o  go,  not  abroad  where  she  was  not  going  to  live,  but  to  the 
)lace  where  their  home  would  be.  This  definitely  expressed 
mrpose  astonished  Levin.  But  since  he  did  not  care  either 

vay,  he  immediately  asked  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  as  though  it 
vere  his  duty,  to  go  down  to  the  country  and  to  arrange  every- 
hing  there  to  the  best  of  his  ability  with  the  taste  of  which  he 
lad  so  much. 

"But  I  say,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  to  him  one  day 
ifter  he  had  come  back  from  the  country,  where  he  had  got 

very  thing  ready  for  the  young  people's  arrival,  "have  you  a 
ertificate  of  having  been  at  confession  ? ' ' 
"No.    But  what  of  it?" 
"You  can't  be  married  without  it." 
"Aie,  die,  die!"  cried  Levin.     "Why,  I  believe  it's  nine 

tf-ears  since  I  've  taken  the  sacrament !    I  never  thought  of  it. ' ' 
'You're  a  pretty  fellow!"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  laugh- 

ng,  "and  you  call  me  a  Nihilist!  But  this  won't  do,  you 
enow.    You  must  take  the  sacrament." 

* '  When  ?    There  are  four  days  left  now. ' ' 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  arranged  this  also,  and  Levin  had  to 

o  to  confession.  To  Levin,  as  to  any  unbeliever  who  respects 
he  beliefs  of  others,  it  was  exceedingly  disagreeable  to  be  pres- 
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ent  at  and  take  part  in  church  ceremonies.  At  this  moment, 

in  his  present  softened  state  of  feeling,  sensitive  to  everything, 

this  inevitable  act  of  hypocrisy  was  not  merely  painful  to 

Levin,  it  seemed  to  him  utterly  impossible.  Now,  in  the  hey- 

day of  his  highest  glory,  his  fullest  flower,  he  would  have  to 

be  a  liar  or  a  scoffer.  He  felt  incapable  of  being  either.  But 

though  he  repeatedly  plied  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  with  ques 

tions  as  to  the  possibility  of  obtaining  a  certificate  without  ac 

tually  communicating,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  maintained  that 
it  was  out  of  the  question. 

"  Besides,  what  is  it  to  you — two  days?  And  he's  an  aw- 
fully nice  clever  old  fellow.  Hell  pull  the  tooth  out  for  you 

so  gently,  you  won 't  notice  it. ' ' 
Standing  at  the  first  litany,  Levin  attempted  to  revive  in 

himself  his  youthful  recollections  of  the  intense  religious  emo- 

tion he  had  passed  through  between  the  ages  of  sixteen  and 
seventeen. 

But  he  was  at  once  convinced  that  it  was  utterly  impossible 

to  him.  He  attempted  to  look  at  it  all  as  an  empty  custom, 

having  no  sort  of  meaning,  like  the  custom  of  paying  calls. 

But  he  felt  that  he  could  not  do  that  either.  Levin  found 

himself,  like  the  majority  of  his  contemporaries,  in  the  vaguest 

position  in  regard  to  religion.  Believe  he  could  not,  and  at  the 
same  time  he  had  no  firm  conviction  that  it  was  all  wronl 

And  consequently,  not  being  able  to  believe  in  the  significance 

of  what  he  was  doing  nor  to  regard  it  with  indifference  as  an 

empty  formality,  during  the  whole  period  of  preparing  for  the 

sacrament  he  was  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  discomfort  and 

shame  at  doing  what  he  did  not  himself  understand,  and  what, 

as  an  inner  voice  told  him,  was  therefore  false  and  wrong. 

During  the  service  he  would  first  listen  to  the  prayers,  try- 

ing to  attach  some  meaning  to  them  not  discordant  with  his 

own  views ;  then  feeling  that  he  could  not  understand  and  must 

condemn  them,  he  tried  not  to  listen  to  them,  but  to  attend  | 

to  the  thoughts,  observations,  and  memories  which  floated 

through  his  brain  with  extreme  vividness  during  this  idle  time 
of  standing  in  church. 
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He  had  stood  through  the  litany,  the  evening  service  and  the 
midnight  service,  and  the  next  day  he  got  up  earlier  than 
usual,  and  without  having  tea  he  went  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning  to  the  church  for  the  morning  service  and  the  con- 
fession. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  church  but  a  beggar  soldier,  two 
old  women,  and  the  church  officials.    A  young  deacon,  whose 
long  back  showed  in  two  distinct  halves  through  his  thin  un- 
iercassock,  met  him,  and  at  once  going  to  a  little  table  at  the 
wall  read  the  exhortation.     During  the  reading,  especially  at 
he  frequent  and  rapid  repetition  of  the  same  words,  "Lord, 
have  mercy  on  us!"  which  resounded  with  an  echo,  Levin  felt hat  thought  was  shut  and  sealed  up,  and  that  it  must  not  be 
touched  or  stirred  now  or  confusion  would  be  the  result;  and 
50  standing  behind  the  deacon  he  went  on  thinking  of  his  own 
affairs,  neither  listening  nor  examining  what  was  said.    "It's 
wonderful  what  expression  there  is  in  her  hand,"  he  thought, 
remembering  how  they  had  been  sitting  the  day  before  at  a 
;orner  table.    They  had  nothing  to  talk  about,  as  was  almost 
always  the  case  at  this  time,  and  laying  her  hand  on  the  table 
?he  kept  opening  and  shutting  it,  and  laughed  herself  as  she 
watched  her  action.    He  remembered  how  he  had  kissed  it  and 
ihen  had  examined  the  lines  on  the  pink  palm.    "Have  mercy 
m  us  again!"  thought  Levin,  crossing  himself,  bowing,  and 
looking  at  the  supple  spring  of  the  deacon's  back  bowing  be- 

fore him.    "She  took  my  hand  then  and  examined  the  lines. 
You  've  got  a  splendid  hand, '  she  said. ' '     And  he  looked  at  his 
)wn  hand  and  the  short  hand  of  the  deacon.    ' '  Yes,  now  it  will 
?oon  be  over,"  he  thought.     "No,  it  seems  to  be  beginning 
igain,"  he  thought,  listening  to  the  prayers.    "No,  it's  just 
3nding :  there  he  is  bowing  down  to  the  ground.    That 's  always 
iittheend." 

The  deacon's  hand  in  a  plush  cuff  unobtrusively  accepted  a 
hree-rouble  note,  and  the  deacon  said  he  would  put  it  down  in 
he  register,  and  his  new  boots  creaking  jauntily  over  the  flag- 

stones of  the  empty  church,  he  went  to  the  altar.  A  moment 
ater  he  peeped  out  thence  and  beckoned  to  Levin.    Thought, 



558  .   ANNA  KARENINA 

till  then  locked  up,  began  to  stir  in  Levin's  head,  but  he  made 

haste  to  drive  it  away.  "It  will  come  right  somehow/'  he 

thought,  and  went  towards  the  altar-rails.  He  went  up  the 

steps,  and  turning  to  the  right  saw  the  priest.  The  priest,  a' 
little  old  man  with  a  scanty  grizzled  beard  and  weary,  good- 

natured  eyes,  was  standing  at  the  altar-rails,  turning  over  the 

pages  of  a  missal.  With  a  slight  bow  to  Levin  he  began  imme- 

diately reading  prayers  in  the  official  voice.  When  he  had  fin- 
ished them  he  bowed  down  to  the  ground  and  turned,  facing 

Levin. 

''Christ  is  present  here  unseen,  receiving  your  confession/1 

he  said,  pointing  to  the  crucifix.  "Do  you  believe  in  all  the 

doctrines  of  the  Holy  Apostolic  Church?"  the  priest  went  on, 

turning  his  eyes  away  from  Levin's  face  and  folding  his  hands under  his  stole. 

"I  have  doubted,  I  doubt  everything,"  said  Levin  in  a  voice 
that  jarred  on  himself,,  and  he  ceased  speaking. 

The  priest  waited  a  few  seconds  to  see  if  he  would  not  say 

more,  and  closing  his  eyes  he  said  quickly,  with  a  broad,  Vladtf 
mirsky  accent : 

J*1  Doubt  is  natural  to  the  weakness  of  mankind,  but  we  must 

pray  that  God  in  His  mercy  will  strengthen  us.  What  are 

your  special  sins?"  he  added,  without  the  slightest  interval,  as 
though  anxious  not  to  waste  time. 

"My  chief  sin  is  doubt.  I  have  doubts  of  everything,  and 

for  the  most  part  I  am  in  doubt." 

"Doubt  is  natural  to  the  weakness  of  mankind,"  the  priest 

repeated  the  same  words.  "What  do  you  doubt  about  prin- 

cipally?" 
"I  doubt  of  everything.  I  sometimes  even  have  doubts  of 

the  existence  of  God,"  Levin  could  not  help  saying,  and  he  was 

horrified  at  the  impropriety  of  what  he  was  saying.  But 

Levin's  words  did  not,  it  seemed,  make  much  impression  on  the 

priest. 
"What  sort  of  doubt  can  there  be  of  the  existence  of  God? 

he  said  hurriedly,  with  a  just  perceptible  smile. 
Levin  did  not  speak. 
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k'What  doubt  can  you  have  of  the  Creator  when  you  behold 
^s  creation  ?"  the  priest  went  on  in  the  rapid  customary 
rgon.  "Who  has  decked  the  heavenly  firmament  with  its 
flits?  Who  has  clothed  the  earth  in  its  beauty?  How  ex- 
in  it  without  the  Creator ?"  he  said,  looking  inquiringly  at vin. 

Levin  felt  that  it  would  be  improper  to  enter  upon  a  meta- 
ysical  discussion  with  the  priest,  and  so  he  said  in  reply 
>rely  what  was  a  direct  answer  to  the  question. 
'I  don't  know,"  he  said. 
'You  don't  know!     Then  how  can  you  doubt  that  God 
;ated  all?"  the  priest  said,  with  good-humored  perplexity. 
'I  don't  understand  it  at  all,"  said  Levin,  blushing,  and ling  that  his  words  were  stupid,  and  that  they  could  not  be 
ything  but  stupid  in  such  a  position. 

'Pray  to  God  and  beseech  Him.    Even  the  holy  fathers  had ibts,  and  prayed  to  God  to  strengthen  their  faith.    The  devil 
!  great  power,  and  we  must  resist  him.    Pray  to  God,  be- 

en Him.    Pray  to  God,"  he  repeated  hurriedly. 
The  priest  paused  for  some  time,  as  though  meditating. 
'You're  about,  I  hear,  to  marry  the  daughter  of  my  parish- er  and  son  in  the  spirit,  Prince  Shtcherbatsky?"  he  re- 

lied, with  a  smile.     "An  excellent  young  lady." 
'Yes,"  answered  Levin,  blushing  for  the  priest.     "What ;s  he  want  to  ask  me  about  this  at  confession  for?"  he night. 

ind,  as  though  answering  his  thought,  the  priest  said  to l: 

You  are  about  to  enter  into  holy  matrimony,  and  God  may 
ss  you  with  offspring.    Well,  what  sort  of  bringing-up  can 
give  your  babes  if  you  do  not  overcome  the  temptation  of 
devil,  enticing  you  to  infidelity?"  he  said,  with  gentle  re- 
achfulncss.    "If  you  love  your  child  as  a  good  father,  you not  desire  only  wealth,  luxury,  honor  for  your  infant; 
will  be  anxious  for  his  salvation,  his  spiritual  enlighten- 

it  with  the  light  of  truth.  Eh?  What  answer  will  you 
ke  him  when  the  innocent  babe  asks  you:  'Papa!  who  made 
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all  that  enchants  me  in  this  world— the  earth,  the  waters,  the 

sun,  the  flowers,  the  grass V  Can  you  say  to  him:  '
I  don't 

know'?  You  cannot  but  know,  since  the  Lord  God  in  His  inn 

finite  mercy  has  revealed  it  to  us.  Or  your  child  will  ask  yoj 

<  What  awaits  me  in  the  life  beyond  the  tomb  ? '  What  will  yoi 

say  to  him  when  you  know  nothing?  How  will  you  answe
r 

him?  Will  you  leave  him  to  the  allurements  of  the  world  an
d 

the  devil?  That's  not  right,"  he  said,  and  he  stopped,  put- 

ting his  head  on  one  side  and  looking  at  Levin  with  his  kindly 
gentle  eyes.  J 

Levin  made  no  answer  this  time,  not  because  he  did  not 

want  to  enter  upon  a  discussion  with  the  priest,  but  because, 
 s( 

far,  no  one  had  ever  asked  him  such  questions,  and  when
  his 

babes  did  ask  him  those  questions,  it  would  be  time  enough 
 tc 

think  about  answering  them. 

"You  are  entering  upon  a  time  of  life,"  pursued  the  pr
iest 

"when  you  must  choose  your  path  and  keep  to  it.  Pray 
 h 

God  that  He  may  in  His  mercy  aid  you  and  have  m
ercy  01 

you  ! "  he  concluded.  ' '  Our  Lord  and  God,  Jesus  Christ,  in  ity 

abundance  and  riches  of  His  loving-kindness,  
forgives  tnn 

child  .  .  ."  and,  finishing  the  prayer  of  absolu
tion,  tin 

priest  blessed' him  and  dismissed  him. 

On  getting  home  that  day,  Levin  had  a  deligh
tful  sense  o: 

relief  at  the  awkward  position  being  over  and  havin
g  been  go 

through  without  his  having  to  tell  a  lie.  Ap
art  from  this 

there  remained  a  vague  memory  that  what  the  k
ind  nice  ol{ 

fellow  had  said  had  not  been  at  all  so  stupid  as 
 he  had  f anciec 

at  first,  and  that  there  was  something  in  it  that
  must  be  clearer 

UP"Of  course,  not  now,"  thought  Levin,  "but  some  day  late: 

on  "  Levin  felt  more  than  ever  now  that  there  w
as  som< 

thing  not  clear  and  not  clean  in  his  soul,  an
d  that,  in  regal- 

to  religion,  he  was  in  the  same  position  w
ilier l  he ̂ perceive* 

so  clearly  and  disliked  in  others,  and  for  which  
he  blamed  \ 

friend  Sviazhsky.  , 

Levin  spent  that  evening  with  his  betrothed
  at  Dolly  s,  an 

was  in  very  high  spirits.    To  explain  
to  Stepan  Arkadyevitc) 
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e  state  of  excitement  in  which  he  found  himself,  he  said  that 
was  happy  like  a  dog  being  trained  to  jump  through  a  hoop, 
10,  having  at  last  caught  the  idea,  and  done  what  was  re- 
ired  of  him,  whines  and  wags  its  tail,  and  jumps  up  to  the 
)le  and  the  windows  in  its  delight. 

CHAPTER  II 

On  the  day  of  the  wedding,  according  to  the  Russian  custom 
le  princess  and  Darya  Alexandrovna  insisted  on  strictly 
jping  all  the  customs),  Levin  did  not  see  his  betrothed,  and 
ted  at  his  hotel  with  three  bachelor  friends,  casually  brought 
ether  at  his  rooms.  These  were  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  Kata- 
sov,  a  university  friend,  now  professor  of  natural  science, 
10m  Levin  had  met  in  the  street  and  insisted  on  taking  home 
th  him,  and  Tchirikov,  his  best  man,  a  Moscow  conciliation- 
ard  judge,  Levin's  companion  in  his  bear-hunts.  The  din- 
was  a  very  merry  one :  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  in  his  happi- 
mood,  and  was  much  amused  by  Katavasov's  originality, 

itavasov,  feeling  his  originality  was  appreciated  and  under- 
>od,  made  the  most  of  it.  Tchirikov  always  gave  a  lively  and 
od-humored  support  to  conversation  of  any  sort. 
'See,  now,"  said  Katavasov,  drawling  his  words  from  a 
bit  acquired  in  the  lecture-room,  "what  a  capable  fellow  was 

friend  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch.  I'm  not  speaking  of 
esent  company,  for  he's  absent.  At  the  time  he  left  the  uni- 
rsity  he  was  fond  of  science,  took  an  interest  in  humanity ; 
w  one-half  of  his  abilities  is  devoted  to  deceiving  himself, 
d  the  other  to  justifying  the  deceit." 

'A  more  determined  enemy  of  matrimony  than  you  I  never 
v, ' '  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 
1  Oh,  no,  I  'm  not  an  enemy  of  matrimony.     I  'm  in  favor  of 
ision  of  labor.     People  who  can  do  nothing  else  ought  to 
ir  people  while  the  rest  work  for  their  happiness  and  en- 
itenment.     That's  how  I  look  at  it.     To  muddle  up  two 
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trades  is  the  error  of  the  amateur;  I'm  not  one  of  thei 

number. ' 9 

"How  happy  I  shall  be  when  I  hear  that  you're  in  love! 

said  Levin.    ' '  Please  invite  me  to  the  wedding. ' ' 
''I'm  in  love  now.' ' 

"Yes,  with  a  cuttlefish!    You  know,"  Levin  turned  to 
brother,  "Mihail  Semyonovitch  is  writing  a  work  on  the  diges 

ive  organs  of  the     .     .     ." 

"Now,  make  a  muddle  of  it!    It  doesn't  matter  what  abou 

And  the  fact  is,  I  certainly  do  love  cuttlefish." 

"But  that's  no  hindrance  to  your  loving  your  wife." 
' '  The  cuttlefish  is  no  hindrance.  The  wife  is  the  hindrance. 

"Why  so?" 

"Oh,  you'll  see!    You  care  about  farming,  hunting,— wel 

you  'd  better  look  out ! " 
"Arhip  was  here  to-day;  he  said  there  were  a  lot  of  elks  i 

Prudno,  and  two  bears, ' '  said  Tchirikov. 

"Well,  you  must  go  and  get  them  without  me." 

* '  Ah,  that 's  the  truth, ' '  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch.    ' '  And  yo 

may  say  good-bye  to  bear-hunting  for  the  future— your  
wii 

won't  allow  it!" 

Levin  smiled.  The  picture  of  his  wife  not  letting  him  g 

was  so  pleasant  that  he  was  ready  to  renounce  the  delights  < 

looking  upon  bears  forever. 

"Still,  it's  a  pity  they  should  get  those  two  bears  withoi 

you.  Do  you  remember  last  time  at  Hapilovo?  That  was
 

delightful  hunt ! ' '  said  Tchirikov. 

Levin  had  not  the  heart  to  disillusion  him  of  the  notion  thi 

there  could  be  something  delightful  apart  from  her,  and  \ 
said  nothing. 

"There's  some  sense  in  this  custom  of  saying  good-bye 

bachelor  life, ' '  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch.    ' '  However  happy  yc 

may  be,  you  must  regret  your  freedom. 

"And  confess  there  is  a  feeling  that  you  want  to  jump  o 

of  window,  like  Gogol 's  bridegroom  ? " 

"Of  course  there  is,  but  it  isn't  confessed,"  said  Katavaso 
and  he  broke  into  loud  laughter. 
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"Oh,  well,  the  window's  open.     Let's  start  off  this  instant 
Tver!     There's  a  big  she-bear;  one  can  go  right  up  to  the 

^r.     Seriously,  let's  go  by  the  five  o'clock!     And  here  let 
em  do  what  they  like,"  said  Tchirikov  smiling. 
"'Well  now,  on  my  honor,"  said  Levin  smiling,  "I  can't id  in  my  heart  that  feeling  of  regret  for  my  freedom." 

'  'Yes,  there's  such  a  chaos  in  your  heart  just  now  that  you 
n't  find  anything  there,"  said  Katavasov.     "Wait  a  bit, ten  you  set  it  to  rights  a  little,  you'll  find  it!" 
No;  if  so,  I  should  have  felt  a  little,  apart  from  my  feel- 
'  (he  could  not  say  love  before  them)  "and  happiness,  a rtain  regret  at  losing  my  freedom.     ...     On  the  contrary, 

am  glad  at  the  very  loss  of  my  freedom." 

" Awful!     It's  a  hopeless  case!"  said  Katavasov.     "Well, 
's  drink  to  his  recovery,  or  wish  that  a  hundredth  part  of dreams  may  be  realized— and  that  would  be  happiness eh  as  never  has  been  seen  on  earth ! " 
Soon  after  dinner  the  guests  went  away  to  be  in  time  to  be essed  for  the  wedding. 
When  he  was  left  alone,  and  recalled  the  conversation  of 
ese  bachelor  friends,  Levin  asked  himself:  had  he  in  his 
art  that  regret  for  his  freedom  of  which  they  had  spoken? 
*  smiled  at  the  question.  ' '  Freedom !  What  is  freedom  for  ? 
ippmess  is  only  in  loving  and  wishing  her  wishes,  thinking 
'  thoughts,  that  is  to  say,  not  freedom  at  all— that's  happi- 3S ! "

 

'But  do  I  know  her  ideas,  her  wishes,  her  feelings?"  some ice  suddenly  whispered  to  him.     The  smile  died  away  from 
face,  and  he  grew  thoughtful.     And  suddenly  a  strange 

Jling  came  upon  him.     There  came  over  him  a  dread  and ibt— doubt  of  everything. 

'What  if  she  does  not  love  me?    What  if  she's  marrying simply  to  be  married?    What  if  she  doesn't  see  herself 
at  she's  doing?"  he  asked  himself.     "She  may  come  to  her ses,  and  only  when  she  is  being  married  realize  that  she 
s  not  and   cannot   love  me."    And   strange,   most   evil 
'Ughts  of  her  began  to  come  to  him.     He  was  jealous  of 
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Vronsky,  as  he  had  been  a  year  ago,  as  though  the  evening 
had  seen  her  with  Vronsky  had  been  yesterday.     He  suspect* 
she  had  not  told  him  everything. 

He  jumped  up  quickly.  "No,  this  can't  go  on!"  he  sai 
to  himself  in  despair.  "I'll  go  to  her;  I'll  ask  her;  I'll  si 
for  the  last  time:  we  are  free,  and  hadn't  we  better  stay  sc 
Anything 's  better  than  endless  misery,  disgrace,  unfaithfu 
ness ! ' '  With  despair  in  his  heart  and  bitter  anger  against  a 
men,  against  himself,  against  her,  he  went  out  of  the  hot 
and  drove  to  her  house. 

He  found  her  in  one  of  the  back-rooms.  She  was  sitting  ( 
a  chest  and  making  some  arrangements  with  her  maid,  sortii 
over  heaps  of  dresses  of  different  colors,  spread  on  the  bae 
of  chairs  and  on  the  floor. 

"Ah!"  she  cried,  seeing  him,  and  beaming  with  deligl 
1 '  Kostya !  Konstantin  Dmitr ievitch ! "  ( These  latter  days  s 
used  these  names  almost  alternately.)  "I  didn't  expect  yo*< 
I  'm  going  through  my  wardrobe  to  see  what 's  for  whom  .  . 
"Oh!  that's  very  nice!"  he  said  gloomily,  looking  at  f 

maid. 

"You  can  go,  Dunyasha,  I'll  call  you  presently,"  said  Kitt 
"Kostya,  what's  the  matter?"  she  asked,  definitely  adoptii 

this  familiar  name  as  soon  as  the  maid  had  gone  out.  S' 
noticed  his  strange  face,  agitated  and  gloomy,  and  a  par 
came  over  her. 

"Kitty!  I'm  in  torture.  I  can't  suffer  alone,"  he  said  wi 
despair  in  his  voice,  standing  before  her  and  looking  implc 
ingly  into  her  eyes.  He  saw  already  from  her  loving,  truthf 
face,  that  nothing  could  come  of  what  he  had  meant  to  sa 

but  yet  he  wanted  her  to  reassure  him  herself.  "  I  've  come 
say  that  there's  still  time.  This  can  all  be  stopped  and  s 

right." * '  What  ?    I  don 't  understand.     What  is  the  matter  ? ' ' 

"What  I  have  said  a  thousand  times  over,  and  can't  he 
thinking  .  .  .  that  I  'm  not  worthy  of  you.  You  couldr 
consent  to  marry  me.  Think  a  little.  You've  made  a  m 
take.     Think  it  over  thoroughly.    You  can 't  love  me.     . 
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.  .  .  better  say  so,"  he  said,  not  looking  at  her.  "I 
tall  be  wretched.  Let  people  say  what  they  like;  anything 's 
3tter  than  misery.  .  .  .  Far  belter  now  while  there  's  still 
me.     .    .     ." 

"I  don't  understand,"  she  answered,  panic-stricken;  "you ean  you  want  to  give  it  up    .     .     .    don 't  want  it  ? " 
"Yes,  if  you  don't  love  me." 

'You're  out  of  your  mind!"  she  cried,  turning  crimson ith  vexation.  But  his  face  was  so  piteous,  that  she  re- 
rained  her  vexation,  and  flinging  some  clothes  off  an  arm- 
lair,  she  sat  down  beside  him.  "What  are  you  thinking? 
11  me  all." 

"I  am  thinking  you  can't  love  me.  What  can  vou  love  me »r?" 

"My  God!  what  can  I  do?  .  .  ."  she  said,  and  burst  into lars. 

"Oh !  what  have  I  done?"  he  cried,  and  kneeling  before  her, J  fell  to  kissing  her  hands. 

When  the  princess  came  into  the  room  five  minutes  later, 
ie  found  them  completely  reconciled.  Kitty  had  not  simply 
sured  him  that  she  loved  him,  but  had  gone  so  far—in 
iswer  to  his  question,  what  she  loved  him  for— as  to  explain 
(hat  for.     She  told  him  that  she  loved  him  because  she  under- 
ood  him  completely,  because  she  knew  what  he  would  like, 
Jid  because  everything  he  liked  was  good.  And  this  seemed 
him  perfectly  clear.  When  the  princess  came  to  them, 

ey  were  sitting  side  by  side  on  the  chest,  sorting  the  dresses 
id  disputing  over  Kitty's  wanting  to  give  Dunyasha  the 
own  dress  she  had  been  wearing  when  Levin  proposed  to 
r,  while  he  insisted  that  that  dress  must  never  be  given 

i'ay,  but  Dunyasha  must  have  the  blue  one. 
"How  is  it  you  don't  see?     She's  a  brunette,  and  it  won't 4it  her.     .     .     .     I've  worked  it  all  out." 
(Hearing  why  lie  had  come,  the  princess  was  half  humor- 
4sly,  half  seriously  angry  with  him,  and  sent  him  home  to 
jess  and  not  to  hinder  Kitty's  hair-dressing,  as  Charles  the 1  ir-dresser  was  just  coming. 
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1 '  As  it  is,  she's  been  eating  nothing  lately  and  is  losing  h< 

looks,  and  then  you  must  come  and  upset  her  with  yoj 

nonsense,"   she   said  to  him.    "Get   along  with  you,   mj 

dear!"  a  u    . 
Levin,  guilty  and  shamefaced,  but  pacified,  went  bac

k  1< 

his  hotel.     His  brother,   Darya  Alexandrovna,   and  Stepai
 

Arkadyevitch,  all  in  full  dress,  were  waiting  for  him  to 
 bles 

him   with  the  holy   picture.     There   was   no   time   to   lose
*! 

Darya  Alexandrovna  had  to  drive  home  again  to  fetch
  he 

curled  and  pomaded  son,  who  was  to  carry  the  holy  p
icturt 

after  the  bride.     Then  a  carriage  had  to  be  sent  for  t
he  bes 

man,  and  another  that  would  take  Sergey  Ivanovi
tch  awaj 

would  have  to  be  sent  back.     .     .     .    Altogether  ther
e  wen 

a  great  many  most  complicated  matters  to  be  con
sidered  an) 

arranged.     One  thing  was  unmistakable,  that  there
  must  I 

no  delay,  as  it  was  already  half -past  six.  
I 

Nothing  special  happened  at  the  ceremony  o
f  benedictio 

with  the  holy  picture.      Stepan    Arkadyevitch   st
ood   ml 

comically  solemn  pose  beside  his  wife,  took  the  holy  pie
ty 

and  telling  Levin  to  bow  down  to  the  ground,  h
e  blessed  h% 

with  his  kindly,  ironical  smile,  and  kissed 
 him  three  time 

Darya  Alexandrovna  did  the  same,  and  imme
diately  was  i 

a  hurry  to  get   off,   and  again  plunged
  into  the  mtricat 

question  of  the  destinations  of  the  variou
s  carriages. 

-Come,  111  tell  you  how  we'll  manage:  you 
 drive  m  ftu 

carriage  to  fetch  him,  and  Sergey  Ivanovit
ch,  if  he  11  be 

good,  will  drive  there  and  then  send  h
is  carriage. 

"  ' '  Of  course ;  I  shall  be  delighted. "  : 

"Well  come  on  directly  with  him.    Are  y
our  things  sei 

off ! "  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"Yes,"  answered  Levin,  and  he  told  Kouzraa  to
  put  out  H 

clothes  for  him  to  dress. 
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CHAPTER  III 

k  crowd,  of  people,  principally  women,  was  thronging  round 
church  lighted  up  for  the  wedding.  Those  who  had  not 

iceeded  in  getting  into  the  main  entrance  were  crowding 
>ut  the  windows,  pushing,  wrangling,  and  peeping  through 
gratings. 

tfore  than  twenty  carriages  had  already  been  drawn  up  in 
ks  along  the  street  by  the  police.     A  police  officer,  regard- 
\  of  the  frost,  stood  at  the  entrance,  gorgeous  in  his  uniform, 
re  carriages  were  continually  driving  up,  and  ladies  wear- 
flowers  and  carrying  their  trains,  and  men  taking  off  their 
nets  or  black  hats  kept  walking  into  the  church.     Inside 
church  both  lustres  were  already  lighted,   and  all  the 

dies  before  the  holy  pictures.     The  gilt  on  the  red  ground 
the  holy  picture-stand,  and  the  gilt  relief  on  the  pictures, 
the  silver  of  the  lustres  and  candlesticks,  and  the  stones  of 
floor,  and  the  rugs,  and  the  banners  above  in  the  choir, 

I  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and  the  old  blackened  books,  and 
cassocks  and  surplices — all  were  flooded  with  light.     On 
right  side  of  the  warm  church,  in  the  crowd  of  frockcoats 
white  ties,  uniforms  and  broadcloth,  velvet,  satin,  hair 
flowers,  bare  shoulders  and  arms  and  long  gloves,  there 
discreet  but  lively  conversation  that  echoed  strangely  in 
high  cupola.    Every  time  there  was  heard  the  creak  of  the 
tied  door  the  conversation  in  the  crowd  died  away,  and 
ybody  looked  round  expecting  to  see  the  bride  and  bride- 
om  come  in.     But  the  door  had  opened  more  than  ten 

£,  and  each  time  it  was  either  a  belated  guest  or  guests, 
joined  the  circle  of  the  invited  on  the  right,  or  a  spectator, 
had  eluded  or  softened  the  police  officer,  and  went  to 
the  crowd  of  outsiders  on  the  left.     Both  the  guests  and 
outside  public  had  by  now  passed  through  all  the  phases 
nticipation. 
t  first  they  imagined  that  the  bride  and  bridegroom  would 
ve  immediately,  and  attached  no  importance  at  all  to  their 
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being  late.     Then  they  began  to  look  more  and  more  often,, 

towards  the  door,  and  to  talk  of  whether  anything  could  have, 

happened.    Then  the  long  delay  began  to  be  positively  dis-
. 

comforting,  and  relations  and  guests  tried  to  look  as  if  they 

were  not  thinking  of  the  bridegroom  but  were  engrossed  in 
conversation. 

The  head  deacon,  as  though  to  remind  them  of  the  value  of 

his   time,    coughed   impatiently,    making   the   window-panes 

quiver  in  their  frames.     In  the  choir  the  bored  chorister* 

could  be  heard  trying  their  voices  and  blowing  their  noses. 

The  priest  was  continually  sending  first  the  beadle  and  then 

the  deacon  to  find  out  whether  the  bridegroom  had  not  come, 

more  and  more  often  he  went  himself,  in  a  lilac  vestment  and  , 

an  embroidered  sash,  to  the  side-door,  expecting  to  see  the! 

bridegroom.     At  last  one  of  the  ladies,  glancing  at  her  watch 

said,  "It  really  is  strange,  though!"  and  all  the  guests  becamel 

uneasy  and  began  loudly  expressing  their  wonder  and 
 dissatis- 

faction.     One  of  the  bridegroom's  best  men  went  to  find  out,
 

what  had  happened.    Kitty  meanwhile  had  long  ago  been| 

quite  ready,  and  in  her  white  dress  and  long  veil  
and  wreatl 

of  orange  blossoms  she  was  standing  in  the  drawing
-room  01 

the   Shtcherbatskys'  house  with  her  sister,  Madam
e  Lvov 

who  was  her  bridal-mother.     She  was  looking  ou
t  of  tn< 

window,  and  had  been  for  over  half  an  hour  
anxiously  ex 

pecting  to  hear  from  her  best  man  that  her  bridegr
oom  was  a 

the  church.  ■ 

Levin  meanwhile,  in  his  trousers,  but  without  h
is  coat  an 

waistcoat,  was  walking  to  and  fro  in  his  ro
om  at  the  hotel 

continually  putting  his  head  out  of  the  door  a
nd  looking  U] 

and  down  the  corridor.  But  in  the  corridor  ther
e  was  no  sifn 

of  the  person  he  was  looking  for  and  he  came  
back  in  despaii 

and  frantically  waving  his  hands  addressed  S
tepan  Arkadye 

vitch,  who  was  smoking  serenely. 

-Was  ever  man  in  such  a  fearful  fool's  position?     
he  said 

-Yes  it  is  stupid,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  assented
,  smilm 

soothingly.     '  <  But  don 't  worry,  it  '11  be  brought  directly.
 

-No  what  is  to  be  done!"  said  Levin,  with  smothere
d  fur) 
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\nd  these  fpols  of  open  waistcoats!  Out  of  the  question !" 
said,  looking  at  the  crumpled  front  of  his  shirt.     "And 

lat  if  the  things  have  been  taken  on  to  the  railway  station!" 
roared  in  desperation. 

I* Then  you  must  put  on  mine.,, 

'I  ought  to  have  done  so  long  ago,  if  at  all." 
'It's  not  nice  to  look  ridiculous.    .    .    .    Wait  a  bit !  it  will 
me  round.99 
The  point  was  that  when  Levin  asked  for  his  evening  suit, 
>uzma,  his  old  servant,  had  brought  him  the  coat,  waistcoat, 
d  everything  that  was  wanted. 

'But  the  shirt  t"  cried  Levin. 
'You've  got  a  shirt  on,"  Kouzma  answered,  with  a  placid ile. 

ouzma  had  not  thought  of  leaving  out  a  clean  shirt,  and  on 
reiving  instructions  to  pack  up  everything  and  send  it  round 
the  Shtcherbatskys,  house,  from  which  the  young  people 
sre  to  set  out  the  same  evening,  he  had  done  so,  packing 
srything  but  the  dress  suit.  The  shirt  worn  since  the 
>rning  was  crumpled  and  out  of  the  question  with  the 
ihionable  open  waistcoat.  It  was  a  long  way  to  send  to  the 
tcherbatskys'.  They  sent  out  to  buy  a  shirt.  The  servant 
be  back;  everything  was  shut  up— it  was  Sunday.  They 
ft  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  and  brought  a  shirt— it  was 
possibly  wide  and  short.  They  sent  finally  to  the  Shtcher- 

tskys'  to  unpack  the  things.  The  bridegroom  was  expected the  church  while  he  was  pacing  up  and  down  his  room  like 
ivild  beast  in  a  cage,  peeping  out  into  the  corridor,  and  with 
rror  and  despair  recalling  what  absurd  things  he  had  said  to 
tty  and  what  she  might  be  thinking  now. 
At  last  the  guilty  Kouzma  flew  panting  into  the  room  with i  shirt. 

*  Only  just  in  time.    They  were  just  lifting  it  into  the  van, ' 9 d  Kouzma. 

'Three  minutes  later  Levin  ran  full  speed  into  the  corridor, 
jt  looking  at  his  watch  for  fear  of  aggravating  his  sufferings. 
'You  won't  help  matters  like  this,"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- 
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vitch  with  a  smile,  hurrying  with  more  deliberation  after  hii 

"It  will  come  round,  it  will  come  round    ...    I  tell  you. 

CHAPTER  IV 

"They've  come !"  "Here  he  is!"  "Which  one*"  "Rath 

young,  eh?"  "Why,  my  dear  soul,  she  looks  more  dead  ths 

alive!"  were  the  comments  in  the  crowd  when  Levin,  meetii 

his  bride  in  the  entrance,  walked  with  her  into  the  church. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  told  his  wife  the  cause  of  the  dela
 

and  the  guests  were  whispering  it  with  smiles  to  one  a
noth< 

Levin  saw  nothing  and  no  one;  he  did  not  take  his  eyes 
his  bride. 

Every  one  said  she  had  lost  her  looks  dreadfully  ot  late
,  a 

was  not  nearly  so  pretty  on  her  wedding-day  as  u
sual;  b 

Levin  did  not  think  so.  He  looked  at  her  hair  done  up
  hig 

with  the  long  white  veil  and  white  flowers  and  the  hijj 

stand-up,  scolloped  collar,  that  in  such  a  maidenly  fashion 
 j 

her  long  neck  at  the  sides  and  only  showed  it  in 
 front,  t 

strikingly  slender  figure,  and  it  seemed  to  him  th
at  she  loo* 

better  than  ever— not  because  these  flowers,  thi
s  veil, 

gown  from  Paris  added  anything  to  her  beauty;  but  beca
j 

in  spite  of  the  elaborate  sumptuousness  of  he
r  attire,  t 

expression  of  her  sweet  face,  of  her  eyes,  of  her  li
ps  was  st 

her  own  characteristic  expression  of  guileless  
truthfulness. 

"I  was  beginning  to  think  you  meant  to  run  away,     s 

said,  and  smiled  to  him.  < 

"It's  so  stupid,  what  happened  to  me,  I'm  ashamed
  to  spe 

of  it!"  he  said,  reddening,  and  he  was  oblige
d  to  turn 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who  came  up  to  him. 

"This  is  a  pretty  story  of  yours  about  the  shir
t!      sj 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  shaking  his  head  and
  smiling. 

"Yes,  yes!"  answered  Levin,  without  an  idea 
 of  what  tn 

were  talking  about.  , 

-Now,  Kostya,  you  have  to  decide,"  s
aid  Stepan  Arkadj 
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Ich  with  an  air  of  mock  dismay,  •  *  a  weighty  question.  You 
3  at  this  moment  just  in  the  humor  to  appreciate  all  its 
avity.  They  ask  me,  are  they  to  light  candles  that  have  been 

hted  before  or  candles  that  have  never  been  lighted?  It's 
natter  of  ten  roubles,' '  he  added,  relaxing  his  lips  into  a 
ile.     "I  have  decided,  but  I  was  afraid  you  might  not 
tree. ' ' 

Levin  saw  it  was  a  joke,  but  he  could  not  smile. 

'Well,  how's  it  to  be  then? — unlighted  or  lighted  candles? 
it's  the  question." 
'Yes,  yes,  unlighted." 

'  Oh,  I  'm  very  glad.  The  question 's  decided ! ' '  said  Stepan 
kadyevitch,  smiling.  "How  silly  men  are,  though,  in  this 
Sition,"  he  said  to  Tchirikov,  when  Levin,  after  looking iently  at  him,  had  moved  back  to  his  bride. 

I* Kitty,  mind  you're  the  first  to  step  on  the  carpet,"  said 
untess  Nordston,  coming  up.     ' '  You  're  a  nice  person ! "  she d  to  Levin. 

'Aren't  you  frightened,  eh?"  said  Marya  Dmitrievna,  an aunt. 

'  Are  you  cold  ?  You  're  pale.  Stop  a  minute,  stoop  down, ' ' 
d  Kitty's  sister,  Madame  Lvov,  and  with  her  plump,  hand- ne  arms  she  smilingly  set  straight  the  flowers  on  her 
id. 

Dolly  came  up,  tried  to  say  something,  but  could  not  speak, 
ed,  and  then  laughed  unnaturally. 
titty  looked  at  all  of  them  with  the  same  absent  eyes  as rin. 

Meanwhile  the  officiating  clergy  had  got  into  their  vest- 
nts,  and  the  priest  and  deacon  came  out  to  the  lectern, 
ich  stood  in  the  forepart  of  the  church.  The  priest  turned 
Levin  saying  something.  Levin  did  not  hear  what  the 
est  said. 

'Take  the  bride's  hand  and  lead  her  up,"  the  best  man i  to  Levin. 

t  was  a  long  while  before  Levin  could  make  out  what  was 
•ected  of  him.     For  a  long  time  they  tried  to  set  him  right 
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and  made  him  begin  again— because  he  kept  taking  K
it 

by  the  wrong  arm  or  with  the  wrong  arm— till  he  
understo 

at  last  that  what  he  had  to  do  was,  without  changin
g  1 

position,  to  take  her  right  hand  in  his  right  hand.  
When 

last  he  had  taken  the  bride's  hand  in  the  correct  way,  th. 

priest  walked  a  few  paces  in  front  of  them  and  stopped 
 J; 

the  lectern.  The  crowd  of  friends  and  relations  m
oved  ai'te 

them  with  a  buzz  of  talk  and  a  rustle  of  skirts.  Some  
on 

stooped  down  and  pulled  out  the  bride's  train.  T
he  churcl 

became  so  still  that  the  drops  of  wax  could  be  heard  fal
ling 

from  the  candles. 

The  little  old  priest  in  his  ecclesiastical  cap,  with  his  loni 

silvery-gray  locks  of  hair  parted  behind  his  ears,  was  f  nmb
lin 

with  something  at  the  lectern,  putting  out  his  little  old  
hand 

from  under  the  heavy  silver  vestment  with  the  gold  cross 
 I 

the  back  of  it. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  approached  him  cautiously,  
whisper* 

something,  and  making  a  sign  to  Levin,  walked  ba
ck  again. 

The  priest  lighted  two  candles,  wreathed  with  flo
wers,  an 

holding  them  sideways  so  that  the  wax  dropped  slow
ly  frfl 

them  he  turned,  facing  the  bridal  pair.  The  pries
t  was  11 

same  old  man  that  had  confessed  Levin.  He 
 looked  wit 

weary  and  melancholy  eyes  at  the  bride  and
  bridegroom 

sighed,  and  putting  his  right  hand  out  fr
om  his  vestmen 

blessed  the  bridegroom  with  it,  and  also  with  
a  shade  I 

solicitous  tenderness  laid  the  crossed  fingers  on  the 
 bowed  hea 

of  Kitty.  Then  he  gave  them  the  candles,  and 
 taking  V 

censer,  moved  slowly  away  from  them. 

"Can  it  be  true?"  thought  Levin,  and  he  looked  roun
d  i 

his  bride.  Looking  down  at  her  he  saw  her  fa
ce  in  proffl 

and  from  the  scarcely  perceptible  quiver  of  her  lips
  and  ey 

lashes  he  knew  she  was  aware  of  his  eyes  upon  her.
  She  di 

not  look  round,  but  the  high  scolloped  collar
,  that  reach* 

her  little  pink  ear,  trembled  faintly.  He  saw  that  a
  sigh  wi 

held  back  in  her  throat,  and  the  little  hand  in  the  lo
ng  glen 

shook  as  it  held  the  candle. 

All  the  fuss  of  the  shirt,  of  being  late,  all  the  talk  of 
 frien 
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d  relations,  their  annoyance,  his  ludicrous  position— all 
Iddenly  passed  away  and  he  was  filled  with  joy  and  dread. 
The  handsome,  stately  head-deacon  wearing  a  silver  robe, 
d  his  curly  locks  standing  out  at  each  side  of  his  head, 
jpped  smartly  forward,  and  lifting  his  stole  on  two  fingers, 
>od  opposite  the  priest. 

"Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord,"  the  solemn  syllables rig  out  slowly  one  after  another,  setting  the  air  quivering th  waves  of  sound. 

"Blessed  is  the  name  of  our  God,  from  the  beginning,  is 
w,  and  ever  shall  be,"  the  little  old  priest  answered  in  a 
^missive,  piping  voice,  still  fingering  something  at  the 
tern.  And  the  full  chorus  of  the  unseen  choir  rose  up,  fill- 
*  the  whole  church,  from  the  windows  to  the  vaulted  roof, 
th  broad  waves  of  melody.  It  grew  stronger,  rested  for  an 
itant,  and  slowly  died  away. 
They  prayed,  as  they  always  do,  for  peace  from  on  high  and 
I  salvation,  for  the  Holy  Synod,  and  for  the  Tsar;  they 
iyed,  too,  for  the  servants  of  God,  Konstantin  and  Ekate- 
a,  now  plighting  their  troth. 

'Vouchsafe  to  them  love  made  perfect,  peace  and  help, -.ord,  we  beseech  Thee,"  the  whole  church  seemed  to  breathe 
h  the  voice  of  the  head-deacon. 

Levin  heard  the  words,  and  they  impressed  him.     "How 
I  they  guess  that  it  is  help,  just  help  that  one  wants?"  he 
night,  recalling  all  his  fears  and  doubts  of  late.     "What  do 
aiow?  what  can  I  do  in  this  fearful  business,"  he  thought, 
rithout  help?    Yes,  it  is  help  I  want  now." 
When  the  deacon  had  finished  the  prayer  for  the  Imperial 
nily,  the  priest  turned  to  the  bridal  pair  with  a  book: 
Iternal  God,  that  joinest  together  in  love  them  that  were 

arate,"  he  read  in  a  gentle,   piping  voice:   "who  hath 
lained  the  union  of  holy  wedlock  that  cannot  be  set  asunder, 
ou  who  didst  bless  Isaac  and  Rebecca  and  their  descendants, 
ording    to    Thy    Holy    Covenant;    bless    Thy    servants, 
nstantin  and  Ekaterina,  leading  them  in  the  path  of  all 
)d  works.     For  gracious  and  merciful  art  Thou,  our  Lord, 
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iii 

In 

and  glory  be  to  Thee,  the  Father,  the  Son,  and 
 the  Holy  Gh 

now  and  ever  shall  be." 
"Amen!"  the  unseen  choir  sent  rolling  again  upon  the 

"  '  Joinest  together  in  love  them  that  were  separate.'    W 

deep  meaning  in  those  words,  and  how  they 
 correspond  • 

what  one  feels  at  this  moment,"  thought  Levin.       Is
 

feeling  the  same  as  1 1 "  J      ' 

And  looking  round,  he  met  her  eyes,  and  fro
m  their  i 

pression  he  concluded  that  she  was  understanding
  it  just  as 

was     But  this  was  a  mistake;  she  almost  com
pletely  misi 

the  meaning  of  the  words  of  the  service;  she  
had  not  heafc 

them   in  fact.    She  could  not  listen  to  them  and
  take  thefci 

in  so  strong  was  the  one  feeling  that  filled  her  b
reast  and  gw 

stronger  and  stronger.    That  feeling  was  joy  
at  the  craipletK 

of  the  process  that  for  the  last  month  and  a 
 half  had  be.  j 

going  on  in  her  soul,  and  had  during  those
  six  weeks  been 

ioy  and  a  torture  to  her.     On  the  day  whe
n  in  the  drawn 

room  of  the  house  in  Arbaty  Street  she  had  gon
e  up  to  him, 

her  brown  dress,  and  given  herself  to  him  wi
thout  a  word-  , 

that  day,  at  that  hour,  there  took  place  in  h
er  heart  a  ea  ,0 

plete  severance  from  all  her  old  life,  and  a  q
uite  different  ne  , 

utterly  strange  life  had  begun  for  her,  w
hile  the  old  life  * 

actually  going  on  as  before.     Those  s
ix  weeks  had  for  I 

been  a  time  of  the  utmost  bliss  and  the  
utmost  misery.   I 

her  life  all  her  desires  and  hopes  were  
concentrated  on  t 

one  man,  still  uncomprehended  by  her,  to
  whom  she  was  bo* 

bv  a  feeling  of  alternate  attraction  an
d  repulsion   even  1 

comprehended  than  the  man  himself,  an
d  all  the  while  she, 

eohiK  on  living  in  the  outward  condit
ions  of  her  old  I 

Living  the  old  life,  she  was  horrified  
at  herself,  at  her  ut 

insurmountable  callousness  to  all  her  
own  past  to  things, 

habits,  to  the  people  she  had  loved,  
who  loved  her-  o  ! 

mother,  who  was  wounded  by  her  in
difference,  to  her  ta 

tender  father,  till  then  dearer  than  all
  the  world     At. 

moment  she  was  horrified  at  tins  indi
fference^   at  aiiot 

she  rejoiced  at  what  had  brought  her  to  this  i
nference.    , 

could  not  frame  a  thought,  not  a  wish  
apart  from  Me  * 
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man;  but  this  new  life  was  not  yet,  and  she  could  not 
n  picture  it  clearly  to  herself.     There  was  only  anticipa- 
,  the  dread  and  joy  of  the  new  and  the  unknown.  And 
r  behold — anticipation  and  uncertainty  and  remorse  at  the 
ndonment  of  the  old  life — all  was  ending,  and  the  new  was 
inning.  This  new  life  could  not  but  have  terrors  for  her 
sperience;  but,  terrible  or  not,  the  change  had  been 
mght  six  weeks  before  in  her  soul,  and  this  was  merely 
final  sanction  of  what  had  long  been  completed  in  her rt. 

•timing  again  to  the  lectern,  the  priest  with  some  difficulty 
k  Kitty's  little  ring,  and  asking  Levin  for  his  hand,  put  it 
the  first  joint  of  his  finger.     "The  servant  of  God,  Kon- 
ltin,  plights  his  troth  to  the  servant  of  God,  Ekaterina." 
i  putting  his  big  ring  on  Kitty's  touchingly  weak,  pink e  finger,  the  priest  said  the  same  thing. 
Jid  the  bridal  pair  tried  several  times  to  understand  what 
V  had  to  do,  and  each  time  made  some  mistake  and  were 

-ected  by  the  priest  in  a  whisper.     At  last,  having  duly formed  the  ceremony,  having  signed  the  rings  with  the 
$s,  the  priest  handed  Kitty  the  big  ring,  and  Levin  the 
e  one.     Again  they  were  puzzled,  and  passed  the  rings 
n  hand  to  hand,  still  without  doing  what  was  expected, 
'oily,  Tchirikov,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  stepped  forward 
et  them  right.     There  was  an  interval  of  hesitation,  whis- 
Ing,  and  smiles ;  but  the  expression  of  solemn  emotion  on 
faces  of  the  betrothed  pair  did  not  change :  on  the  con- 
y,  in  their  perplexity  over  their  hands  they  looked  more 
re  and  deeply  moved  than  before,  and  the  smile  with  which 
Jan  Arkadyevitch  whispered  to  them  that  now  they  would 
1  put  on  their  own  ring  died  away  on  his  lips.     He  had  a 
ing  that  any  smile  would  jar  on  them. 
Thou   who  didst  from   the   beginning   create   male   and 
ale,"  the  priest  read  after  the  exchange  of  rings,  "from e  woman  was  given  to  man  to  be  a  helpmeet  to  him,  and 
the  procreation  of  children.     0  Lord  our  God,  who  hast 
sd  down  the  blessings  of  Thy  Truth  according  to  Thy 
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Holy  Covenant  upon  Thy  chosen  servants,  our  fathers
,  fi 

generation  to  generation,  bless  Thy  servants  Konsta
ntin  ; 

Ekaterina,  and  make  their  troth  fast  in  faith,  and  un
ion 

hearts,  and  truth,  and  love.     .    .    ." 
Levin  felt  more  and  more  that  all  his  ideas  of  marriage

, 

his  dreams  of  how  he  would  order  his  life,  were  mere
  childii 

ness,  and  that  it  was  something  he  had  not  understo
od  hithef 

and  now  understood  less  than  ever,  though  it  was  bei
ng 

formed  upon  him.     The  lump  in  his  throat  rose  
higher 

higher,  tears  that  would  not  be  checked  came  into  h
is  eyes. 

CHAPTER  V 

In  the  church  there  was  all  Moscow,  all  the  fri
ends  and  rel 

tions;  and  during  the  ceremony  of  plightin
g  troth,  mi  ■ 

brilliantly  lighted  church,  there  was  an  ince
ssant  flow  ot  (I 

creetly  subdued  talk  in  the  circle  of  gaily  dr
essed  women  ■ 

girls,  and  men  in  white  ties,  frock-coats,  
and  uniforms.  I 

talk  was  principally  kept  up  by  the  men,  
while  the  won; 

were  absorbed  in  watching  every  detail  of  t
he  ceremony,  whi 

always  means  so  much  to  them. 
 , 

In  the  little  group  nearest  to  the  bride  we
re  her  two  sis  ei 

Dolly  and  the  elder  one,  the  self-posse
ssed  beauty,  Mada 

Lvov,  who  had  just  arrived  from  abro
ad 

-Why  is  it  Marie's  in  lilac,  as  bad  as  black,  at
  a  wedding 

said  Madame  Korsunsky.  rt0mvM 

-With  her  complexion,  it's  the  one  salv
ation,     responc 

Madame  Trubetsky .     ' '  I  wonder  why  they  had  the  wedding 

the  evening?     It 's  like  shop-people     ...
 

■  -  So  much  prettier.    I  was  married  in  the  evening
  too  . 

answered  Madame  Korsunsky,  and  she  si
ghed,  remeinb^ 

how  charming  she  had  been  that  d
ay,  and  how  absurW 

love  her  husband  was,  and  how  different  
it  all  was  now^ 

< '  They  say  if  any  one  >s  be       ..an  more  th
an  ten  times,  f 
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er  be  married.     I  wanted  to  be  for  the  tenth  time,  but  the 

1  was  taken,"  said  Count  Siniavin  to  the  pretty  Princess r harsky,  who  had  designs  on  him. 
■Princess  Tcharsky  only  answered  with  a  smile.     She  looked 
a  Kitty,  thinking  how  and  when  she  would  stand  with  Count 
liiavin  in  Kitty's  place,  and  how  she  would  remind  him  then 
his  joke  to-day. 
htcherbatsky  told  the  old  maid  of  honor,  Madame  Niko- 

v,  that  he  meant  to  put  the  crown  on  Kitty's  chignon  for :k. 

j  She  ought  not  to  have  worn  a  chignon, ' '  answered  Madame solaev,  who  had  long  ago  made  up  her  mind  that  if  the 
erly  widower  she  was  angling  for  married  her,  the  wedding 
iiild  be  of  the  simplest.     "I  don't  like  such  grandeur." 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  talking  to  Darya  Dmitrievna,  jest- 
fly  assuring  her  that  the  custom  of  going  away  after  the 
iding  was  becoming  common  because  newly  married  people 
rays  felt  a  little  ashamed  of  themselves. 

'Your  brother  may  feel  proud  of  himself.     She's  a  marvel 
iweetness.     I  believe  you're  envious." 

Oh,  I've  got  over  that,  Darya  Dmitrievna,"  he  answered, 
I  a  melancholy  and  serious  expression  suddenly  came  over face. 

U 
ttepan  Arkadyevitch  was  telling  his  sister-in-law  his  joke it  divorce. 

The  wreath  wants  setting  straight,"  she  answered,  tiot ring  him. 

What  a  pity  she's  lost  her  looks  so,"  Countess  Nordston 
to  Madame  Lvov.     "Still  he's  not  worth  her  little  finger 
e?"  ' 

Oh,  I  like  him  so— not  because  he's  my  future  beau-frere," 
vered  Madame  Lvov.     l '  And  how  well  he 's  behaving !    It 's 
lifficult,  too,  to  look  well  in  such  a  position,  not  to  be 
culous.     And  he's  not  ridiculous,  and  not  affected;  one see  he's  moved." 

(You  expected  it,  I  suppose  ? ' ' 
Almost.     She  always  cared  for  him. ' ' 
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"WeU~wesha5  see  which  of  them  will  step  on  the  rug  first 
£  warned  Kitty." 

"It  will  make  no  difference, ' '  said  Madame  Lvov;     we 

all  obedient  wives ;  it 's  in  our  family. 

' '  Oh,  I  stepped  on  the  rug  before  Vassily  on  purpose.     Am 

you,  Dolly  ?" 
Dolly  stood  beside  them;  she  heard  them,  but  she  did  no 

answer.     She  was  deeply  moved.     The  tears  stood  in  her  eye* 

and  she  could  not  have  spoken  without  crying.     She  wa| 

rejoicing  over  Kitty  and  Levin ;  going  back  in  thought  to  he 

own  wedding,  she  glanced  at  the  radiant  figure  of  Stepai
 

Arkadyevitch,  forgot  all  the  present,  and  remembered  
onl; 

her  own  innocent  love.     She  recalled  not  herself  only,  but 

her  women-friends  and  acquaintances.     She  thought  of  the! 

on  the  one  day  of  their  triumph,  when  they  had  stood
  lik. 

Kitty  under  the  wedding  crown,  with  love  and  hope  and 
 drea 

in  their  hearts,  renouncing  the  past,  and  stepping  forwar
d  mt 

the  mysterious  future.     Among  the  brides  that  came 
 back  1 

her  memory,  she  thought  too  of  her  darling  Anna
,  of  whos 

proposed  divorce  she  had  just  been  hearing.     An
d  she  ha 

stood  just  as  innocent  in  orange  flowers  and  bridal  veil     A
nj 

now?     "It's  terribly  strange,"  she  said  to  herself.     It  wd 

not  merely  the  sisters,  the  women-friends  and
  female  relatior 

of  the  bride  who  were  following  every  detail  of
  the  ceremon. 

Women  who  were  quite  strangers,  mere  spectators,
  were  waff 

ing  it  excitedly,  holding  their  breath,  in  fear  of  l
osing  a  sing 

movement  or  expression  of  the  bride  and  bride
groom    an 

angrily  not  answering,  often  not  hearing,  the  
remarks  ot  H 

callous  men,  who  kept  making  joking  or  
irrelevant  observ* 

10"Why  has  she  been  crying?     Is  she  being  married  again 

her  will  1" 

"Against  her  will  to  a  fine  fellow  like  that?     A  pn
n< 

isn't  he?"  „         ,       f} 

"Is  that  her  sister  in  the  white  satin?    Just  listen
  hov  ti 

deacon  booms  out,  'and  fearing  her  husba
nd. '  " 

"Are  the  choristers  from  Tchudovo?" 
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n 

(( 

No,  from  the  Synod." 
I  asked  the  footman.  He  says  he's  going  to  take  her 

ome  to  his  country  place  at  once.  Awfully  rich,  they  say. 

rhat  's  why  she  's  being  married  to  him. ' ' 
No,  they  're  a  well-matched  pair. ' ' 
I  say,  Marya  Vassilievna,  you  were  making  out  those  fly- 

way  crinolines  were  not  being  worn.  Just  look  at  her  in  the 

ace  dress — an  ambassador's  wife  they  say  she  is — how  her 
:irt  bounces  out  from  side  to  side!" 

What  a  pretty  dear  the  bride  is — like  a  lamb  decked  with 
)wers!  Well,  say  what  you  will,  we  women  feel  for  our 

ster. ' ' 
Such  were  the  comments  in  the  crowd  of  gazing  women  who 
id  succeeded  in  slipping  in  at  the  church  doors. 

CHAPTER  VI 

When  the  ceremony  of  plighting  troth  was  over,  the  beadle 
>read  before  the  lectern  in  the  middle  of  the  church  a  piece 

!  pink  silken  stuff,  the  choir  sang  a  complicated  and  elaborate 
salm,  in  which  the  bass  and  tenor  sang  responses  to  one  an- 
her,  and  the  priest  turning  round  pointed  the  bridal  pair 
the  pink  silk  rug.  Though  both  had  often  heard  a  great 
al  about  the  saying  that  the  one  who  steps  first  on  the  rug 
ill  be  the  head  of  the  house,  neither  Levin  nor  Kitty  were 
ipable  of  recollecting  it,  as  they  took  the  few  steps  towards  it. 
ey  did  not  hear  the  loud  remarks  and  disputes  that  followed, 
me  maintaining  he  had  stepped  on  first,  and  others  that  both 
d  stepped  on  together. 
After  the  customary  questions,  whether  they  desired  to  enter 
on  matrimony,  and  whether  they  were  pledged  to  any  one 

se,  and  their  answers,  which  sounded  strange  to  themselves, 
new  ceremony  began.  Kitty  listened  to  the  words  of  the 

•ayer,  trying  to  make  out  their  meaning,  but  she  could  not. 
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The  feeling  of  triumph  and  radiant  happiness  flooded  her  sou 

more  and  more  as  the  ceremony  went  on,  and  deprived  her  o 

all  power  of  attention.  E 

They  prayed:  "Endow  them  with  continence  and  fruitful  a 

ness,  and  vouchsafe  that  their  hearts  may  rejoice  looking  upo] 

their  sons  and  daughters. "    They  alluded  to  God's  creation  o 

a  wife  from  Adam's  rib,  "and  for  this  cause  a  man  shall  leav
 

father  and  mother,  and  cleave  unto  his  wife,  and  they  tw 

shall  be  one  flesh,"  and  that  "this  is  a  great  mystery";  the
 

prayed  that  God  would  make  them  fruitful  and  bless
  ther 

like  Isaac  and  Rebecca,  .Joseph,  Moses  and  Zipporah,  and  th 

they  might  look  upon  their  children's  children.    
 "That's  a 

splendid,"  thought  Kitty,  catching  the  words,  "all  that
's  ju 

as  it  should  be,"  and  a  smile  of  happiness,  unconsciously  *l
 

fleeted  in  every  one  who  looked  at  her,  beamed  on  her  rad
ial 

"Put  it  on  quite, ' '  voices  were  heard  urging  when  the  pries 

had  put  on  the  wedding  crowns,  and  Shtcherbatsky,  his  ha
n 

shaking  in  its  three-buttoned  glove,  held  the  crown  high  aboT her  head. 

' '  Put  it  on ! "  she  whispered  smiling. 

Levin  looked  round  at  her,  and  was  struck  by  the  joyfi 

radiance  on  her  face,  and  unconsciously  her  feeling  infectc 

him.    He  too,  like  her,  felt  glad  and  happy. 

They  enjoyed  hearing  the  epistle  read,  and  the  roll  of  tl 

head-deacon's  voice  at  the  last  verse,  awaited  with  such  ir 

patience  by  the  outside  public.  They  enjoyed  drinking  01 

of  the  shallow  cup  of  warm  red  wine  and  water,  and  th( 

were  still  more  pleased  when  the  priest,  flinging  back  his  sto 

and  taking  both  their  hands  in  his,  led  them  round  the  lecte
i 

to  the   accompaniment   of  bass  voices  chanting  "Glor
y 

God." 
Shtcherbatsky  and  Tchirikov,  supporting  the  crowns  ar

 

stumbling  over  the  bride's  train,  smiling  too  and  seeming  c 

lighted  at  something,  were  at  one  moment  left  behind,  at  t
 

next  treading  on  the  bridal  pair  as  the  priest  came  to  a  ha)
 

The  spark  of  joy  kindled  in  Kitty  seemed  to  have
  infectc 
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very  one  in  the  church.  It  seemed  to  Levin  that  the  priest 
ad  the  deacon  too  wanted  to  smile  just  as  he  did. 
Taking  the  crowns  off  their  heads  the  priest  read  the  last 

rayer  and  congratulated  the  young  people.  Levin  looked  at 
itty,  and  he  had  never  before  seen  her  look  as  she  did.  She 
as  charming  with  the  new  radiance  of  happiness  in  her  face, 
evin  longed  to  say  something  to  her,  but  he  did  not  know 
hether  it  was  all  over.  The  priest  got  him  out  of  his  diffi- 
ilty.  He  smiled  hjs  kindly  smile  and  said  gently,  "Kiss  your 
ife,  and  you  kiss  your  husband/'  and  took  the  candles  out  of eir  hands. 

Levin  kissed  her  smiling  lips  with  timid  care,  gave  her  his 
m,  and  with  a  new  strange  sense  of  closeness,  walked  out  of 
e  church.  He  did  not  believe,  he  could  not  believe,  that  it 
as  true.  It  was  only  when  their  wondering  and  timid  eyes 
et  that  he  believed  in  it,  because  he  felt  that  they  were  one. 
After  supper,  the  same  night,  the  young  people  left  for  the untry. 

CHAPTER  VII 

Vronsky  and  Anna  had  been  traveling  for  three  months 
?ether  in  Europe.     They  had  visited  Venice,  Rome,   and 
iples,  and  had  just  arrived  at  a  small  Italian  town  where  they 
Jant  to  stay  some  time.    A  handsome  head  waiter,  with  thick 
maded  hair  parted  from  the  neck  upwards,  an  evening  coat, 
broad  white  cambric  shirt-front,  and  a  bunch  of  trinkets 
nging  above  his  rounded  stomach,  stood  with  his  hands  in 
3  full  curve  of  his  pockets,  looking  contemptuously  from 
der  his  eyelids  while  he  gave  some  frigid  reply  to  a  gentle- 
in  who  had  stopped  him.     Catching  the  sound  of  footsteps 
ning  from  the  other  side  of  the  entry  towards  the  stair- 
se,  the  head  waiter  turned  round,  and  seeing  the  Russian 
int,  who  had  taken  their  best  rooms,  he  took  his  hands  out 
'his  pockets  deferentially,  and  with  a  bow  informed  him  that 



582  ANNA  KARENINA 

a  courier  had  been,  and  that  the  business  about  the  pal&zz 

had  been  arranged.  The  steward  was  prepared  to  sign  tl 
agreement. 

• '  Ah !  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it, ' '  said  Vronsky.    ' '  Is  madame  at 

home  or  not?" 
"Madame  has  been  out  for  a  walk  but  has  returned  now," 

answered  the  waiter. 

Vronsky  took  off  his  soft  wide-brimmed  hat  and  passed  hi» 
handkerchief  over  his  heated  brow  and  hair,  which  had  grown 
half  over  his  ears,  and  was  brushed  back  covering  the  bald 

patch  on  his  head.    And  glancing  casually  at  the  gentleman,  J 
who  still  stood  there  gazing  intently  at  him,  he  would  havef 

gone  on. 
"This  gentleman  is  a  Russian,  and  was  inquiring  afterf 

you, ' '  said  the  head  waiter. 
With  mingled  feelings  of  annoyance  at  never  being  able  tof 

get  away  from  acquaintances  anywhere,  and  longing  to  find  i 
some  sort  of  diversion  from  the  monotony  of  his  life,  Vronsky 

looked  once  more  at  the  gentleman,  who  had  retreated  and  I 

stood  still  again,  and  at  the  same  moment  a  light  came  intoF 
the  eyes  of  both. 

"Golenishtchev!" 
"Vronsky!" 

It  really  was  Golenishtchev,  a  comrade  of  Vronsky 's  in  the  | 
Corps  of  Pages.  In  the  corps  Golenishtchev  had  belonged  to 

the  liberal  party ;  he  left  the  corps  without  entering  the  armyj : 

and  had  never  taken  office  under  the  government.  Vronsky! 

and  he  had  gone  completely  different  ways  on  leaving  theP1 
corps,  and  had  only  met  once  since. 

At  that  meeting  Vronsky  perceived  that  Golenishtchev  had  tl 
taken  up  a  sort  of  lofty  intellectually  liberal  line,  and  was  con-[ 

sequently  disposed  to  look  down  upon  Vronsky 's  interests  and 
calling  in  life.  Hence  Vronsky  had  met  him  with  the  chilling 

and  haughty  manner  he  so  well  knew  how  to  assume,  the 

meaning  of  which  was:  "You  may  like  or  dislike  my  way  of 
life,  that 's  a  matter  of  the  most  perfect  indifference  to  me ;  you 

will  have  to  treat  me  with  respect,  if  you  want  to  know  me.' 
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olenishtchev  had  been  contemptuously  indifferent  to  the  tone 
aken  by  Vronsky.  This  second  meeting  might  have  been  ex- 

acted, one  would  have  supposed,  to  estrange  them  still  more. 
5ut  now  they  beamed  and  exclaimed  with  delight  on  recog- 
izing  one  another.  Vronsky  would  never  have  expected  to 
e  so  pleased  to  see  Golenishtchev,  but  probably  he  was  not 
imself  aware  how  bored  he  was.  He  forgot  the  disagreeable 
mpression  of  their  last  meeting,  and  with  a  face  of  frank  de- 
ght  held  out  his  hand  to  his  old  comrade.  The  same  expres- 
ion  of  delight  replaced  the  look  of  uneasiness  on  Golenish- 
ehev's  face. 

"How  glad  I  am  to  meet  you!"  said  Vronsky,  showing  his rong  white  teeth  in  a  friendly  smile. 

"I  heard  the  name  Vronsky,  but  I  didn't  know  which  one. 'm  very,  very  glad!" 
"'Let's  go  in.    Come,  tell  me  what  you're  doing." 
' !  I  've  been  living  here  for  two  years.    I  'm  working. ' ' 
"Ah!"  said  Vronsky  with  sympathy;  " let's  go  in."    And ith  the  habit  common  with  Russians,  instead  of  saying  in 

-ussian  what  he  wanted  to  keep  from  the  servants,  he  began )  speak  in  French. 

"Do  you  know  Madame  Karenina?  We  are  traveling  to- other. I  am  going  to  see  her  now,"  he  said  in  French,  care- illy  scrutinizing  Golenishtchev 's  face. 

"Ah!  I  did  not  know"  (though  he  did  know),  Golenish- hev  answered  carelessly.  "Have  you  been  here  long?"  he ided. 

"Four  days,"  Vronsky  answered  once  more,  scrutinizing  his lend 's  face  intently. 

'Yes,  he's  a  decent  fellow,  and  will  look  at  the  thing ^operly,''  Vronsky  said  to  himself,  catching  the  significance Golenishtchev 's  face  and  the  change  of  subject.     "I  can troduce  him  to  Anna,  he  looks  at  it  properly." 
During  those  three  months  that  Vronsky  had  spent  abroad 
itn  Anna,  he  had  always  on  meeting  new  people  asked  him- 
tt  how  the  new  person  would  look  at  his  relations  with  Anna 
d  for  the  most  part,  in  men,  he  had  met  with  the  "proper'' 
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way  of  looking  at  it.  But  if  he  had  been  asked,  and  those  who 

looked  at  it  " properly"  had  been  asked,  exactly  how  they  did 

look  at  it,  both  he  and  they  would  have  been  greatly  puzzled  tc 
answer. 

In  reality,  those  who  in  Vronsky  's  opinion  had  the ' '  proper 
view  had  no  sort  of  view  at  all,  but  behaved  in  general  as 

well-bred  persons  do  behave  in  regard  to  all  the  complex  and 

insoluble  problems  with  which  life  is  encompassed  on  all  sides: 

they  behaved  with  propriety,  avoiding  allusions  and  unpleas- 

ant questions.  They  assumed  an  air  of  fully  comprehending 

the  import  and  force  of  the  situation,  of  accepting  and  ever 

approving  of  it,  but  of  considering  it  superfluous  and  uncalled 

for  to  put  all  this  into  words. 

Vronsky  at  once  divined  that  Golenishtchev  was  of  this  class 

and  therefore  was  doubly  pleased  to  see  him.  And  in  fact 

Golenishtchev 's  manner  to  Madame  Karenina,  when  he  was 

taken  to  call  on  her,  was  all  that  Vronsky  could  have  desired 

Obviously  without  the  slightest  effort  he  steered  clear  of  al 

subjects  which  might  lead  to  embarrassment. 

He  had  never  met  Anna  before,  and  was  struck  by  heij 

beauty,  and  still  more  by  the  frankness  with  which  she  aT 

cepted  her  position.     She  blushed  when  Vronsky  brought  ii 

Golenishtchev,  and  he  was  extremely  charmed  by  this  childisl 

blush  overspreading  her  candid  and  handsome  face.    But  wha 

he  liked  particularly  was  the  way  in  which  at  once,  as  thougl 

on  purpose  that  there  might  be  no  misunderstanding  with  a
i 

outsider,  she  called  Vronsky  simply  Alexey,  and  said  the} 

were  moving  into  a  house  they  had  just  taken,  what  was  her.
 

called  a  palazzo.     Golenishtchev  liked  this  direct  and  simpL
 

attitude  to  her  own  position.    Looking  at  Anna's  manner
  o: 

simple-hearted,  spirited  gaiety,  and  knowing  Alexey  Ale
xan 

drovitch  and  Vronsky,  Golenishtchev  fancied  that  he  un
der 

stood  her  perfectly.    He  fancied  that  he  understood  what
  sh< 

was  utterly  unable  to  understand:  how  it  was  that,  havinj
 

made  her  husband  wretched,  having  abandoned  him  and  he 

son  and  lost  her  good  name,  she  yet  felt  full  of  spirits,  gaietj 
and  happiness. 

!. 



  ANNA   KARENINA   585 

"It's  in  the  guide-book,''  said  Golenishtchev,  referring  to 
le  palazzo  Vronsky  had  taken.  "There's  a  first-rate  Tinto- 
etto  there.    One  of  his  latest  period." 
"I  tell  you  what :  it's  a  lovely  day,  let's  go  and  have  another 

3ok  at  it, ' '  said  Vronsky,  addressing  Anna. 
"I  shall  be  very  glad  to;  I'll  go  and  put  on  my  hat. 

Pould  you  say  it's  hot?"  she  said,  stopping  short  in  the  door- 
ay  and  looking  inquiringly  at  Vronsky.  And  again  a  vivid 
ush  overspread  her  face. 
Vronsky  saw  from  her  eyes  that  she  did  not  know  on  what 
rms  he  cared  to  be  with  Golenishtchev,  and  so  was  afraid  of 
ot  behaving  as  he  would  wish. 
He  looked  a  long,  tender  look  at  her. 

* '  No,  not  very, "  he  said. 
And  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  understood  everything,  most 
all,  that  he  was  pleased  with  her ;  and  smiling  to  him,  she 

alked  with  her  rapid  step  out  at  the  door. 
The  friends  glanced  at  one  another,  and  a  look  of  hesitation 
ime  into  both  faces,  as  though  Golenishtchev,  unmistakably 
Imiring  her,  would  have  liked  to  say  something  about  her, 
id  could  not  find  the  right  thing  to  say,  while  Vronsky  de- 
red  and  dreaded  his  doing  so. 

Well  then,"  Vronsky  began  to  start  a  conversation  of  some 
>rt;  "so  you're  settled  here?  You're  still  at  the  same  work, 
Len?"  he  went  on,  recalling  that  he  had  been  told  Golenish- hev  was  writing  something. 

Yes,  I'm  writing  the  second  part  of  the  Two  Elements/' 
id  Golenishtchev,  coloring  ̂ .vith  pleasure  at  the  question- 
that  is,  to  be  exact,  I  am  not  writing  r.  yet;  I  am  preparing, 
Meeting  materials  It  will  be  of  far  wider  scope,  and  will 
uch  on  almost  all  questions.    We  in  Russia  refuse  to  see  that 

f*  are  the  heirs  of  Byzantium,"  and  he  launched  into  a  long d  heated  explanation  of  his  views. 
Vronsky  at  the  first  moment  felt  embarrassed  at  not  even 
lowing  of  the  first  part  of  the  Two  Elements,  of  which  the 
Lthor  spoke  as  something  well  known.  But  as  Golenishtchev 
gan  to  lay  down  his  opinions  and  Vronsky  was  able  to  follow 
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them  even  without  knowing  the  Two  Elements,  he  listened  t 

him  with  some  interest,  for  Golenishtchev  spoke  well.     Bu 

Vronsky  was  startled  and  annoyed  by  the  nervous  irascibilit
y 

with  which  Golenishtchev  talked  of  the  subject  that  engrossed* 

him.    As  he  went  on  talking,  his  eyes  glittered  more  and  more 

angrily;  he  was  more  and  more  hurried  in  his  replies  to
 

imaginary  opponents,  and  his  face  grew  more  and  more  excit
ed 

and   worried.     Remembering   Golenishtchev,    a   thin,   lively, 

good-natured  and  well-bred  boy,  always  at  the  head  of  the 

class,  Vronsky  could  not  make  out  the  reason  of  his  irritability, 

and  he  did  not  like  it.    What  he  particularly  disliked  was  that 

Golenishtchev,  a  man  belonging  to  a  good  set,  should  put  hinJ 

self  on  a  level  with  some  scribbling  fellows,  with  whom  he  was 

irritated  and  angry.    Was  it  worth  it?    Vronsky  disliked  it,
 

yet  he  felt  that  Golenishtchev  was  unhappy,  and  was  sorry 

for  him.    Unhappiness,  almost  mental  derangement,  was  vi
s- 

ible on  his  mobile,  rather  handsome  face,  while  without  even 

noticing  Anna's  coming  in,  he  went  on  hurriedly  and  hotly 

expressing  his  views. 

When  Anna  came  in  in  her  hat  and  cape,  and  her  lovely 

hand  rapidly  swinging  her  parasol,  and  stood  beside  
him,  i1 

was  with  a  feeling  of  relief  that  Vronsky  broke  away  from  
the 

plaintive  eyes  of  Golenishtchev  which  fastened  per
sistently 

upon  him,  and  with  a  fresh  rush  of  love  looked  at  his  
charming 

companion,  full  of  life  and  happiness.  Golenishtc
hev  recov- 

ered himself  with  an  effort,  and  at  first  was  dejected  and 

gloomy,  but  Anna,  disposed  to  feel  friendly  with  every  one  a
^ 

she  was  at  that  time,  soon  revived  his  spirits  by  her  dire
ct  and 

lively  manner.  After  trying  various  subjects  of  con
versation, 

she  got  him  upon  painting,  of  which  he  talked  very  
well,  and 

she  listened  to  him  attentively.  They  walked  to  the  house  
they 

had  taken,  and  looked  over  it. 

"I  am  very  glad  of  one  thing,' '  said  Anna  to  Gole
nishtchev 

when  they  were  on  their  way  back,  "Alexey  will  have 
 a  capital 

atelier.  You  must  certainly  take  that  room,"  she 
 said  o 

Vronskv  in  Russian,  using  the  affectionately  familiar
  form* 

though  she  saw  that  Golenishtchev  would  become  i
ntimate  witU 



Anna  came  in,  in  her  hat  and  cape 
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them  in  their  isolation,  and  that  there  was  no  need  of  reserve 
before  him. 

"Do  you  paint?"  said  Golenishtchev,  turning  round  quickly to  Vronsky. 

'Yes,  I  used  to  study  long  ago,  and  now  I  have  begun  to  do 
a  little,"  said  Vronsky,  reddening. 
"He  has  great  talent,"  said  Anna  with  a  delighted  smile. 
I'm  no  judge,  of  course.     But  good  judges  have  said  the 

<<T  > 

same." 

CHAPTER  VIII 

Anna,  in  that  first  period  of  her  emancipation  and  rapid 
return  to  health,  felt  herself  unpardonably  happy  and  full  of 
the  joy  of  life.  The  thought  of  her  husband's  unhappiness 
did  not  poison  her  happiness.  On  one  side  that  memory  was 
too  awful  to  be  thought  of.  On  the  other  side  her  husband's 
unhappiness  had  given  her  too  much  happiness  to  be  regretted. 
The  memory  of  all  that  had  happened  after  her  illness:  her 
reconciliation  with  her  husband,  its  breakdown,  the  news  of 
Vronsky 's  wound,  his  visit,  the  preparations  for  divorce,  the 
departure  from  her  husband's  house,  the  parting  from  her 
son— all  that  seemed  to  her  like  a  delirious  dream,  from  which 
she  had  waked  up  alone  with  Vronsky  abroad.  The  thought 
of  the  harm  caused  to  her  husband  aroused  in  her  a  feeling 
like  repulsion,  and  akin  to  what  a  drowning  man  might  feel 
who  has  shaken, off  another  man  clinging  to  him.  That  man 
did  drown.  It  was  an  evil  action,  of  course,  but  it  was  the 
sole  means  of  escape,  and  better  not  to  brood  over  these  fearful 
facts. 

One  consolatory  reflection  upon  her  conduct  had  occurred  to 
her  at  the  first  moment  of  the  final  rupture,  and  when  now 
she  recalled  all  the  past,  she  remembered  that  one  reflection. 

"I  have  inevitably  made  that  man  wretched,"  she  thought; 
"but  I  don't  want  to  profit  by  his  misery.    I  too  am  suffering. 



588  ANNA   KARENINA 

and  shall  suffer ;  I  am  losing  what  I  prized  above  everything— 

I  am  losing  my  good  name  and  my  son.  I  have  done  wrong 

and  so  I  don't  want  happiness,  I  don't  want  a  divorce,  anc 
shall  suffer  from  my  shame  and  the  separation  from  my  child. 

But,  however  sincerely  Anna  had  meant  to  suffer,  she  was  no 

suffering.  Shame  there  was  not.  With  the  tact  of  which  botl 

had  such  a  large  share,  they  had  succeeded  in  avoiding  Russiai 

ladies  abroad,  and  so  had  never  placed  themselves  in  a  fals 

position,  and  everywhere  they  had  met  people  who  pretendec 

that  they  perfectly  understood  their  position,  far  better  in 

deed  than  they  did  themselves.  Separation  from  the  son  sh 

loved — even  that  did  not  cause  her  anguish  in  these  earl: 

days.  The  baby-girl — his  child — was  so  sweet,  and  had  so  wo 

Anna's  heart,  since  she  was  all  that  was  left  her,  that  Ann 
rarely  thought  of  her  son. 

The  desire  for  life,  waxing  stronger  with  recovered  healttf 

was  so  intense,  and  the  conditions  of  life  were  so  new  anl 

pleasant,  that  Anna  felt  unpardonably  happy.  The  more  sh 

got  to  know  Vronsky,  the  more  she  loved  him.  She  loved  hii 

for  himself,  and  for  his  love  for  her.  Her  complete  ownershi 

of  him  was  a  continual  joy  to  her.  His  presence  was  alwaj 

sweet  to  her.  All  the  traits  of  his  character,  which  she  learne 

to  know  better  and  better,  were  unutterably  dear  to  her.  H 

appearance,  changed  by  his  civilian  dress,  was  as  fascinating 

her  as  though  she  were  some  young  girl  in  love.  In  ever 

thing  he  said,  thought,  and  did,  she  saw  something  particular) 

noble  and  elevated.  Her  adoration  of  him  alarmed  her  indee( 

she  sought  and  could  not  find  in  him  anything  not  fine.  SI 

dared  not  show  him  her  sense  of  her  own  insignificance  besk 

him.  It  seemed  to  her  that,  knowing  this,  he  might  soon- 

cease  to  love  her ;  and  she  dreaded  nothing  now  so  much 

losing  his  love,  though  she  had  no  grounds  for  fearing  it.  B 

she  could  not  help  being  grateful  to  him  for  his  attitude 

her,  and  showing  that  she  appreciated  it.  He,  who  had  in  h 

opinion  such  a  marked  aptitude  for  a  political  career,  in  whi- 
ne would  have  been  certain  to  play  a  leading  part— he  h; 

sacrificed  his  ambition  for  her  sake,  and  never  betrayed  t 
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slightest  regret.  He  was  more  lovingly  respectful  to  her  than 
ever,  and  the  constant  care  that  she  should  not  feel  the  awk- 

wardness of  her  position  never  deserted  him  for  a  single  in- 
stant. He,  so  manly  a  man,  never  opposed  her,  had  indeed, 

with  her,  no  will  of  his  own,  and  was  anxious,  it  seemed,  for 
nothing  but  to  anticipate  her  wishes.  And  she  could  not  but 
appreciate  this,  even  though  the  very  intensity  of  his  solicitude 
for  her,  the  atmosphere  of  care  with  which  he  surrounded  her, 
sometimes  weighed  upon  her. 

Vronsky,  meanwhile,  in  spite  of  the  complete  realization  of 
what  he  had  so  long  desired,  was  not  perfectly  happy.     He 
soon  felt  that  the  realization  of  his  desires  gave  him  no  more 
than  a  grain  of  sand  out  of  the  mountain  of  happiness  he  had 
expected.    It  showed  him  the  mistake  men  make  in  picturing 
to  themselves  happiness  as  the  realization  of  their  desires.    For 
I  time  after  joining  his  life  to  hers,  and  putting  on  civilian 
dress,  he  had  felt  all  the  delight  of  freedom  in  general,  of 
i  which  he  had  known  nothing  before,  and  of  freedom  in  his 
■love,— and  he  was  content,  but  not  for  long.     He  was  soon 
■  aware  that  there  was  springing  up  in  his  heart  a  desire  for 
|  desires— ennui.     Without   conscious   intention   he   began   to „  clutch  at  every  passing  caprice,  taking  it  for  a  desire  and  an 
t  object.     Sixteen  hours  of  the  day  must  be  occupied  in  some 
j  way,  since  they  were  living  abroad  in  complete  freedom,  out- 
(  side  the  conditions  of  social  life  which  filled  up  time  in  Peters- 

burg.    As  for  the  amusements  of  bachelor  existence,  which 
had  provided  Vronsky  with  entertainment  on  previous  tours 
1  abroad,  they  could  not  be  thought  of,  since  the  sole  attempt  of ,  the  sort  had  led  to  a  sudden  attack  of  depression  in  Anna, 
^  quite  out  of  proportion  with  the  cause— a  late  supper  with 
bachelor  friends.    Relations  with  the  society  of  the  place— for- 

'  eign  and  Russian— were  equally  out  of  the  question  owing  to the  irregularity  of  their  position.    The  inspection  of  objects  of 
|  interest,  apart  from  the  fact  that  everything  had  been  seen 
[  already,  had  not  for  Vronsky,  a  Russian  and  a  sensible  man, 
the  immense  significance  Englishmen  are  able  to  attach  to  that 

1  pursuit. 
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And  just  as  the  hungry  stomach  eagerly  acc
epts  every  object 

it  can  get,  hoping  to  find  nourishment  
in  it,  Vronsky  quite 

unconsciously  clutched  first  at  politics,  the
n  at  new  books,  and 

then  at  pictures.  .     . 

As  he  had  from  a  child  a  taste  for  paintin
g,  and  as,  not 

knowing  what  to  spend  his  money  on,  
he  had  begun  collecting 

engravings,  he  came  to  a  stop  at  pa
inting,  began  to  take 

interest  in  it,  and  concentrated  upon  it  
the  unoccupied  mass  of 

desires  which  demanded  satisfaction.
 

He  had  a  ready  appreciation  of  art 
  and  probably   with  a 

taste  for  imitating  art,  he  supposed  
himself  to  have  the  real 

hng  essential  for  an  artist,  and  after
  hesitating  for  some  time 

Sen  style  of  painting  to  select-religious,  ̂ oncal  r^ 

or  genre  painting-he  set  to  work 
 to  paint.    He  appreciated 

all  kinds  and  could  have  felt  inspired
  by  any  one  of  them, 

ll  h   had  no  conception  of  the  poss
ibility  of  knowing  nothing 

Sail  of  any  school  of  painting,  an
d  of  being  inspired  directly 

&  what  is'within  the  soul,  without  
caring  , .hetker  w hat  » 

painted  will  belong  to  any  recogniz
ed  school.    Since  he  knew 

nothing  of  this,  and  drew  his  insp
iration,  not  dnectly  torn 

fe  but  indirectly  from  life  embod
ied  in  art,  his  inspiration 

came  ver'quiekly  and  easily,  and  as 
 quickly  and  easily  cam 

SSL  in  printing  something
  very  similar  to  the  sort  of 

painting  he  was  trying  to  imitate.  eful  and 
More  than  any  other  style  he  liked  the  *

  rencn    g 

effective-and  in  that  style  he  bega
n  to  paint  Anna s po  Ua 

in  Italian  costume,  and  the  portr
ait  seemed  to  him,  and 

every  one  who  saw  it,  extremely
  successful. 

CHAPTER  IX 

The  old  neglected  palazzo,  with  its
  lofty  carved  ■***  + 

frescoes  on  the  walls,  with  its  floors  of  mosan ^
^ 

vellow  stuff  curtains  on  the  windows,  wit
h  its J*^  °'   ? 

'estate,  and  its  open  fireplaces,  
its  carved  doois  and  gio 
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reception-rooms,  hung  with  pictures — this  palazzo  did  much,  by 
its  very  appearance  after  they  had  moved  into  it,  to  confirm  in 
Vronsky  the  agreeable  illusion  that  he  was  not  so  much  a  Rus- 

sian country  gentleman,  a  retired  army  officer,  as  an  enlight- 
ened amateur  and  patron  of  the  arts,  himself  a  modest  artist 

who  had  renounced  the  world,  his  connections,  and  his  ambi- 
tion for  the  sake  of  the  woman  he  loved. 

The  pose  chosen  by  Vronsky  with  their  removal  into  the 
palazzo  was  completely  successful,  and  having,  through  Gol- 
enishtchev,  made  acquaintance  with  a  few  interesting  people, 
for  a  time  he  was  satisfied.  He  painted  studies  from  nature 
under  the  guidance  of  an  Italian  professor  of  painting,  and 
studied  medieval  Italian  life.  Mediaeval  Italian  life  so  fasci- 

nated Vronsky  that  he  even  wore  a  hat  and  flung  a  cloak  over 
his  shoulder  in  the  mediaeval  style,  which,  indeed,  was  ex- 

tremely becoming  to  him. 

"Here  we  live,  and  know  nothing  of  what's  going  on," Vronsky  said  to  Golenishtchev  as  he  came  to  see  him  one  morn- 

ing. "Have  you  seen  Mihailov's  picture?"  he  said,  handing 
him  a  Russian  gazette  he  had  received  that  morning,  and 
pointing  to  an  article  on  a  Russian  artist,  living  in  the  very 
same  town,  and  just  finishing  a  picture  which  had  long  been 
talked  about,  and  had  been  bought  beforehand.  The  article 
reproached  the  government  and  the  academy  for  letting  so 
remarkable  an  artist  be  left  without  encouragement  and 
support. 

"I've  seen  it,"  answered  Golenishtchev.  "Of  course,  he's 
not  without  talent,  but  it's  all  in  a  wrong  direction.  It's  all 
the  Ivanov-Strauss-Renan  attitude  to  Christ  and  to  religious 
painting." 
"What  is  the  subject  of  the  picture?"  asked  Anna. 
"Christ  before  Pilate.  Christ  is  represented  as  a  Jew  with 

all  the  realism  of  the  new  school." 
And  the  question  of  the  subject  of  the  picture  having 

brought  him  to  one  of  his  favorite  theories,  Golenishtchev 
launched  forth  into  a  disquisition  on  it. 

"I  can't  understand  how  they  can  fall  into  such  a  gross 
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mistake.  Christ  always  has  His  definite  embodiment 
 m  the 

art  of  the  great  masters.  And  therefore,  if  they  want 
 to  de- 

pict not  God,  but  a  revolutionist  or  a  sage,  let  them  take  fr
om 

history  a  Socrates,  a  Franklin,  a  Charlotte  Corday,  but
  not 

Christ.  They  take  the  very  figure  which  cannot  be  taken
  for 

their  art,  and  then     ..." 
"And  is  it  true  that  this  Mihailov  is  in  such  poverty/ 

asked  Vronsky,  thinking  that,  as  a  Russian  Maecenas,  it 
 was 

his  duty  to  assist  the  artist  regardless  of  whether  the  pict
ure 

were  good  or  bad. 

"I  should  say  not.  He's  a  remarkable  portrait-painter. 

Have  you  ever  seen  his  portrait  of  Madame  Vassiltch
ikov  f 

But  I  believe  he  doesn't  care  about  painting  any  more 

portraits,   and  so  very  likely  he  is  in  want.     I  main
tain 

that     .     .     ." 

"Couldn't  we  ask  him  to  paint  a  portrait  of  Anna  Arkad- 

yevna?"  said  Vronsky. 

"Why  mine?"  said  Anna.    " After  yours  I  don  t  want  an- 

other portrait.    Better  have  one  of  Annie"  (so  she  called  h
er 

baby  girl) .    ' '  Here  she  is, ' '  she  added,  looking  out  of  the  wi
n- 

dow at  the  handsome  Italian  nurse,  who  was  carrying  the  chi
ld 

out  into  the  garden,  and  immediately  glancing  unno
ticed  at 

Vronsky      The  handsome  nurse,  from  whom  Vron
sky  was 

painting  a  head  for  his  picture,  was  the  one  hidd
en  grief  in 

Anna's  life.    He  painted  with  her  as  his  model,  admi
red  her 

beauty  and  medievalism,  and  Anna  dared  not  
confess  to  her- 

self that  she  was  afraid  of  becoming  jealous  of  this  nurse,
  and 

was  for  that  reason  particularly  gracious  and  
condescending 

both  to  her  and  her  little  son.    Vronsky,  too,  glanced  
out  ol 

the  window  and  into  Anna's  eyes,  and,  turning  at  o
nce  to 

Golenishtchev,  he  said : 

' '  Do  you  know  this  Mihailov  V9 
"I  have  met  him.  But  he's  a  queer  fish,  and  quite  withou

t 

breeding.  You  know,  one  of  those  uncouth  new  
people  one's 

so  often  coming  across  nowadays,  one  of  those  f
ree-thinkers, 

you  know,  who  are  reared  d'emblee  in  theories  o
f  atheism, 

scepticism,  and  materialism.    In  former  days,"  
said  Golenish- 
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tchev,  not  observing,  or  not  willing  to  observe,  that  both  Anna 

and  Vronsky  wanted  to  speak,   "in  former  days  the  free- 
thinker was  a  man  who  had  been  brought  up  in  ideas  of  re- 

ligion, law,  and  morality,  and  only  through  conflict  and  strug- 
gle came  to  free-thought ;  but  now  there  has  sprung  up  a  new 

type  of  born  free-thinkers  who  grow  up  without  even  having 
heard  of  principles  of  morality  or  of  religion,  of  the  existence 
of  authorities,  who  grow  up  directly  in  ideas  of  negation  in 
everything,  that  is  to  say,  savages.     Well,  he's  of  that  class. 
He's  the  son,  it  appears,  of  some  Moscow  butler,  and  has  never 
had  any  sort  of  bringing-up.    When  he  got  into  the  academy 
and  made  his  reputation  he  tried,  as  he's  no  fool,  to  educate 
himself.     And  he  turned  to  what  seemed  to  him  the  very 
source  of  culture— the  magazines.    In  old  times,  you  see,  a  man 
who  wanted  to  educate  himself— a  Frenchman,  for  instance- 
would  have  set  to  work  to  study  all  the  classics  and  theolo- 

gians and  tragedians  and  historians  and  philosophers,  and,  you 
know,  all  the  intellectual  work  that  came  in  his  way.    But  in 
our  day  he  goes  straight  for  the  literature  of  negation,  very 
quickly  assimilates  all  the  extracts  of  the  science  of  negation, 

and  he's  ready.     And  that's  not  all— twenty  years  ago  he would  have  found  in  that  literature  traces  of  conflict  with  au- 
thorities, with  the  creeds  of  the  ages;  he  would  have  per- 

ceived from  this  conflict  that  there  was  something  else;  but 
now  he  comes  at  once  upon  a  literature  in  which  the  old  creeds 
do  not  even  furnish  matter  for  discussion,  but  it  is  stated 
baldly  that  there  is  nothing  else — evolution,  natural  selec- 

tion, struggle  for  existence — and  that's  all.     In  my  article 
I've    .     .     ." 

"I  tell  you  what, "  said  Anna,  who  had  for  a  long  while  been 
exchanging  wary  glances  with  Vronsky,  and  knew  that  he 
was  not  in  the  least  interested  in  the  education  of  this  artist, 
but  was  simply  absorbed  by  the  idea  of  assisting  him  and 
ordering  a  portrait  of  him;  "I  tell  you  what,"  she  said,  reso- 

lutely interrupting  Golenishtchev,  who  was  still  talking  away, 
F let's  go  and  see  him!" 

Golenishtchev    recovered    his    self-possession    and    readily 
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agreed.     But  as  the  artist  lived  in  a  remote  suburb,  it  was 
decided  to  take  the  carriage. 

An  hour  later  Anna,  with  Golenishtchev  by  her  side  and 

Vronsky  on  the  front  seat  of  the  carriage,  facing  them,  drove 

up  to  a  new  ugly  house  in  the  remote  suburb.  On  learni
ng 

from  the  porter's  wife,  who  came  out  to  them,  that  Mihailov
 

saw  visitors  at  his  studio,  but  that  at  that  moment  he  was  in 

his  lodging  only  a  couple  of  steps  off,  they  sent  her  to  him  with
 

their  cards,  asking  permission  to  see  his  picture. 

CHAPTER  X 

The  artist  Mihailov  was,  as  always,  at  work  when  the  
cards 

of  Count  Vronsky  and  Golenishtchev  were  brought  to  hi
m.  In 

the  morning  he  had  been  working  in  his  studio  at  his  big
  pic- 

ture On  getting  home  he  flew  into  a  rage  with  his  wife  fo
r 

not  having  managed  to  put  off  the  landlady,  who  had
  been 

asking  for  money.  m 

"I've  said  it  to  you  twenty  times,  don't  enter  into  detail
s. 

You're  fool  enough  at  all  times,  and  when  you  start  explai
ning 

things  in  Italian  you're  a  fool  three  times  as  foolish,
"  he  said, 

after  a  long  dispute. 

"Don't  let  it  run  so  long;  it's  not  my  fault.    It  I  had  tne 
money 

"Leave  me  in  peace,  for  God's  sake!"  Mihailov 
 shrieked, 

with  tears  in  his  voice,  and,  stopping  his  ears,  he  wen
t  off  into 

his  working  room,  the  other  side  of  a  partition  wal
l,  and  closed 

the  door  after  him.  ' '  Idiotic  woman ! "  he  said  to  himself  sat 

down  to  the  table,  and,  opening  a  portfolio,  he  set 
 to  work  at 

once  with  peculiar  fervor  at  a  sketch  he  had  begu
n. 

Never  did  he  work  with  such  fervor  and  suc
cess  as  when 

things  went  ill  with  him,  and  especially  w
hen  he  quarreled 

with  his  wife  < '  Oh !  damn  them  all ! "  he  thought  as  he  went 

on  working.  He  was  making  a  sketch  for  the 
 figure  of  a  man 

in  a  violent  rage.     A  sketch  had  been  made
  before,  but  he 
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was  dissatisfied  with  it.  "No,  that  one  was  better  .  .  . 
where  is  it?"  He  went  back  to  his  wife,  and  scowling,  and 
not  looking  at  her,  asked  his  eldest  little  girl,  where  was  that 
piece  of  paper  he  had  given  them?  The  paper  with  the  dis- 

carded sketch  on  it  was  found,  but  it  was  dirty,  and  spotted 
with  candle-grease.  Still,  he  took  the  sketch,  laid  it  on  his 
table,  and,  moving  a  little  away,  screwing  up  his  eyes,  he 
fell  to  gazing  at  it.  All  at  once  he  smiled  and  gesticulated 
gleefully. 

"That's  it!  that's  it!"  he  said,  and,  at  once  picking  up  the 
pencil,  he  began  rapidly  drawing.  The  spot  of  tallow  had 
given  the  man  a  new  pose. 

He  had  sketched  this  new  pose,  when  all  at  once  he  recalled 
the  face  of  a  shopkeeper  of  whom  he  had  bought  cigars,  a 
vigorous  face  with  a  prominent  chin,  and  he  sketched  this  very 
face,  this  chin  on  to  the  figure  of  the  man.  He  laughed  aloud 
with  delight.  The  figure  from  a  lifeless  imagined  thing  had 
become  living,  and  such  that  it  could  never  be  changed.  That 
figure  lived,  and  was  clearly  and  unmistakably  defined.  The 
sketch  might  be  corrected  in  accordance  with  the  requirements 
of  the  figure,  the  legs,  indeed,  could  and  must  be  put  differ- 

ently, and  the  position  of  the  left  hand  must  be  quite  altered ; 
the  hair  too  might  be  thrown  back.  But  in  making  these  cor- 

rections he  was  not  altering  the  figure  but  simply  getting  rid 
of  what  concealed  the  figure.  He  was,  as  it  were,  stripping  off 
the  wrappings  which  hindered  it  from  being  distinctly  seen. 
Each  new  feature  only  brought  out  the  whole  figure  in  all  its 
force  and  vigor,  as  it  had  suddenly  come  to  him  from  the  spot 
of  tallow.  He  was  carefully  finishing  the  figure  when  the 
cards  were  brought  him. 

"Coming,  coming!" 
He  went  in  to  his  wife. 

"Come,  Sasha,  don't  be  cross!"  he  said,  smiling  timidly  and affectionately  at  her.  "You  were  to  blame.  I  was  to  blame. 
I'll  make  it  all  right. "  And  having  made  peace  with  his  wife he  put  on  an  olive-green  overcoat  with  a  velvet  collar  and  a 
hat,  and  went  towards  his  studio.    The  successful  figure  he  had 
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already  forgotten.    Now  he  was  delighted  a
nd  excited  at  the 

visit  of  these  people  of  consequence,  Russians,  wh
o  had  come  in 

their  carriage. 

Of  his  picture,  the  one  that  stood  now  on  his  e
asel,  he  had 

at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  one  conviction— th
at  no  one  had 

ever  painted  a  picture  like  it.    He  did  not  b
elieve  that  his 

picture  was  better  than  all  the  pictures  of  Rapha
el,  but  he 

knew  that  what  he  tried  to  convey  in  that  picture, 
 no  one  ever 

had  conveyed.    This  he  knew  positively,  and  had  kn
own  a  long 

while  ever  since  he  had  begun  to  paint  it.    But  other
  people  s 

criticisms,  whatever  they  might  be,  had  yet
  immense  conse- 

quence in  his  eyes,  and  they  agitated  him  to  the  depths 
 of  his 

soul     Any  remark,  the  most  insignificant,  tha
t  showed  that 

the  critic  saw  even  the  tiniest  part  of  what  he  saw
  in  the  pic- 

ture, agitated  him  to  the  depths  of  his  soul.    He  a
lways  at- 

tributed to  his  critics  a  more  profound  comprehension  t
han  he 

had  himself,  and  always  expected  from  them  s
omething  he  did 

not  himself  see  in  the  picture..    And  often  
in  their  criticisms 

he  fancied  that  he  had  found  this. 

He  walked  rapidly  to  the  door  of  his  studio,
  and  in  spite 

of  his  excitement  he  was  struck  by  the  soft  li
ght  on  Anna  s 

figure  as  she  stood  in  the  shade  of  the  entranc
e  listening    o 

Golenishtchev,  who  was  eagerly  telling  her
  something,  while 

she  evidently  wanted  to  look  round  at  the  art
ist.    He  was  him- 

self unconscious  how,  as  he  approached  them  he
  seized  on  this 

impression  and  absorbed  it,  as  he  had  th
e  chin  of  the  shop- 

keeper who  had  sold  him  the  cigars,  and  put  it 
 away  some- 

where to  be  brought  out  when  he  wanted  it.    The 
 visitors,  not 

agreeably  impressed  beforehand  by  Golenis
htchev  s  account  of 

the   artist,  were  still  less  so  by  his  personal
  appearance^ 

Thick-set  and  of  middle  height,  with  nimble
  movements  with 

his  brown  hat,  olive-green  coat  and  narr
ow  trousers-though 

wide  trousers  had  been  a  long  while  in  f  ashion.-m
ost  ot  al^ 

with  the  ordinariness  of  his  broad  face,  a
nd  the  combined 

expression  of  timidity  and  anxiety  to  keep  u
p  his  dignity, 

Mihailov  made  an  unpleasant  impression. 

"Please  step  in,"  he  said,  trying  to  look  ind
ifferent,  and 
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going  into  the  passage  he  took  a  key  out  of  his  pocket  and 
opened  the  door. 

CHAPTER  XI 

On  entering  the  studio,  Mihailov  once  more  scanned  his 

visitors  and  noted  down  in  his  imagination  Vronsky's  expres- 
sion too,  and  especially  his  jaws.  Although  his  artistic  sense 

was  unceasingly  at  work  collecting  materials,  although  he  felt 
a  continually  increasing  excitement  as  the  moment  of  criti- 

cizing his  work  drew  nearer,  he  rapidly  and  subtly  formed, 
from  imperceptible  signs,  a  mental  image  of  these  three 
persons. 

That  fellow  (Golenishtchev)  was  a  Russian  living  here. 
Mihailov  did  not  remember  his  surname  nor  where  he  had  met 
him,  nor  what  he  had  said  to  him.  He  only  remembered  his 
face  as  he  remembered  all  the  faces  he  had  ever  seen ;  but  he 
remembered,  too,  that  it  was  one  of  the  faces  laid  by  in  his 
memory  in  the  immense  class  of  the  falsely  consequential  and 
poor  in  expression.  The  abundant  hair  and  very  open  fore- 

head gave  an  appearance  of  consequence  to  the  face,  which  had 

only  one  expression — a  petty,  childish,  peevish  expression,  con- 
centrated just  above  the  bridge  of  the  narrow  nose.  Vronsky 

and  Madame  Karenina  must  be,  Mihailov  supposed,  distin- 
guished and  wealthy  Russians,  knowing  nothing  about  art,  like 

all  those  wealthy  Russians,  but  posing  as  amateurs  and  con- 

noisseurs. "Most  likely  they've  already  looked  at  all  the  an- 
tiques, and  now  they're  making  the  round  of  the  studios  of  the 

new  people,  the  German  humbug,  and  the  cracked  Pre-Rapha- 
elite English  fellow,  and  have  only  come  to  me  to  make  the 

point  of  view  complete, ' '  he  thought.  He  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  way  dilettanti  have  (the  cleverer  they  were  the  worse 
he  found  them)  of  looking  at  the  works  of  contemporary  art- 

ists with  the  sole  object  of  being  in  a  position  to  say  that  art  is 
<i  thing  of  the  past,  and  that  the  more  one  sees  of  the  new  men 
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the  more  one  sees  how  inimitable  the  works  of  the  great  old 
masters  have  remained.  He  expected  all  this ;  he  saw  it  all  in 
their  faces,  he  saw  it  in  the  careless  indifference  with  which 
they  talked  among  themselves,  stared  at  the  lay  figures  and 
busts,  and  walked  about  in  leisurely  fashion,  waiting  for  him 
to  uncover  his  picture.  But  in  spite  of  this,  while  he  was 
turning  over  his  studies,  pulling  up  the  blinds  and  taking  off 
the  sheet,  he  was  in  intense  excitement,  especially  as,  in  spite 
of  his  conviction  that  all  distinguished  and  wealthy  Russians 
were  certain  to  be  beasts  and  fools,  he  liked  Vronsky,  and  still 
more  Anna. 

* '  Here,  if  you  please, ' '  he  said,  moving  on  one  side  with  his 
nimble  gait  and  pointing  to  his  picture,  "it's  the  exhortation 
to  Pilate.  Matthew,  chapter  xxvii, "  he  said,  feeling  his  lips 
were  beginning  to  tremble  with  emotion.  He  moved  away  and 
stood  behind  them. 

For  the  few  seconds  during  which  the  visitors  were  gazing  at 

the  picture  in  silence  Mihailov  too  gazed  at  it  with  the  indif- 
ferent eye  of  an  outsider.  For  those  few  seconds  he  was  sure 

in  anticipation  that  a  higher,  juster  criticism  would  be  uttered 
by  them,  by  those  very  visitors  whom  he  had  been  so  despising 
a  moment  before.  He  forgot  all  he  had  thought  about  his 
picture  before  during  the  three  years  he  had  been  painting  it ; 
he  forgot  all  its  qualities  which  had  been  absolutely  certain 
to  him — he  saw  the  picture  with  their  indifferent,  new,  outside 
eyes,  and  saw  nothing  good  in  it.  He  saw  in  the  foreground 

Pilate's  irritated  face  and  the  serene  face  of  Christ,  and  in 

the  background  the  figures  of  Pilate's  retinue  and  the  face  of 
John  watching  what  was  happening.  Every  face  that,  with 
such  agony,  such  blunders  and  corrections  had  grown  up 
within  him  with  its  special  character,  every  face  that  had 
given  him  such  torments  and  such  raptures,  and  all  these  faces 
so  many  times  transposed  for  the  sake  of  the  harmony  of  the 
whole,  all  the  shades  of  color  and  tones  that  he  had  attained 

with  such  labor — all  of  this  together  seemed  to  him  now,  look- 
ing at  it  with  their  eyes,  the  merest  vulgarity,  something  that 

had  been  done  a  thousand  times  over.    The  face  dearest  to  him, 
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the  face  of  Christ,  the  centre  of  the  picture,  which  had  given 
him  such  ecstasy  as  it  unfolded  itself  to  him,  was  utterly  lost 
to  him  when  he  glanced  at  the  picture  with  their  eyes.  He 
saw  a  well-painted  (no,  not  even  that— he  distinctly  saw  now 
a  mass  of  defects)  repetition  of  those  endless  Christs  of  Titian, 
Raphael,  Rubens,  and  the  same  soldiers  and  Pilate.  It  was  all 
common,  poor,  and  stale,  and  positively  badly  painted— weak 
and  unequal.  They  would  be  justified  in  repeating  hypocrit- 

ically civil  speeches  in  the  presence  of  the  painter,  and  pitying 
him  and  laughing  at  him  when  they  were  alone  again. 

The  silence  (though  it  lasted  no  more  than  a  minute)  became 
too  intolerable  to  him.  To  break  it,  and  to  show  he  was  not 
agitated,  he  made  an  effort  and  addressed  Golenishtchev. 

"I  think  I've  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you/'  he  said, looking  uneasily  first  at  Anna,  then  at  Vronsky,  in  fear  of losing  any  shade  of  their  expression. 

"To  be  sure!  We  met  at  Rossi's,  do  you  remember,  at  that soiree  when  that  Italian  lady  recited— the  new  Rachel?"  Gol- 
enishtchev answered  easily,  removing  his  eyes  without  the 

slightest  regret  from  the  picture  and  turning  to  the  artist 
Noticing,  however,  that  Mihailov  was  expecting  a  criticism of  the  picture,  he  said: 

"Your  picture  has  got  on  a  great  deal  since  I  saw  it  last time ;  and  what  strikes  me  particularly  now,  as  it  did  then,  is the  figure  of  Pilate.    One  so  knows  the  man :  a  good-natured 
capital  fellow,  but  an  official  through  and  through,  who  does 
not  know  what  it  is  he 's  doing.    But  I  fancy     .     .     . » 
All  Mihailov 's  mobile  face  beamed  at  once;'  his  eyes sparkled.  He  tried  to  say  something,  but  he  could  not  speak for  excitement,  and  pretended  to  be  coughing.  Low  as  was 

his  opinion  of  Golenishtchev 's  capacity  for  understanding  art trifling  as  was  the  true  remark  upon  the  fidelity  of  the  ex- 
pression of  Pilate  as  an  official,  and  offensive  as  might  have seemed  the  utterance  of  so  unimportant  an  observation  while 

nothing  was  said  of  more  serious  points,  Mihailov  was  in  an 
ecstasy  of  delight  at  this  observation.  He  had  himself  thought about  Pilate  s  figure  just  what  Golenishtchev  said     The  fact 
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that  this  reflection  was  but  one  of  millions  of  reflections,  which 

as  Mihailov  knew  for  certain  would  be  true,  did  not  diminish 

for  him  the  significance  of  Golenishtchev  's  remark.    His  heart 

warmed  to  Golenishtchev  for  this  remark,  and  from  a  state  of 

depression  he  suddenly  passed  to  ecstasy.    At  once  the  whole 

of  his  picture  lived  before  him  in  all  the  indescribable  com- 

plexity of  everything  living.    Mihailov  again  tried  to  say  that 

that  was  how  he  understood  Pilate,  but  his  lips  quivered  in- 

tractably, and  he  could  not  pronounce  the  words.     Vronsky 

and  Anna  too  said  something  in  that  subdued  voice  in  which, 

partly  to  avoid  hurting  the  artist's  feelings  and  partly  to 

avoid  saying  out  loud  something  silly— so  easily  said  when 

talking  of  art— people  usually  speak  at  exhibitions  of  pictures. 

Mihailov  fancied  that  the  picture  had  made  an  impression  on 

them  too.    He  went  up  to  them. 

''How  marvelous  Christ's  expression  is!"  said  Anna.  Of 

all  she  saw  she  liked  that  expression  most  of  all,  and  she  felt 

that  it  was  the  centre  of  the  picture,  and  so  praise  of  it 

would  be  pleasant  to  the  artist.  "One  can  see  that  He  is 

pitying  Pilate." 
This  again  was  one  of  the  million  true  reflections  that  could 

be  found  in  his  picture  and  in  the  figure  of  Christ.  She  said 

that  He  was  pitying  Pilate.  In  Christ's  expression  there 

ought  to  be  indeed  an  expression  of  pity,  since  there  is  an 

expression  of  love,  of  heavenly  peace,  of  readiness  for  death, 

and  a  sense  of  the  vanity  of  words.  Of  course  there  is  the 

expression  of  an  official  in  Pilate  and  of  pity  in  Christ,  seeing 

that  one  is  the  incarnation  of  the  fleshly  and  the  other  of  the 

spiritual  life.  All  this  and  much  more  flashed  into  Mihailov 's 
thoughts. 

"Yes,  and  how  that  figure  is  done— what  atmosphere!  One 

can  walk  round  it,"  said  Golenishtchev,  unmistakably  betray- 

ing by  this  remark  that  he  did  not  approve  of  the  meaning  and 
idea  of  the  figure. 

' '  Yes,  there 's  a  wonderful  mastery ! ' '  said  Vronsky.  { '  How 

those  figures  in  the  background  stand  out!  There  you  have 

technique,"  he  said,  addressing  Golenishtchev,  alluding  to  a 
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conversation  between  them  about  Vronsky's  despair  of  attain- 
ing this  technique. 

'  'Yes,  yes,  marvelous!"  Golenishtchev  and  Anna  assented. 
In  spite  of  the  excited  condition  in  which  he  was,  the  sentence 

about  technique  had  sent  a  pang  to  Mihailov's  heart,  and 
looking  angrily  at  Vronsky  he  suddenly  scowled.     He  had 
often  heard  this  word  technique,  and  was  utterly  unable  to 
understand  what  was  understood  by  it.    He  knew  that  by  this 
term  was  understood  a  mechanical  facility  for  painting  or 
drawing,  entirely  apart  from  its  subject.     He  had  noticed 

often  "that  even  in  actual  praise  technique  was  opposed  to 
essential  quality,  as  though  one  could  paint  well  something 
that  was  bad.     He  knew  that  a  great  deal  of  attention  and 
care  was  necessary  in  taking  off  the  coverings,  to  avoid  injur- 

ing the  creation  itself,  and  to  take  off  all  the  coverings;  but 
there  was  no  art  of  painting — no  technique  of  any  sort — about 
it.     If  to  a  little  child  or  to  his  cook  were  revealed  what  he 
saw,  it  or  she  would  have  been  able  to  peel  the  wrappings  off 
what  was  seen.    And  the  most  experienced  and  adroit  painter 
could  not  by  mere  mechanical  facility  paint  anything  if  the 
lines  of  the  subject  were  not  revealed  to  him  first.     Besides, 
he  saw  that  if  it  came  to  talking  about  technique,  it  was  impos- 

sible to  praise  him  for  it.    In  all  he  had  painted  and  repainted 
he  saw  faults  that  hurt  his  eyes,  coming  from  want  of  care  in 
taking  off  the  wrappings — faults  he  could  not  correct  now 
without  spoiling  the  whole.    And  in  almost  all  the  figures  and 
faces  he  saw,  too,  remnants  of  the  wrappings  not  perfectly 
removed  that  spoiled  the  picture. 

''One  thing  might  be  said,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  make  the 
remark     .     .     ."  observed  Golenishtchev. 

"Oh,  I  shall  be  delighted,  I  beg  you,"  said  Mihailov  with a  forced  smile. 

"That  is,  that  you  make  Him  the  man-god,  and  not  the 
God-man.    But  I  know  that  was  what  you  meant  to  do. ' ' 

"I  cannot  paint  a  Christ  that  is  not  in  my  heart,"  said 
Mihailov  gloomily. 

"Yes;  but  in  that  case,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  what  I 
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think  .  .  .  Your  picture  is  so  fine  that  my  observation 

cannot  detract  from  it,  and,  besides,  it  is  only  my  personal 

opinion.  With  you  it  is  different.  Your  very  motive  is  differ- 
ent. But  let  us  take  Ivanov.  I  imagine  that  if  Christ  is 

brought  down  to  the  level  of  an  historical  character,  it  would 

have  been  better  for  Ivanov  to  select  some  other  historical  sub- 

ject, fresh,  untouched." 
' '  But  if  this  is  the  greatest  subject  presented  to  art  ? ' ' 
"If  one  looked  one  would  find  others.  But  the  point  is  that 

art  cannot  suffer  doubt  and  discussion.  And  before  the  pic 

ture  of  Ivanov  the  question  arises  for  the  believer  and  the  un- 

believer alike,  'Is  it  God,  or  is  it  not  God?'  and  the  unity  of 

the  impression  is  destroyed. ' ' 

"Why  so?  I  think  that  for  educated  people,"  said  Mi* 

hailov, ' '  the  question  cannot  exist. ' ' 
Golenishtchev  did  not  agree  with  this,  and  confounded 

Mihailov  by  his  support  of  his  first  idea  of  the  unity  of  the 

impression  being  essential  to  art. 

Mihailov  was  greatly  perturbed,  but  he  could  say  nothing  in 
defense  of  his  own  idea. 

CHAPTER  XII 

Anna  and  Vronsky  had  long  been  exchanging  glances,  re- 

gretting their  friend's  flow  of  cleverness.  At  last  Vronsky 

without  waiting  for  the  artist,  walked  away  to  another  small 

picture. 

"Oh,  how  exquisite!    What  a  lovely  thing!    A  gem!    How 

exquisite!"  they  cried  with  one  voice. 

"What  is  it  they're  so  pleased  with?"  thought  Mihailov. 

He  had  positively  forgotten  that  picture  he  had  painted  three 

years  ago.  He  had  forgotten  all  the  agonies  and  the  ecstasies 

he  had  lived  through  with  that  picture  when  for  several 

months  it  had  been  the  one  thought  haunting  him  day  and 

night.    He  had  forgotten,  as  he  always  forgot,  the  pictures  he 
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lad  finished.  He  did  not  even  like  to  look  at  it,  and  had  only 
Drought  it  out  because  he  was  expecting  an  Englishman  who 
wanted  to  buy  it. 

' '  Oh,  that 's  only  an  old  study, ' '  he  said. 
'  How  fine ! ' '  said  Golenishtchev,  he  too,  with  unmistakable 

rincerity,  falling  under  the  spell  of  the  picture. 
Two  boys  were  angling  in  the  shade  of  a  willow-tree.  The 

Ider  had  just  dropped  in  the  hook,  and  was  carefully  pulling 
he  float  from  behind  a  bush,  entirely  absorbed  in  what  he 
vas  doing.  The  other,  a  little  younger,  was  lying  in  the  grass 
eaning  on  his  elbows,  with  his  tangled,  flaxen  head  in  his 
lands,  staring  at  the  water  with  his  dreamy  blue  eyes.  What 
vas  he  thinking  of? 
The  enthusiasm  over  this  picture  stirred  some  of  the  old 

eeling  for  it  in  Mihailov,  but  he  feared  and  disliked  this 
vaste  of  feeling  for  things  past,  and  so,  even  though  this  praise 
vas  grateful  to  him,  he  tried  to  draw  his  visitors  away  to  a 
hird  picture. 
But  Vronsky  asked  whether  the  picture  was  for  sale?  To 

lihailov  at  that  moment,  excited  by  visitors,  it  was  extremely 
listasteful  to  speak  of  money  matters. 

'It  is  put  up  there  to  be  sold,"  he  answered,  scowling 
;loomily. 
When  the  visitors  had  gone,  Mihailov  sat  down  opposite 

he  picture  of  Pilate  and  Christ,  and  in  his  mind  went  over 

/hat  had  been  said,  and  what,  though  not  said,  had  been  im- 
lied  by  those  visitors.  And,  strange  to  say,  what  had  had 
uch  weight  with  him,  while  they  were  there  and  while  he 
lentally  put  himself  at  their  point  of  view,  suddenly  lost  all 
importance  for  him.  He  began  to  look  at  his  picture  with  all 
is  own  full  artist  vision,  and  was  soon  in  that  mood  of  con- 
iction  of  the  perfectibility,  and  so  of  the  significance,  of  his 

icture — a  conviction  essential  to  the  intensest  fervor,  exclud- 
ig  all  other  interests — in  which  alone  he  could  work. 

Christ's  foreshortened  leg  was  not  right,  though.  He  took 
is  palette  and  began  to  work.  As  he  corrected  the  leg  he 
)oked  continually  at  the  figure  of  John  in  the  background, 
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which  his  visitors  had  not  even  noticed,  but  which  he  knew 

was  beyond  perfection.  When  he  had  finished  the  leg  he 

wanted  to  touch  that  figure,  but  he  felt  too  much  excited  fori 

it.  He  was  equally  unable  to  work  when  he  was  cold  and 

when  he  was  too  much  affected  and  saw  everything  too  much. 

There  was  only  one  stage  in  the  transition  from  coldness  toj 

inspiration,  at  which  work  was  possible.  To-day  he  was  too 

much  agitated.  He  would  have  covered  the  picture,  but  he 

stopped,  holding  the  cloth  in  his  hand,  and,  smiling  blissfully, 

gazed  a  long  while  at  the  figure  of  John.  At  last,  as  it  were 

regretfully  tearing  himself  away,  he  dropped  the  cloth,  and,| 
exhausted  but  happy,  went  home. 

Vronsky,  Anna,  and  Golenishtchev,  on  their  way  home,! 

were  particularly  lively  and  cheerful.  They  talked  of  Mihailov 

and  his  pictures.  The  word  talent,  by  which  they  meant  an 

inborn,  almost  physical,  aptitude  apart  from  brain  and  heart, 

and  in  which  they  tried  to  find  an  expression  for  all  the  artist 

had  gained  from  life,  recurred  particularly  often  in  their  talk 

as  though  it  were  necessary  for  them  to  sum  up  what  they  had 

no  conception  of,  though  they  wanted  to  talk  of  it.  They  said 

that  there  was  no  denying  his  talent,  but  that  his  talent  could 

not  develop  for  want  of  education— the  common  defect  of  oui 

Russian  artists.  But  the  picture  of  the  boys  had  imprinted 

itself  on  their  memories,  and  they  were  continually  comind 

back  to  it.  "What  an  exquisite  thing!  How  he  has  sue 

cceded  in  it,  and  how  simply!  He  doesn't  even  comprehend 

how  good  it  is.  Yes,  I  mustn't  let  it  slip;  I  must  buy  it, 'J said  Vronsky. 

CHAPTER  XIII 

Mihailov  sold  Vronsky  his  picture,  and  agreed  to  paint 

portrait  of  Anna.    On  the  day  fixed  he  came  and  began  th| work. 

From  the  fifth  sitting  the  portrait  impressed  every  01 

especially  Vronsky,  not  only  by  its  resemblance,  but  by 
 ll 
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characteristic  beauty.  It  was  strange  how  Mihailov  could  have 

discovered  just  her  characteristic  beauty.  "One  needs  to 
know  and  love  her  as  I  have  loved  her  to  discover  the  very 

sweetest  expression  of  her  soul,"  Vronsky  thought,  though 
it  was  only  from  this  portrait  that  he  had  himself  learned 
this  sweetest  expression  of  her  soul.  But  the  expression  was 
so  true  that  he,  and  others  too,  fancied  they  had  long 
known  it. 

"I  have  been  struggling  on  for  ever  so  long  without  doing 
! anything,"  he  said  of  his  own  portrait  of  her,  "and  he  just 
looked  and  painted  it.    That 's  where  technique  comes  in. ' ' 

1 '  That  will  come, ' '  was  the  consoling  reassurance  given  him 
by  Golenishtchev,  in  whose  view  Vronsky  had  both  talent,  and 
what  was  most  important,  culture,  giving  him  a  wider  outlook 

on  art.  Golenishtchev 's  faith  in  Vronsky 's  talent  was  propped 
up  by  his  own  need  of  Vronsky 's  sympathy  and  approval  for 
his  own  articles  and  ideas,  and  he  felt  that  the  praise  and 
support  must  be  mutual. 

In  another  man 's  house,  and  especially  in  Vronsky 's  palazzo, 
Mihailov  was  quite  a  different  man  from  what  he  was  in  his 
studio.  He  behaved  with  hostile  courtesy,  as  though  he  were 
iafraid  of  coming  closer  to  people  he  did  not  respect.  He 

called  Vronsky  "your  excellency,"  and  notwithstanding 
Anna's  and  Vronsky 's  invitations,  he  would  never  stay  to  din- 

ner, nor  come  except  for  the  sittings.  Anna  was  even  more 
friendly  to  him  than  to  other  people,  and  was  very  grateful  for 
her  portrait.  Vronsky  was  more  than  cordial  with  him,  and 

was  obviously  interested  to  know  the  artist's  opinion  of  his 
)icture.  Golenishtchev  never  let  slip  an  opportunity  of  in- 

stilling sound  ideas  about  art  into  Mihailov.  But  Mihailov  re- 
named equally  chilly  to  all  of  them.  Anna  was  aware  from  his 

eyes  that  he  liked  looking  at  her,  but  he  avoided  conversation 

tfith  her.  Vronsky 's  talk  about  his  painting  he  met  with  stub- 
born silence,  and  he  was  as  stubbornly  silent  when  he  was 

ihown  Vronsky 's  picture.  He  was  unmistakably  bored  by 
Menishtchev's  conversation,  and  he  did  not  attempt  to  oppose lim. 
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Altogether  Mihailov,  with  his  reserved  and  disagreeable 

as  it  were  hostile  attitude,  was  quite  disliked  by  them  as  the: 

got  to  know  him  better ;  and  they  were  glad  when  the  sitting 

were  over,  and  they  were  left  with  a  magnificent  portrait  ii 

their  possession,  and  he  gave  up  coming.  Golenishtchev  wa 

the  first  to  give  expression  to  an  idea  that  had  occurred  to  a 

of  them,   which  was  that  Mihailov  was  simply  jealous  ( 
Vronsky. 

"Not  envious,  let  us  say,  since  he  has  talent;  but  it  annoy 

him  that  a  wealthy  man  of  the  highest  society,  and  a  count 

too  (you  know  they  all  detest  a  title),  can,  without  any  pal 

ticular  trouble,  do  as  well,  if  not  better,  than  he  who  has  d< 

voted  all  his  life  to  it.  And  more  than  all,  it's  a  question  c 

culture,  which  he  is  without. ' ' 

Vronsky  defended  Mihailov,  but  at  the  bottom  of  his  heai 

he  believed  it,  because  in  his  view  a  man  of  a  different,  lowe 

world  would  be  sure  to  be  envious. 

Anna's  portrait— the  same  subject  painted  from  nature  bot 

by  him  and  by  Mihailov— ought  to  have  shown  Vronsky  tl 

difference  between  him  and  Mihailov;  but  he  did  not  see  i 

Only  after  Mihailov 's  portrait  was  painted  he  left  off  paintin 

his  portrait  of  Anna,  deciding  that  it  was  now  not  needed 

His  picture  of  mediaeval  life  he  went  on  with.  And  he  himsel 

and  Golenishtchev,  and  still  more  Anna,  thought  it  very  goo* 

because  it  was  far  more  like  the  celebrated  pictures  they  kne 

than  Mihailov 's  picture. 

Mihailov  meanwhile,  although  Anna's  portrait  greatly  fasc 

nated  him,  was  even  more  glad  than  they  were  when  the  si 

tings  were  over,  and  he  had  no  longer  to  listen  to  Golei 

ishtchev's  disquisitions  upon  art,  and  could  forget  abot 

Vronsky 's  painting.  He  knew  that  Vronsky  could  not  be  pr 

vented  from  amusing  himself  with  painting;  he  knew  that  1 

and  all  dilettanti  had  a  perfect  right  to  paint  what  they  like- 

but  it  was  distasteful  to  him.  A  man  could  not  be  prevent* 

from  making  himself  a  big  wax  doll,  and  kissing  it.  But 

the  man  were  to  come  with  the  doll  and  sit  before  a  man 

love,  and  began  caressing  his  doll  as  the  lover  caressed  t! 
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oman  he  loved,  it  would  be  distasteful  to  the  lover.  Just 
rich  a  distasteful  sensation  was  what  Mihailov  felt  at  the 
tght  of  Vronsky's  painting:  he  felt  it  both  ludicrous  and 
,'ritating,  both  pitiable  and  offensive. 

Vronsky's  interest  in  painting  and  the  Middle  Ages  did  not list  long.  He  had  enough  taste  for  painting  to  be  unable  to 
nish  his  picture.  The  picture  came  to  a  standstill.  He  was 
aguely  aware  that  its  defects,  inconspicuous  at  first,  would  be 
hiring  if  he  were  to  go  on  with  it.  The  same  experience  befell 
im  as  Golenishtchev,  who  felt  that  he  had  nothing  to  say, 
nd  continually  deceived  himself  with  the  theory  that  his  idea 
as  not  yet  mature,  that  he  was  working  it  out  and  collecting 
laterials.  This  exasperated  and  tortured  Golenishtchev,  but 
ronsky  was  incapable  of  deceiving  and  torturing  himself,  and 
?en  more  incapable  of  exasperation.  With  his  characteristic 
ecision,  without  explanation  or  apology,  he  simply  ceased 
orking  at  painting. 
!  But  without  this  occupation,  the  life  of  Vronsky  and  of 
(nna,  who  wondered  at  his  loss  of  interest  in  it,  struck  them  as 
itolerably  tedious  in  an  Italian  town.  The  palazzo  suddenly 
lemed  so  obtrusively  old  and  dirty,  the  spots  on  the  curtains, 
fie  cracks  in  the  floors,  the  broken  plaster  on  the  cornices 
^came  so  disagreeably  obvious,  and  the  everlasting  sameness 
f  Golenishtchev,  and  the  Italian  professor  and  the  German 

f'aveler  became  so  wearisome,  that  they  had  to  make  some 
iiange.  They  resolved  to  go  to  Russia,  to  the  country.  In 
jetersburg  Vronsky  intended  to  arrange  a  partition  of  the 
|nd  with  his  brother,  while  Anna  meant  to  see  her  son.  The 

,immer  they  intended  to  spend  on  Vronsky's  great  family titate. 

CHAPTER  XIV 

Levin  had  been  married  three  months.  He  was  happy,  but 
,3t  at  all  in  the  way  he  had  expected  to  be.  At  every  step  he 
^und  his  former  dreams  disappointed,  and  new,  unexpected 
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1: 

surprises  of  happiness.  He  was  happy ;  but  on  entering  upor 
family  life  he  saw  at  every  step  that  it  was  utterly  differen 
from  what  he  had  imagined.  At  every  step  he  experience! 
what  a  man  would  experience  who,  after  admiring  the  smooth 
happy  course  of  a  little  boat  on  a  lake,  should  get  himself  hit 
that  little  boat.  He  saw  that  it  was  not  all  sitting  still,  floatinj 
smoothly ;  that  one  had  to  think  too,  not  for  an  instant  to  forge 
where  one  was  floating;  and  that  there  was  water  under  on€ 
and  that  one  must  row;  and  that  his  unaccustomed  hand 
would  be  sore ;  and  that  it  was  only  to  look  at  it  that  was  easy 
but  that  doing  it,  though  very  delightful,  was  very  difficult. 

As  a  bachelor,  when  he  had  watched  other  people's  marrie 
life,  seen  the  petty  cares,  the  squabbles,  the  jealousy,  he  ha 
only  smiled  contemptuously  in  his  heart.  In  his  future  max 
ried  life  there  could  be,  he  was  convinced,  nothing  of  that  sort 
even  the  external  forms,  indeed,  he  fancied,  must  be  utterl 
unlike  the  life  of  others  in  everything.  And  all  of  a  suddei 
instead  of  his  life  with  his  wife  being  made  on  an  individu* 
pattern,  it  was,  on  the  contrary,  entirely  made  up  of  the  pett 
est  details,  which  he  had  so  despised  before,  but  which  now,  b 
no  will  of  his  own,  had  gained  an  extraordinary  important 
that  it  was  useless  to  contend  against.  And  Levin  saw  ths 
the  organization  of  all  these  details  was  by  no  means  so  eas 
as  he  had  fancied  before.  Although  Levin  believed  himself  1 

have  the  most  exact  conceptions  of  domestic  life,  unconsciously1 
like  all  men,,  he  pictured  domestic  life  as  the  happy  enjoymer 
of  love,  with  nothing  to  hinder  and  no  petty  cares  to  distrac 
He  ought,  as  he  conceived  the  position,  to  do  his  work,  an 
to  find  repose  from  it  in  the  happiness  of  love.  She  ought  t 
be  beloved,  and  nothing  more.  But,  like  all  men,  he  forg( 
that  she  too  would  want  work.  And  he  was  surprised  tin 

she,  his  poetic,  exquisite  Kitty,  could  not  merely  in  the  fir; 
weeks,  but  even  in  the  first  days  of  their  married  life,  thin, 
remember,  and  busy  herself  about  table-cloths,  and  furnitur 
about  mattresses  for  visitors,  about  a  tray,  about  the  coo! 
and  the  dinner,  and  so  on.  While  they  were  still  engaged,  1 
had  been  struck  by  the  definiteness  with  which  she  had  d 
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elined  the  tour  abroad  and  decided  to  go  into  the  country,  as 
though  she  knew  of  something  she  wanted,  and  could  still  think 
pf  something  outside  her  love.    This  had  jarred  upon  him  then, 
and  now  her  trivial  cares  and  anxieties  jarred  upon  him  sev- 

eral times.    But  he  saw  that  this  was  essential  for  her.    And, 
foving  her  as  he  did,  though  he  did  not  understand  the  reason 
pf  them,  and  jeered  at  these  domestic  pursuits,  he  could  not  help 
idmiring  them.    He  jeered  at  the  way  in  which  she  arranged 
;he  furniture   they  had  brought  from  Moscow ;   rearranged 
;heir  room ;  hung  up  curtains ;  prepared  rooms  for  visitors ;  a 
room  for  Dolly ;  saw  after  an  abode  for  her  new  maid ;  ordered 
linner   of   the   old   cook;   came   into   collision   with   Agafea 
Mihalovna,  taking  from  her  the  charge  of  the  stores.    He  saw 
low  the  old  cook  smiled,  admiring  her,  and  listening  to  her 
nexperienced,  impossible  orders,  how  mournfully  and  tenderly 
Agafea  Mihalovna  shook  her  head  over  the  young  mistress's 
lew  arrangements.     He  saw  that  Kitty  was  extraordinarily 
fweet  when,  laughing  and  crying,  she  came  to  tell  him  that  her 
naid,  Masha,  was  used  to  looking  upon  her  as  her  young  lady, 
md  so  no  one'obeyed  her.    It  seemed  to  him  sweet,  but  strange! md  he  thought  it  would  have  been  better  without  this. 
He  did  not  know  how  great  a  sense  of  change  she  was  ex- 

periencing: she,  who  at  home  had  sometimes  wanted  some 
avonte  dish,  or  sweets,  without  the  possibility  of  getting 
nther,  now  could  order  what  she  liked,  buy  pounds  of  sweets, 
pend  as  much  money  as  she  liked,  and  order  any  puddings he  pleased. 

She  was  dreaming  with  delight  now  of  Dolly  >s  coming  to 
hem  with  her  children,  especially  because  she  would  order  for 
he  children  their  favorite  puddings,  and  Dolly  would  appre- 
,iate  all  her  new  housekeeping.  She  did  not  know  herself  why ,nd  wherefore,  but  the  arranging  of  her  house  had  an  irre- 
istible  attraction  for  her.  Instinctively  feeling  the  approach 
f  spring,  and  knowing  that  there  would  be  days  of  rough rather  too,  she  built  her  nest  as  best  she  could,  and  was  in 
aste  at  the  same  time  to  build  it  and  to  learn  how  to  do  it 
This  care  for  domestic  details  in  Kitty,  so  opposed  to  Levin's 
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ideal  of  exalted  happiness,  was  at  first  one  of  the  disappoint 

mcnts;  and  this  sweet  care  of  her  household,  the  aim  of  whicl 
he  did  not  understand,  but  could  not  help  loving,  was  one  o1 

the  new  happy  surprises. 

Another  disappointment  and  happy  surprise  came  in  then 

quarrels.  Levin  could  never  have  conceived  that  between  hiir 
and  his  wife  any  relations  could  arise  other  than  tender,  re 

spectful,  and  loving,  and  all  at  once  in  the  very  early  day! 

they  quarreled,  so  that  she  said  he  did  not  care  for  her,  tha 
he  cared  for  no  one  but  himself,  burst  into  tears,  and  wrunj 
her  hands. 

This  first  quarrel  arose  from  Levin's  having  gone  out  to 
new  farmhouse  and  having  been  away  half  an  hour  too  long 

because  he  had  tried  to  get  home  by  a  short  cut  and  had  lol 

his  way.  He  drove  home  thinking  of  nothing  but  her,  of  hi 

love,  of  his  own  happiness,  and  the  nearer  he  drew  to  home 

the  warmer  was  his  tenderness  for  her.  He  ran  into  the  roon 

with  the  same  feeling,  with  an  even  stronger  feeling,  than  1 

had  had  when  he  reached  the  Shtcherbatskys'  house  to  mak 
his  offer.  And  suddenly  he  was  met  by  a  lowering  expressioi 

he  had  never  seen  in  her.  He  would  have  kissed  her;  si 

pushed  him  away. 
"What  is  it?" 

"You've  been  enjoying  yourself,"  she  began,  trying  to  b 
calm  and  spiteful.  But  as  soon  as  she  opened  her  mouth,  . 

stream  of  reproach,  of  senseless  jealousy,  of  all  that  had  beei 

torturing  her  during  that  half-hour  which  she  had  spent  sit 

ting  motionless  at  the  window,  burst  from  her.  It  was  onlj 

then,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  clearly  understood  what  he  ha« 
not  understood  when  he  led  her  out  of  the  church  after  th 

wedding.  He  felt  now  that  he  was  not  simply  close  to  her,  bu 

that  he  did  not  know  where  he  ended  and  she  began.  He  fel 

this  from  the  agonizing  sensation  of  division  that  he  exper: 

enced  at  that  instant.  He  was  offended  for  the  first  instani 

but  the  very  same  second  he  felt  that  he  could  not  be  offends 

by  her,  that  she  was  himself.  He  felt  for  the  first  moment  as 

man  feels  when,  having  suddenly  received  a  violent  blow  fr<w 
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behind,  turns  round,  angry  and  eager  to  avenge  himself,  to 
look  for  his  antagonist,  and  finds  that  it  is  he  himself  who  has 
accidentally  struck  himself,  that  there  is  no  one  to  be  angry 
with,  and  that  he  must  put  up  with  and  try  to  soothe  the 

pain. 
Never  afterwards  did  he  feel  it  with  such  intensity,  but  this 

first  time  he  could  not  for  a  long  while  get  over  it.  His  natu- 
ral feeling  urged  him  to  defend  himself,  to  prove  to  her  she 

was  wrong ;  but  to  prove  her  wrong  would  mean  irritating  her 
still  more  and  making  the  rupture  greater  that  was  the  cause 
of  all  his  suffering.  One  habitual  feeling  impelled  him  to  get 
rid  of  the  blame  and  to  pass  it  on  to  her.  Another  feeling,  even 
stronger,  impelled  him  as  quickly  as  possible  to  smooth  over 
the  rupture  without  letting  it  grow  greater.  To  remain  under 
such  undeserved  reproach  was  wretched,  but  in.,  make,  her 
suffer  by  justifying  himself  .ms„j>yj3rse__slill.  Like  a  man 

half-awake  in  an  agony  of  pain,  he  wanted  to  tear  out,  to 
,fling  away  the  aching  place,  and  coming  to  his  senses,  he  felt 
that  the  aching  place  was  himself.  He  could  do  nothing  but 
try  to  help  the  aching  place  to  bear  it,  and  this  he  tried 
to  do. 

They  made  peace.     She,  recognizing  that  she  was  wrong, 
though  she  did  not  say  so,  became  tenderer  to  him,  and  they 
experienced  new,  redoubled  happiness  in  their  love.    But  that 
did  not  prevent  such  quarrels  from  happening  again,  and 
exceedingly  often  too,  on  the  most  unexpected  and  trivial 
grounds.     These  quarrels  frequently  arose  from  the  fact  that 
they  did  not  yet  know  what  was  of  importance  to  each  other, 
and  that  all  this  early  period  they  were  both  often  in  a  bad 
temper.    When  one  was  in  a  good  temper,  and  the  other  in  a 
bad  temper,  the  peace  was  not  broken;  but  when  both  hap- 
i  pened  to  be  in  an  ill-humor,  quarrels  sprang  up  from  such  in- 
I  comprehensibly  trifling  causes,  that  they  could  never  remem- 
|ber  afterwards  what  they  had  quarreled  about.     It  is  true 
i  that  when  they  were  both  in  a  good  temper  their  enjoyment  of 
[life  was  redoubled.    But  still  this  first  period  of  their  married 
life  was  a  difficult  time  for  them. 
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During  all  this  early  time  they  had  a  peculiarly  vivid  sense 

of  tension,  as  it  were  a  tugging  in  opposite  directions  of  the 

chain  by  which  they  were  bound.  Altogether  their  honey- 

moon—that is  to  say,  the  month  after  their  wedding— from 

which  from  tradition  Levin  expected  so  much,  was  not  merely 

not  a  time  of  sweetness,  but  remained  in  the  memories  of  both 

as  the  bitterest  and  most  humiliating  period  in  their  lives. 

They  both  alike  tried  in  later  life  to  blot  out  from  their 

memories  all  the  monstrous,  shameful  incidents  of  that  morbid 

period,  when  both  were  rarely  in  a  normal  frame  of  mind,  both 
were  rarely  quite  themselves. 

It  was  only  in  the  third  month  of  their  married  life,  after 

their  return  from  Moscow,  where  they  had  been  staying  for  a 

month,  that  their  life  began  to  go  more  smoothly. 

CHAPTER  XV 

They  had  just  come  back  from  Moscow,  and  were  glad  to  be 

alone.  He  was  sitting  at  the  writing-table  in  his  study,  writ- 

ing. She,  wearing  the  dark  lilac  dress  she  had  worn  during 

the  first  days  of  their  married  life,  and  put  on  again  to-day,  a 

dress  particularly  remembered  and  loved  by  him,  was  sitting 

on  the  sofa,  the  same  old-fashioned  leather  sofa  which  had  al- 

ways stood  in  the  study  in  Levin's  father's  and  grandfather's
 

days.  She  was  sewing  at  broderie  anglaise.  .  He  thought  and
 

wrote,  never  losing  the  happy  consciousness  of  her  presenc
e. 

His  work,  both  on  the  land  and  on  the  book,  in  which  the  prin- 

ciples of  the  new  land  system  were  to  be  laid  down,  had  not 

been  abandoned ;  but  just  as  formerly  these  pursuits  and  ideas 

had  seemed  to  him  petty  and  trivial  in  comparison  wi
th  the 

darkness  that  overspread  all  life,  now  they  seemed  
as  unim- 

portant and  petty  in  comparison  with  the  life  that  lay  befor
e 

him  suffused  with  the  brilliant  light  of  happiness.  
He  went 

on  with  his  work,  but  he  felt  now  that  the  centre  of  gra
vity  of 

his  attention  had  passed  to  something  else,  and 
 that  conse- 
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quently  he  looked  at  his  work  quite  differently  and  more 
clearly.    Formerly  this  work  had  been  for  him  an  escape  from 
life.     Formerly  he  had  felt  that  without  this  work  his  life 
would  be  too  gloomy.    Now  these  pursuits  were  necessary  for 
him  that  life  might  not  be  too  uniformly  bright.    Taking  up 
his  manuscript,  reading  through  what  he  had  written,  he  found 
with  pleasure  that  the  work  was  worth  his  working  at.    Many 
of  his  old  ideas  seemed  to  him  superfluous  and  extreme,  but 
many  blanks  became  distinct  to  him  when  he  reviewed  the 
whole  thing  in  his  memory.    He  was  writing  now  a  new  chap- 

ter on  the  causes  of  the  present  disastrous  condition  of  agri- 
culture in  Russia.    He  maintained  that  the  poverty  of  Russia 

arises  not  merely  from  the  anomalous  distribution  of  landed 
property  and  misdirected  reforms,  but  that  what  had  con- 

tributed of  late  years  to  this  result  was  the  civilization  from 

without  abnormally  grafted  upon  Russia,  especially  facilities 
of  communication,  as  railways,  leading  to  centralization  in 
towns,  the  development  of  luxury,  and  the  consequent  develop- 

ment of  manufactures,  credit  and  its  accompaniment  of  specu- 
lation— all  to  the  detriment  of  agriculture.    It  seemed  to  him 

that  in  a  normal  development  of  wealth  in  a  state  all  these 
phenomena  would  arise  only  when  a  considerable  amount  of 
labor  had  been  put  into  agriculture,  when  it  had  come  under 
regular,  or  at  least  definite,  conditions;  that  the  wealth  of  a 
country  ought  to  increase  proportionally,  and  especially  in 
such  a  way  that  other  sources  of  wealth  should  not  outstrip 
agriculture ;  that  in  harmony  with  ascertain  stage  of  agricul- 

ture there  should  be  means  of  communication  corresponding  to 
it,  and  that  in  our  unsettled  condition  of  the  land,  railways, 
called  into  being  by  political  and  not  by  economic  needs,  were 
premature,  and  instead  of  promoting  agriculture,  as  was  ex- 

pected of  them,  they  were  competing  with  agriculture  and  pro- 
moting the  development  of  manufactures  and  credit,  and  so 

arresting  its  progress ;  and  that  just  as  the  one-sided  and  pre- 
mature development  of  one  organ  in  an  animal  would  hinder 

its  general  development,  so  in  the  general  development  of 
wealth  in  Russia,  credit,  facilities  of  communication,  manufac- 
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turing  activity,  indubitably  necessary  in  Europe,  where  they 

had  arisen  in  their  proper  time,  had  with  us  only  done  harm, 

by  throwing  into  the  background  the  chief  question  calling  for 

settlement— the  question  of  the  organization  of  agriculture. 

While  he  was  writing  his  ideas  she  was  thinking  how  un- 

naturally cordial  her  husband  had  been  to  young  Prince 

Tcharsky,  who  had,  with  great  want  of  tact,  flirted  with  her 

the  day  before  they  left  Moscow.  ' '  He 's  jealous, ' '  she  thought. 

"Goodness!  how  sweet  and  silly  he  is!  He's  jealous  of  me! 
If  he  knew  that  I  think  no  more  of  them  than  of  Piotr  the 

cook,"  she  thought,  looking  at  his  head  and  red  neck  with  a 

feeling  of  possession  strange  to  herself.  " Though  it's  a  pity 
to  take  him  from  his  work  (but  he  has  plenty  of  time !) ,  I  must 

look  at  his  face ;  will  he  feel  I  'm  looking  at  him  !  I  wish  he  'd 

turn  round  ...  I'll  will  him  to!"  and  she  opened  her 

eyes  wide,  as  though  to  intensify  the  influence  of  her  gaze. 

' '  Yes,  they  draw  away  all  the  sap  and  give  a  false  appear- 

ance of  prosperity,"  he  muttered,  stopping  to  write,  and,  feel- 

ing that  she  was  looking  at  him  and  smiling,  he  looked  round. 

"Well?"  he  queried,  smiling,  and  getting  up. 

"He  looked  round,"  she  thought. 

"It's  nothing;  I  wanted  you  to  look  round,"  she  said, 

watching  him,  and  trying  to  guess  whether  he  was  vexed  at 

being  interrupted  or  not. 

"How  happy  we  are  alone  together! — I  am,  that  is,"  he 

said,  going  up  to  her  with  a  radiant  smile  of  happiness. 

"I'm  just  as  happy.  I'll  never  go  anywhere,  especially  not 

to  Moscow." 
1 '  And  what  were  you  thinking  about  ?  " 
"I?    I  was  thinking    .     .     .    No,  no,  go  along,  go  on  writ 

ing;  don't  break  off,"  she  said,  pursing  up  her  lips,  "and  I 

must  cut  out  these  little  holes  now,  do  you  see?" 

She  took  up  her  scissors  and  began  cutting  them  out. 

"No;  tell  me,  what  was  it?"  he  said,  sitting  down  beside  her 

and  watching  the  tiny  scissors  moving  round. 

"Oh!  what  was  I  thinking  about?  I  was  thinking  about 

Moscow,  about  the  back  of  your  head." 
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"Why  should  I,  of  all  people,  have  such  happiness!  It's 
unnatural,  too  good, ' '  he  said,  kissing  her  hand. 

"I  feel  quite  the  opposite;  the  better  things  are,  the  more 
natural  it  seems  to  me. ' ' 

''And  you've  got  a  little  curl  loose,"  he  said,  carefully 
turning  her  head  round. 

"  A  little  curl,  oh  yes.    No,  no,  we  are  busy  at  our  work ! " 
Work  did  not  progress  further,  and  they  darted  apart  from 

one  another  like  culprits  when  Kouzma  came  in  to  announce 
that  tea  was  ready. 

' '  Have  they  come  from  the  town  1 ' '  Levin  asked  Kouzma. 
" They've  just  come;  they're  unpacking  the  things." 
"Come  quickly,"  she  said  to  him  as  she  went  out  of  the 

study,  "or  else  I  shall  read  your  letters  without  you." 
Left  alone,  after  putting  his  manuscripts  together  in  the 

Hew  portfolio  bought  by  her,  he  washed  his  hands  at  the  new 

wash-stand  with  the  elegant  fittings,  that  had  all  made  their 
appearance  with  her.    Levin  smiled  at  his  own  thoughts,  and 
shook  his  head  disapprovingly  at  those  thoughts;  a  feeling 
akin  to  remorse  fretted  him.    There  was  something  shameful, 
effeminate,  Capuan,  as  he  called  it  to  himself,  in  his  present 

mode  of  life.    "It's  not  right  to  go  on  like  this,"  he  thought. 
"It'll  soon  be  three  months,  and  I'm  doing  next  to  nothing. 
|  To-day,  almost  for  the  first  time,  I  set  to  work  seriously,  and 
1  what  happened  ?    I  did  nothing  but  begin  and  throw  it  aside. 
Even  my  ordinary  pursuits  I  have  almost  given  up.     On 

i  the  land  I  scarcely  walk  or  drive  about  at  all  to  look  after 
things.     Either  I  am  loath  to  leave  her,  or  I  see  she's  dull 
alone.     And  I  used  to  think  that,  before  marriage,  life  was 
nothing  much,  somehow  didn't  count,  but  that  after  marriage, 
life  began  in  earnest.     And  here  almost  three  months  have 
passed,  and  I  have  spent  my  time  so  idly  and  unprofitably. 
No,  this  won't  do ;  I  must  begin.    Of  course,  it's  not  her  fault. 
She's  not  to  blame  in  any  way.    I  ought  myself  to  be  firmer, to  maintain  my  masculine  independence  of  action ;  or  else  I 
shall  get  into  such  ways,  and  she  '11  get  used  to  them  too.    .    .    . 
Of  course  she's  not  to  blame, "  he  told  himself. 
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But  it  is  hard  for  any  one  who  is  dissatisfied  not  to  blame 

some  one  else,  and  especially  the  person  nearest  of  all  to  them, 

for  the  ground  of  his  dissatisfaction.     And  it  vaguely  came 

into  Levin's  mind  that  she  herself  was  not  to  blame  (she  could 

not  be  to  blame  for  anything),  but  what  was  to  blame  was  her 

education,  too  superficial  and  frivolous.     (''That  fool  Tchar- 

sky:  she  wanted,  I  know,  to  stop  him,  but  didn't  know  how 
to.")     "Yes,  apart  from  her  interest  in  the  house  (that  she 

has),  apart  from  dress  and  broderie  anglaise,  she  has  no  serious 

interests.    No  interest  in  her  work,  in  the  estate,  in  the  peas- 

ants, nor  in  music,  though  she's  rather  good  at  it,  nor  in  read- 

ing.   She  does  nothing,  and  is  perfectly  satisfied."    Levin,  m 

his  heart,  censured  this,  and  did  not  as  yet  understand  that  she 

was  preparing  for  that  period  of  activity  which  was  to  com
e 

for  her  when  she  would  at  once  be  Ihe  wife  of  her  husband  and 

mistress  of  the  house,  and  would  bear,  and  nurse,  and  bring  up 

children.    He  knew  not  that  she  was  instinctively  aware  of 

this,  and,  preparing  herself  for  this  time  of  terrible  toil,  
did 

not  reproach  herself  for  the  moments  of  carelessness  and  hap- 

piness in  her  love  that  she  enjoyed  now  while  gaily  building 
her  nest  for  the  future. 

CHAPTER  XVI 

When  Levin  went  up-stairs,  his  wife  was  sitting  n
ear  the 

new  silver  samovar  behind  the  new  tea  service,  and,  
having  set- 

tled old  Agafea  Mihalovna  at  a  little  table  with  a  full  cup
  of 

tea,  was  reading  a  letter  from  Dolly,  with  whom  they
  were  in 

continual  and  frequent  correspondence. 

"You  see,  your  good  lady's  settled  me  here,  told  me  to 
 sit  a 

bit  with  her, » '  said  Agafea  Mihalovna,  smiling  affectiona
tely  at 

Iifthese  words  of  Agafea  Mihalovna,  Levin  rea
d  the  final 

act  of  the  drama  which  had  been  enacted  of  late
  between  her 

and  Kitty.  He  saw  that,  in  spite  of  Agafea  M
ihalovna  s  feel- 

ings being  hurt  by  a  new  mistress  taking  the  rei
ns  of  govern- 
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ment  out  of  her  hands,  Kitty  had  yet  conquered  her  and  made 
her  love  her. 

''Here,  I  opened  your  letter  too,"  said  Kitty,  handing  him 
an  illiterate  letter.  "It's  from  that  woman,  I  think,  your 
brother's  .  .  ."she  said.  "  I  did  not  read  it  through.  This 
is  from  my  people  and  from  Dolly.  Fancy !  Dolly  took  Tanya 

and  Grisha  to  a  children's  ball  at  the  Sarmatskys':  Tanya  was 
a  French  marquise. ' ' 

But  Levin  did  not  hear  her.  Flushing,  he  took  the  letter 

from  Marya  Nikolaevna,  his  brother 's  former  mistress,  and  be- 
gan to  read  it.  This  was  the  second  letter  he  had  received  from 

Marya  Nikolaevna.  In  the  first  letter,  Marya  Nikolaevna 
wrote  that  his  brother  had  sent  her  away  for  no  fault  of  hers, 
and,  with  touching  simplicity,  added  that  though  she  was  in 
want  again,  she  asked  for  nothing,  and  wished  for  nothing,  but 
was  only  tormented  by  the  thought  that  Nikolay  Dmitrievitch 
would  come  to  grief  without  her,  owing  to  the  weak  state  of  his 
health,  and  begged  his  brother  to  look  after  him.  Now  she 
wrote  quite  differently.  She  had  found  Nikolay  Dmitrievitch, 
had  again  made  it  up  with  him  in  Moscow,  and  had  moved 
with  him  to  a  provincial  town,  where  he  had  received  a  post  in 
the  government  service.  But  that  he  had  quarreled  with  the 
head  official,  and  was  on  his  way  back  to  Moscow,  only  he  had 
been  taken  so  ill  on  the  road  that  it  was  doubtful  if  he  would 

ever  leave  his  bed  again,  she  wrote.  "  It 's  always  of  you  he  has 
talked,  and,  besides,  he  has  no  more  money  left." 

"Read  this;  Dolly  writes  about  you,"  Kitty  was  beginning, with  a  smile ;  but  she  stopped  suddenly,  noticing  the  changed 
expression  on  her  husband's  face. 

' '  What  is  it  T    What 's  the  matter  f ' ' 

"She  writes  to  me  that  Nikolay,  my  brother,  is  at  death's 
door.    I  shall  go  to  him." 

Kitty's  face. changed  at  once.  Thoughts  of  Tanya  as  a  mar- quise, of  Dolly,  all  had  vanished. 

"When  are  you  going?"  she  said. 
* '  To-morrow. ' ' 

"And  I  will  go  with  you,  can  I?"  she  said. 
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"Kitty!  What  are  you  thinking  of?"  he  said  reproach- 
fully. 

' '  How  do  you  mean  ? ' '  offended  that  he  should  seem  to  take 

her  suggestion  unwillingly  and  with  vexation.  "Why 

shouldn't  I  go?    I  shan't  be  in  your  way.    I     .     .     ." 

"I'm  going  because  my  brother  is  dying,"  said  Levin. 
"Why  should  you     .     .     ." 

' '  Why  ?    For  the  same  reason  as  you. ' ' 
'  *  And,  at  a  moment  of  such  gravity  for  me,  she  only  thinks 

of  her  being  dull  by  herself,"  thought  Levin.  And  this  lack 
of  candor  in  a  matter  of  such  gravity  infuriated  him. 

"It's  out  of  the  question,"  he  said  sternly. 
Agafea  Mihalovna,  seeing  that  it  was  coming  to  a  quarrel, 

gently  put  down  her  cup  and  withdrew.  Kitty  did  not  even 
notice  her.  The  tone  in  which  her  husband  had  said  the  last 

words  wounded  her,  especially  because  he  evidently  did  not 
.believe  what  she  had  said. 

"I  tell  you,  that  if  you  go,  I  shall  come  with  you;  I  shall 

certainly  come,"  she  said  hastily  and  wrathfully.  "Why  out 

of  the  question  ?    Why  do  you  say  it 's  out  of  the  question  ? ' ' 
"Because  it'll  be  going  God  knows  where,  by  all  sorts  of 

roads  and  to  all  sorts  of  hotels.  You  would  be  a  hindrance  to 

me, ' '  said  Levin,  trying  to  be  cool. 
"Not  at  all.    I  don't  want  anything.    Where  you  can  go,  I 

can. 

"Well,  for  one  thing  then,  because  this  woman's  there  whom 

you  can't  meet." 
"I  don't  know  and  don't  care  to  know  who's  there  and 

what.  I  know  that  my  husband 's  brother  is  dying  and  my  hus- 

band is  going  to  him,  and  I  go  with  my  husband  too.     .     .     .1 

"Kitty!  Don't  get  angry.  But  just  think  a  little:  this 

is  a  matter  of  such  importance  that  I  can't  bear  to  think  that 

you  should  bring  in  a  feeling  of  weakness,  of  dislike  to  bein| 

left  alone.  Come,  you'll  be  dull  alone,  so  go  and  stay  at 

Moscow  a  little." 

"There,  you  always  ascribe  base,  vile  motives  to  me,"  she 

said  with  tears  of  wounded  pride  and  fury.    "I  didn't  mean, 
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it  wasn  't  weakness,  it  wasn  't.  .  .  .  I  feel  that  it 's  my  duty 
to  be  with  my  husband  when  he's  in  trouble,  but  you  try  on 
purpose  to  hurt  me,  you  try  on  purpose  not  to  under- 

stand.   .    .     ." 

"No;  this  is  awful!  To  be  such  a  slave!"  cried  Levin, 
getting  up,  and  unable  to  restrain  his  anger  any  longer. 
But  at  the  same  second  he  felt  that  he  was  beating  him- 
self. 

"Then  why  did  you  marry?  You  could  have  been  free. 
Why  did  you,  if  you  regret  it  ? ' '  she  said,  getting  up  and  run- 

ning away  into  the  drawing-room. 
When  he  went  to  her,  she  was  sobbing. 
He  began  to  speak,  trying  to  find  words  not  to  dissuade  but 

simply  to  soothe  her.  But  she  did  not  heed  him,  and  would 
not  agree  to  anything.  He  bent  down  to  her  and  took  her 
hand,  which  resisted  him.  He  kissed  her  hand,  kissed  her 

hair,  kissed  her  hand  again — still  she  was  silent.  But  when  he 

took  Tier  face  in  both  his  hands  and  said  "Kitty!"  she 
suddenly  recovered  herself,  and  began  to  cry,  and  they  were 
reconciled. 

It  was  decided  that  they  should  go  together  the  next  day. 
Levin  told  his  wife  that  he  believed  she  wanted  to  go  simply 

in  order  to  be  of  use,  agreed  that  Marya  Nikolaevna's  being 
with  his  brother  did  not  make  her  going  improper,  but  he  set 
off  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  dissatisfied  both  with  her  and 

with  himself.  He  was  dissatisfied  with  her  for  being  unable 
to  make  up  her  mind  to  let  him  go  when  it  was  necessary  (and 
how  strange  it  was  for  him  to  think  that  he,  so  lately  hardly  \ 
daring  to  believe  in  such  happiness  as  that  she  could  love 

him — now  was  unhappy  because  she  loved  him  too  much!), 

and  he  was  dissatisfied  with  himself  for  not  showing  more** 
strength  of  will.  Even  greater  was  the  feeling  of  disagreement 
at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  as  to  her  not  needing  to  consider  the 
woman  who  was  with  his  brother,  and  he  thought  with  horror 
of  all  the  contingencies  they  might  meet  with.  The  mere  idea 
of  his  wife,  his  Kitty,  being  in  the  same  room  with  a  common 
wench,  set  him  shuddering  with  horror  and  loathing. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

The  hotel  of  the  provincial  town  where  Nikolay  Levin  was 

lying  ill  was  one  of  those  provincial  hotels  which  are  con- 
structed on  the  newest  model  of  modern  improvements,  with 

the  best  intentions  of  cleanliness,  comfort,  and  even  elegance, 

but  owing  to  the  public  that  patronizes  them,  are  with  astound- 

ing rapidity  transformed  into  filthy  taverns  with  a  pretension 

of  modern  improvement  that  only  makes  them  worse  than  the 

old-fashioned,  honestly  filthy  hotels.  This  hotel  had  already 

reached  that  stage,  and  the  soldier  in  a  filthy  uniform  smoking 

in  the  entry,  supposed  to  stand  for  a  hall-porter,  and  the  cast- 

iron,  slippery,  dark,  and  disagreeable  staircase,  and  the  free 

and  easy  waiter  in  a  filthy  frock  coat,  and  the  common  dining- 

room  with  a  dusty  bouquet  of  wax  flowers  adorning  the  table, 

and  filth,  dust,  and  disorder  everywhere,  and  at  the  same 

time  the  sort  of  modern  up-to-date  self-complacent  railway  un- 

easiness of  this  hotel,  aroused  a  most  painful  feeling  in  Levin 

after  their  fresh  young  life,  especially  because  the  impression 

of  falsity  made  by  the  hotel  was  so  out  of  keeping  with  what 
aAvaited  them. 

As  is  invariably  the  case,  after  they  had  been  asked  at  what 

price  they  wanted  rooms,  it  appeared  that  there  was  not  one 

decent  room  for  them;  one  decent  room  had  been  taken  by 

the  inspector  of  railroads,  another  by  a  lawyer  from  Moscow, 

a  third  by  Princess  Astafiev  from  the  country.  There  re- 

mained only  one  filthy  room,  next  to  which  they  promised 

that  another  should  be  empty  by  the  evening.  Feeling  angry 

with  his  wife  because  what  he  had  expected  had  come  to  pass, 

which  was  that  at  the  moment  of  arrival,  when  his  heart 

throbbed  with  emotion  and  anxiety  to  know  how  his  brother 

was  getting  on,  he  should  have  to  be  seeing  after  her,  instead 

of  rushing  straight  to  his  brother,  Levin  conducted  her  to  the 
room  assigned  them. 

"Go,  do  go!"  she  said,  looking  at  him  with  timid  and  guilty 
eyes. 
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He  went  out  of  the  door  without  a  word,  and  at  once  stum- 
bled over  Marya  Nikolaevna,  who  had  heard  of  his  arrival 

and  had  not  dared  to  go  in  to  see  him.  She  was  just  the 
same  as  when  he  saw  her  in  Moscow ;  the  same  woolen  gown, 

and  bare  arms  and  neck,  and  the  same  good-naturedly  stupid, 
pockmarked  face,  only  a  little  plumper. 

"Well,  how  is  he?  how  is  116?" 
"Very  bad.  He  can't  get  up.  He  has  kept  expecting  you. 

He    .     .     .    Are  you     .     .     .    with  your  wife?" 
Levin  did  not  for  the  first  moment  understand  what  it  was 

confused  her,  but  she  immediately  enlightened  him. 

"I'll  go  away.  I'll  go  down  to  the  kitchen,"  she  brought 
out.  "Nikolay  Dmitrievitch  will  be  delighted.  He  heard 
about  it,  and  knows  your  lady,  and  remembers  her  abroad. ' ' 

Levin  realized  that  she  meant  his  wife,  and  did  not  know 
what  answer  to  make. 

"Come  along,  come  along  to  him!"  he  said. 
But  as  soon  as  he  moved,  the  door  of  his  room  opened  and 

Kitty  peeped  out.  Levin  crimsoned  both  from  shame  and 
anger  with  his  wife,  who  had  put  herself  and  him  in  such  a 
difficult  position ;  but  Marya  Nikolaevna  crimsoned  still  more. 
She  positively  shrank  together  and  flushed  to  the  point  of 
tears,  and  clutching  the  ends  of  her  apron  in  both  hands, 
twisted  them  in  her  red  fingers  without  knowing  what  to  say 
and  what  to  do. 

For  the  first  instant  Levin  saw  an  expression  of  eager  curi- 
osity in  the  eyes  with  which  Kitty  looked  at  this  awful  woman, 

so  incomprehensible  to  her ;  but  it  lasted  only  a  single  instant. 

"Well!  how  is  he?"  she  turned  to  her  husband  and  then  to her. 

"But  one  can't  go  on  talking  in  the  passage  like  this!" 
Levin  said,  looking  angrily  at  a  gentleman  who  walked  jauntily 
at  that  instant  across  the  corridor,  as  though  about  his  affairs. 

"Well  then,  come  in,"  said  Kitty,  turning  to  Marya  Niko- 
laevna, who  had  recovered  herself,  but  noticing  her  husband 's 

face  of  dismay;  "or  go  on;  go,  and  then  come  for  me,"  she 
said,  and  went  back  into  the  room. 
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Levin  went  to  his  brother's  room.  He  had  not  in  the  least 

expected  what  he  saw  and  felt  in  his  brother 's  room.  He  had 
expected  to  find  him  in  the  same  state  of  self-deception  which 
he  had  heard  was  so  frequent  with  the  consumptive,  and  which 

had  struck  him  so  much  during  his  brother's  visit  in  the 
autumn.  He  had  expected  to  find  the  physical  signs  of  the 

approach  of  death  more  marked — greater  weakness,  greater 
emaciation,  but  still  almost  the  same  condition  of  things.  He 
had  expected  himself  to  feel  the  same  distress  at  the  loss  of  the 
brother  he  loved  and  the  same  horror  in  face  of  death  as  he 

had  felt  then,  only  in  a  greater  degree.  And  he  had  pre- 
pared himself  for  this;  but  he  found  something  utterly  dif- 

ferent. 

In  a  little  dirty  room  with  the  painted  panels  of  its  walls 
filthy  with  spittle,  and  conversation  audible  through  the  thin 
partition  from  the  next  room,  in  a  stifling  atmosphere 
saturated  with  impurities,  on  a  bedstead  moved  away  from 
the  wall,  there  lay  covered  with  a  quilt,  a  body.  One  arm  of 

this  body  was  above  the  quilt,  and  the  wrist,  huge  as  a  rake- 
handle,  was  attached,  inconceivably  it  seemed,  to  the  thin,  long 
bone  of  the  arm  smooth  from  the  beginning  to  the  middle. 
The  head  lay  sideways  on  the  pillow.  Levin  could  see  the 

scanty  locks  wet  with  sweat  on  the  temples  and  tense,  trans- 
parent-looking forehead. 

"It  cannot  be  that  that  fearful  body  was  my  brother 
Nikolay  1 ' '  thought  Levin.  But  he  went  closer,  saw  the  face, 
and  doubt  became  impossible.  In  spite  of  the  terrible  change 
in  the  face,  Levin  had  only  to  glance  at  those  eager  eyes  raised 
at  his  approach,  only  to  catch  the  faint  movement  of  the 
mouth  under  the  sticky  mustache,  to  realize  the  terrible  truth 
that  this  death-like  body  was  his  living  brother. 

The  glittering  eyes  looked  sternly  and  reproachfully  at  his 
brother  as  he  drew  near.  And  immediately  this  glance  estab- 

lished a  living  relationship  between  living  men.  Levin  im- 
mediately felt  the  reproach  in  the  eyes  fixed  on  him,  and 

felt  remorse  at  his  own  happiness. 
When  Konstantin  took  him  by  the  hand,  Nikolay  smiled. 
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The  smile  was  faint,  scarcely  perceptible,  and  in  spite  of  the 
smile  the  stern  expression  of  the  eyes  was  unchanged. 
"You  did  not  expect  to  find  me  like  this,"  he  articulated with  effort. 

"Yes  .  .  .  no,"  said  Levin,  hesitating  over  his  words. 
4 'How  was  it  you  didn't  let  me  know  before,  that  is,  at  the time  of  my  wedding?     I  made  inquiries  in  all  directions." 

He  had  to  talk  so  as  not  to  be  silent,  and  he  did  not  know 
what  to  say,  especially  as  his  brother  made  no  reply,  and 
simply  stared  without  dropping  his  eyes,  and  evidently  pene- 

trated to  the  inner  meaning  of  each  word.  Levin  told  his 
brother  that  his  wife  had  come  with  him.  Nikolay  expressed 
pleasure,  but  said  he  was  afraid  of  frightening  her  by  his  con- 

dition. A  silence  followed.  Suddenly  Nikolay  stirred,  and 
began  to  say  something.  Levin  expected  something  of  peculiar 
gravity  and  importance  from  the  expression  of  his  face,  but 
Nikolay  began  speaking  of  his  health.  He  found  fault  with 
the  doctor,  regretting  he  had  not  a  celebrated  Moscow  doctor. 
Levin  saw  that  he  still  hoped. 

Seizing  the  first  moment  of  silence,  Levin  got  up,  anxious  to 
escape,  if  only  for  an  instant,  from  his  agonizing  emotion,  and 
said  that  he  would  go  and  fetch  his  wife. 

' '  Very  well,  and  I  '11  tell  her  to  tidy  up  here.  It 's  dirty  and stinking  here,  I  expect.  Marya !  clear  up  the  room, "  the  sick 
man  said  with  effort.  "Oh,  and  when  you've  cleared  up, 
go  away  yourself,"  he  added,  looking  inquiringly  at  his brother. 

Levin  made  no  answer.  Going  out  into  the  corridor,  he 
stopped  short.  He  had  said  he  would  fetch  his  wife,  but 
now,  taking  stock  of  the  emotion  he  was  feeling,  he  decided 
that  he  would  try  on  the  contrary  to  persuade  her  not  to  go 
in  to  the  sick  man.  "Why  should  she  suffer  as  I  am  suffer- 

ing?" he  thought. 

'Well,  how  is  he?"  Kitty  asked  with  a  frightened  face. 
"Oh,  it's  awful,  it's  awful!  What  did  you  come  for?" said  Levin. 

Kitty  was  silent  for  a  few  seconds,   looking  timidly  and 
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ruefully  at  her  husband;  then  she  went  up  and  took  him  by 
the  elbow  with  both  hands. 

* '  Kostya !  take  me  to  him ;  it  will  be  easier  for  us  to  bear  it 
together.  You  only  take  me,  take  me  to  him,  please,  and  go 

away,"  she  said.  "You  must  understand  that  for  me  to  see 
you,  and  not  to  see  him,  is  far  more  painful.  There  I  might 

be  a  help  to  you  and  to  him.  Please,  let  me!"  she  besought 
her  husband,  as  though  the  happiness  of  her  life  depended 
on  it. 

Levin  was  obliged  to  agree,  and  regaining  his  composure, 
and  completely  forgetting  about  Marya  Nikolaevna  by  now,  he 
went  again  in  to  his  brother  with  Kitty. 

Stepping  lightly,  and  continually  glancing  at  her  husband, 
showing  him  a  valorous  and  sympathetic  face,  Kitty  went  into 
the  sick-room,  and,  turning  without  haste,  noiselessly  closed 
the  door.  With  inaudible  steps  she  went  quickly  to  the  sick 

man's  bedside,  and  going  up  so  that  he  had  not  to  turn  his 
head,  she  immediately  clasped  in  her  fresh  young  hand  the 
skeleton  of  his  huge  hand,  pressed  it,  and  began  speaking  with 
that  soft  eagerness,  sympathetic  and  not  jarring,  which  is 
peculiar  to  women. 

"We  have  met,  though  we  were  not  acquainted,  at  Soden, 

she  said.     "You  never  thought  I  was  to  be  your  sister?" 
"You  would  not  have  recognized  me?"  he  said,  with  a 

radiant  smile  at  her  entrance. 

"Yes,  I  should.  What  a  good  thing  you  let  us  know !  Not 
a  day  has  passed  that  Kostya  has  not  mentioned  you,  and  been 

anxious." 
But  the  sick  man's  interest  did  not  last  long. 
Before  she  had  finished  speaking,  there  had  come  back  into 

his  face  the  stern,  reproachful  expression  of  the  dying  man's 
envy  of  the  living. 

"lam  afraid  you  are  not  quite  comfortable  here, ' '  she  said, 
turning  away  from  his  fixed  stare,  and  looking  about  the 

room.  "We  must  ask  about  another  room,"  she  said  to  her 
husband,  ' '  so  that  we  might  be  nearer. ' ' 



ANNA  KARENINA  625 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

Levin  could  not  look  calmly  at  his  brother;  he  could  not 
limself  be  natural  and  calm  in  his  presence.  When  he  went 
in  to  the  sick  man,  his  eyes  and  his  attention  were  uncon- 

sciously dimmed,  and  he  did  not  see  and  did  not  distinguish 

the  details  of  his  brother's  position.  He  smelt  the  awful 
odor,  saw  the  dirt,  disorder,  and  miserable  condition,  and 
leard  the  groans,  and  felt  that  nothing  could  be  done  to  help. 
t  never  entered  his  head  to  analyze  the  details  of  the  sick 

man's  situation,  to  consider  how  that  body  was  lying  under 
he  quilt,  how  those  emaciated  legs  and  thighs  and  spine  were 
ying  huddled  up,  and  whether  they  could  not  be  made  more 
comfortable,  whether  anything  could  not  be  done  to  make 
hings,  if  not  better,  at  least  less  bad.  It  made  his  blood  run 
sold  when  he  began  to  think  of  all  these  details.  He  was 
lbsolutely  convinced  that  nothing  could  be  done  to  prolong 

his  brother's  life  or  to  relieve  his  suffering.  But  a  sense  of 
lis  regarding  all  aid  as  out  of  the  question  was  felt  by  the 
rick  man,  and  exasperated  him.  And  this  made  it  still  more 

gainful  for  Levin.  To  be  in  the  sick-room  was  agony  to  him, 
lot  to  be  there  still  worse.  And  he  was  continually,  on  vari- 
>us  pretexts,  going  out  of  the  room,  and  coming  in  again,  be- 

muse he  was  unable  to  remain  alone. 

But  Kitty  thought,  and  felt,  and  acted  quite  differently. 
3n  seeing  the  sick  man,  she  pitied  him.  And  pity  in  her 
vomanly  heart  did  not  arouse  at  all  that  feeling  of  horror  and 
oathing  that  it  aroused  in  her  husband,  but  a  desire  to  act,  to 
hid  out  all  the  details  of  his  state,  and  to  remedy  them.  And 
since  she  had  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  it  was  her  duty  to 
lelp  him,  she  had  no  doubt  either  that  it  was  possible,  and 
mmediately  set  to  work.  The  very  details,  the  mere  thought 
)f  which  reduced  her  husband  to  terror,  immediately  engaged 

ler  attention.  She  sent  for  the  doctor,  sent  to  the  chemist's, 
et  the  maid  who  had  come  with  her  and  Marya  Nikolaevna  to 
weep  and  dust  and  scrub;  she  herself  washed  up  something, 
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washed  out  something  else,  laid  something  under  the  quilt. 

Something  was  by  her  directions  brought  into  the  sick-room, 
something  else  was  carried  out.  She  herself  went  several  times 
to  her  room,  regardless  of  the  men  she  met  in  the  corridor, 

got  out  and  brought  in  sheets,  pillow-cases,  towels,  and 
shirts. 

The  waiter,  who  was  busy  with  a  party  of  engineers  dining 

in  the  dining-hall,  came  several  times  with  an  irate  counte- 
nance in  answer  to  her  summons,  and  could  not  avoid  carrying 

out  her  orders,  as  she  gave  them  with  such  gracious  insistence 
that  there  was  no  evading  her.  Levin  did  not  approve  of  all 
this;  he  did  not  believe  it  would  be  any  good  to  the  patient. 
Above  all,  he  was  afraid  the  patient  would  be  angry  at  iM 
But  the  sick  man,  though  he  seemed  and  was  indifferent  about 

it,  was  not  angry,  but  only  abashed,  and  on  the  whole  as  it 
were  interested  in  what  she  was  doing  with  him.  Coming 
back  from  the  doctor  to  whom  Kitty  had  sent  him,  Levin,  oiu 

opening  the  door,  came  upon  the  sick  man  at  the  instant  when, 

by  Kitty 's  directions,  they  were  changing  his  linen.  The  long 

white  ridge  of  his  spine,  with  the  huge,  prominent  shoulder- 
blades  and  jutting  ribs  and  vertebrae,  was  bare,  and  Marya 

Nikolaevna  and  the  waiter  were  struggling  with  the  sleeve  of 

the  night-shirt,  and  could  not  get  the  long,  limp  arm  into  it 

Kitty,  hurriedly  closing  the  door  after  Levin,  was  not  looking 

that  way ;  but  the  sick  man  groaned,  and  she  moved  rapidly 
towards  him. 

' '  Make  haste, ' '  she  said. 

' '  Oh,  don 't  you  come, ' '  said  the  sick  man  angrily.  ' '  I  '11  d( 
it  myself.     .     .     ." 

' '  What  say  ? "  queried  Marya  Nikolaevna.     But  Kitty  hear* and  saw  he  was  ashamed  and  uncomfortable  at  being  nak 
before  her. 

"I'm  not  looking,  I'm  not  looking!"  she  said,  putting  th« 

arm  in.  " Marya  Nikolaevna,  you  come  this  side,  you  do  it,' she  added. 

"Please  go  for  me,  there's  a  little  bottle  in  my  small  bag/ 

she  said,  turning  to  her  husband,  "you  know,  in  the  sid 

■:. 
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pocket;  bring  it,  please,  and  meanwhile  they'll  finish  clearing 
up  here. ' ' 
Beturning  with  the  bottle,  Levin  found  the  sick  man  settled 

comfortably  and  everything  about  him  completely  changed. 
The  heavy  smell  was  replaced  by  the  smell  of  aromatic  vinegar, 
which  Kitty  with  pouting  lips  and  puffed-out,  rosy  cheeks  was 
squirting  through  a  little  pipe.  There  was  no  dust  visible 
anywhere,  a  rug  was  laid  by  the  bedside.  On  the  table  stood 
medicine  bottles  and  decanters  tidily  arranged,  and  the  linen 
needed  was  folded  up  there,  and  Kitty's  broderie  anglaise. 
On  the  other  table  by  the  patient's  bed  there  were  candles  and 
drink  and  powders.  The  sick  man  himself,  washed  and 
combed,  lay  in  clean  sheets  on  high  raised  pillows,  in  a  clean 
night-shirt  with  a  white  collar  about  his  astoundingly  thin 
neck,  and  with  a  new  expression  of  hope  looked  fixedly  at Kitty. 

The  doctor  brought  by  Levin,  and  found  by  him  at  the  club, 
was  not  the  one  who  had  been  attending  Nikolay  Levin,  as  the 
patient  was  dissatisfied  with  him.     The  new  doctor  took  up  a 
stethoscope  and  sounded  the  patient,  shook  his  head,  pre- 

scribed medicine,  and  with  extreme  minuteness  explained  first 
low  to  take  the  medicine  and  then  what  diet  was  to  be  kept to.    He  advised  eggs,  raw  or  hardly  cooked,  and  seltzer  water 
tfith  warm  milk  at  a  certain  temperature.     When  the  doctor 
lad  gone  away  the  sick  man  said  something  to  his  brother  of 
vhich  Levin  could  distinguish  only  the  last  words:  "Your 
latya. ' '    By  the  expression  with  which  he  gazed  at  her,  Levin ;aw  that  he  was  praising  her.     He  called  indeed  to  Katva  as le  called  her.  

' 

"I'm  much  better  already,"  he  said.  "Why,  with  you  I inould  have  got  well  long  ago.  How  nice  it  is!"  he  took  her 
land  and  drew  it  towards  his  lips,  but  as  though  afraid  she 
rould  dislike  it  he  changed  his  mind,  let  it  go,  and  only 
troked  it.  Kitty  took  his  hand  in  both  hers  and  pressed  it.  " Now  turn  me  over  on  the  left  side  and  go  to  bed  "  he aid. 

No  one  could  make  out  what  he  said  but  Kitty;  she  alone 
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understood.     She  understood  because  she  was  all 
 the  while 

mentally  keeping  watch  on  what  he  needed. 

"On  the  other  side,"  she  said  to  her  husband,  "he  alway
s 

sleeps  on  that  side.     Turn  him  over,  it 's  so  disagreea
ble  calling 

the  servants.     I  'm  not  strong  enough.     Can  you  V '  she  sa
id  to 

Marya  Nikolaevna. 

*  '  I  'm  afraid  not, ' '  answered  Marya  Nikolaevna. 

Terrible  as  it  was  to  Levin  to  put  his  arms  rou
nd  that 

terrible  body,  to  take  hold  of  that  under  the  quil
t,  of  which 

he  preferred  to  know  nothing,  under  his  wife
's  influence  he 

made  his  resolute  face  that  she  knew  so  well,  and  pu
tting  his 

arms  into  the  bed  took  hold  of  the  body,  but  in  spi
te  of  his 

own  strength  he  was  struck  by  the  strange  heavi
ness  of  those 

powerless  limbs.     While  he  was  turning  him  
over,  conscious 

of  the  huge,  emaciated  arm  about  his  neck,  Kitty
  swiftly  and 

noiselessly  turned  the  pillow,  beat  it  up  and  sett
led  in  it  tnej 

sick  man's  head,  smoothing  back  his  hair,  which 
 was  sticking 

again  to  his  moist  brow.  . 

The  sick  man  kept  his  brother's  hand  in 
 his  own.  Levin 

felt  that  he  meant  to  do  something  with  his
  hand  and  was 

pulling  it  somewhere.  Levin  yielded  wi
th  a  sinking  hearts 

yes,  he  drew  it  to  his  mouth  and  kissed 
 it.  Levin,  shaking 

with  sobs  and  unable  to  articulate  a  word,  w
ent  out  of  the 

it in 
it; 

1 

room. 

CHAPTER  XIX 

"Thou  hast  hid  these  things  from  the  wise  
and  prudent  am 

hast  revealed  them  nnto  babes. ' '  So  Levin  thought  about  h« 

wife  as  he  talked  to  her  that  evening. 

Levin  thought  of  the  text,  not  becau
se  he  considered  him 

self  "wise  and  prudent."  He  did  not
  so  consider  himself 

but  he  could  not  help  knowing  that  he  had
  more  inte ec ^tta 

his  wife  and  Agafea  Mihalovna,  and  he
  could  not  h  lp  know 

ing  that  when  he  thought  of  death, 
 he  thought  wit all  4 

force  of  his  intellect.    He  knew  too  t
hat  the  brains  of  man: 
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?reat  men,  whose  thoughts  he  had  read,  had  brooded  over 
death  and  yet  knew  not  a  hundredth  part  of  what  his  wife  and 
Agafea  Mihalovna  knew  about  it.     Different   as  those  two 
women  were,  Agafea  Mihalovna  and  Katya,  as  his  brother 
Nikolay  had  called  her,  and  as  Levin  particularly  liked  to  call 
tier  now,  they  were  quite  alike  in  this.     Both  knew,  without 
i  shade  of  doubt,  what  sort  of  thing  life  was  and  what  was 
leath,  and  though  neither  of  them  could  have  answered,  and 
would  even  not  have  understood  the  questions  that  presented 
rhemselves  to  Levin,  both  had  no  doubt  of  the  significance  of 
;his  event,  and  were  precisely  alike  in  their  way  of  looking  at 
t,  which  they  shared  with  millions  of  people.     The  proof 
;hat  they  knew  for  a  certainty  the  nature  of  death  lay  in  the 
fact  that  they  knew  without  a  second  of  hesitation  how  to  deal 
rith  the  dying,   and  were  not  frightened  of  them.     Levin 
md  other  men  like  him,  though  they  could  have  said  a  great 
leal  about  death,  obviously  did  not  know  this  since  they  were 
ifraid  of  death,  and  were  absolutely  at  a  loss  what  to  do  when 
people  were  dying.     If  Levin  had  been  alone  now  with  his 
)rother  Nikolay,  he  would  have  looked  at  him  with  terror,  and 
vith  still  greater  terror  waited,  and  would  not  have  known vhat  else  to  do. 

More  than  that,  he  did  not  know  what  to  say,  how  to  look 
low  to  move.     To  talk  of  outside  things  seemed  to  him  shock- 
ng,  impossible,  to  talk  of  death  and  depressing  subjects— also 
mpossible.     To  be  silent,  also  impossible.     "If  I  look  at  him 
ie  will  think  I  am  studying  him,  I  am  afraid;  if  I  don't  look 
-t  him,  he'll  think  I'm  thinking  of  other  things.     If  I  walk  on 
lptoe,  he  will  be  vexed ;  to  tread  firmly,  I  'm  ashamed. ' '     Kitty vidently  did  not  think  of  herself,  and  had  no  time  to  think 
bout  herself:  she  was  thinking  about  him  because  she  knew 
omethmg,  and  all  went  well.    *She  told  him  about  herself  even 
nd  about  her  wedding,  and  smiled  and  sympathized  with  him 
nd  petted  him,  and  talked  of  cases  of  recovery  and  all  went 
rell ;  so  then  she  must  know.     The  proof  that  her  behavior  and 
agafea  Mihalovna 's  was  not  instinctive,  animal,  irrational, 'as  that  apart  from  the  physical  treatment,  the  relief  of  suf- 
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ferinft~both  Agaf ea  Mihalovna  and  Kitty  required  for  the 
dying  man  something  else  more  important  than  the  ph

ysical 

treatment,  and  something  which  had  nothing  in  common  
with 

physical  conditions.  Agaf  ea  Mihalovna,  speaking  of  the  
man 

just  dead,  had  said:  "Well,  thank  God,  he  took  the  sacr
ament 

and  received  absolution;  God  grant  each  one  of  us  such  a 

death.""  Katya  in  just  the  same  way,  besides  all  her  care 

about  linen,  bedsores,  drink,  found  time  the  very  first  day  to 

persuade  the  sick  man  of  the  necessity  of  taking  the  sacr
ament 

and  receiving  absolution. 

On  getting  back  from  the  sick-room  to  their  own  two  room
s 

for  the  night,  Levin  sat  with  hanging  head  not  knowing  wha
t 

to  do.     Not  to  speak  of  supper,  of  preparing  for  bed,  of  con
- 

sidering what  they  were  going  to  do,  he  could  not  even  talk 

to  his  wife;  he  was  ashamed  to.     Kitty,  on  the  contrary,  was 

more  active  than  usual.     She  was  even  livelier  than  
usual. 

She  ordered  supper  to  be  brought,  herself  unpacke
d  their 

things,  and  herself  helped  to  make  the  beds,  and  did 
 not  even 

forget'  to  sprinkle  them  with  Persian  powder.     She  show-
 

that  alertness,  that  swiftness  of  reflection  which  co
mes  out 

men  before  a  battle,  in  conflict,  in  the  dangerous  
and  decisiv 

moments  of  life— those  moments  when  a  man  shows 
 once  an< 

for  all  his  value,  and  that  all  his  past  has  not  been 
 wasted  bu 

has  been  a  preparation  for  these  moments. 

Everything  went  rapidly  in  her  hands,  and  
before  it  wa 

twelve  o'clock  all  their  things  were  arranged 
 cleanly  anc 

tidily  in  her  rooms,  in  such  a  way  that  the  ho
tel  rooms  seemec 

like  home :  the  beds  were  made,  brushes,  combs,  looking-
glass* 

were  put  out,  table-napkins  were  spread. 

Levin  felt  that  it  was  unpardonable  to  eat,  to  s
leep,  to  tali 

even  now,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  every  mo
vement  he  mad. 

was  unseemly.  She  arranged  the  brushes,  but 
 she  did  it  hi 

so  that  there  was  nothing  shocking  in  it. 

They  could  neither  of  them  eat,  however,  and 
 for  a  loin 

while  they  could  not  sleep,  and  did  not  even  go  to  be
d. 

"I  am  very  glad  I  persuaded  him  to  receive  ext
reme  unctio 

to-morrow,"  she  said,  sitting  in  her  dressing- jacket
  before  he 
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folding  looking-glass,  combing  her  soft,  fragrant  hair  with  a 
ine  comb.  "I  have  never  seen  it,  but  I  know,  mamma  has 
old  me,  there  are  prayers  said  for  recovery." 

''Do  you  suppose  he  can  possibly  recover ?"  said  Levin, matching  a  slender  tress  at  the  back  of  her  round  little  head 
pat  was  continually  hidden  when  she  passed  the  comb  through he  front. 

"I  asked  the  doctor;  he  said  he  couldn't  live  more  than 
Jiree  days.  But  can  they  be  sure?  I'm  very  glad,  anyway, 
hat  I  persuaded  him,"  she  said,  looking  askance  at  her  hus- 
and  through  her  hair.  "Anything  is  possible,"  she  added 
irith  that  peculiar,  rather  sly  expression  that  was  always  in 
ier  face  when  she  spoke  of  religion. 
Since  their  conversation  about  religion  when  they  were 

ngaged  neither  of  them  had  ever  started  a  discussion  of  the 
ubject,  but  she  performed  all  the  ceremonies  of  going  to 
hurch,  saying  her  prayers,  and  so  on,  always  with  the  un- 
arying  conviction  that  this  ought  to  be  so.  In  spite  of  his 
ssertion  to  the  contrary,  she  was  firmly  persuaded  that  he 
ras  as  much  a  Christian  as  she,  and  indeed  a  far  better  one ; 
nd  all  that  he  said  about  it  was  simply  one  of  his  absurd 
lasculine  freaks,  just  as  he  would  say  about  her  broderie 
nglaise,  that  good  people  patch  holes  but  that  she  cut  them 
n  purpose,  and  so  on. 

'Yes,  you  see  this  woman,  Marya  Nikolaevna,  did  not  know 
ow  to  manage  all  this, "  said  Levin.  "And  .  .  .  I  must 

wn  I'm  very,  very  glad  you  came.  You  are  such  purity 
hat  .  .  ."  He  took  her  hand  and  did  not  kiss  it  (to  kiss 
er  hand  in  such  closeness  to  death  seemed  to  him  improper)  ; 
e  merely  squeezed  it  with  a  penitent  air,  looking  at  her 
Tightening  eyes. 

"It  would  have  been  miserable  for  you  to  be  alone,"  she 
aid,  and,  lifting  her  hands,  which  hid  her  cheeks  flushing 
nth  pleasure,  twisted  her  coil  of  hair  on  the  nape  of  her  neck 

nd  pinned  it  there.  "No,"  she  went  on,  "she  did  not  know 
ow.  .  .  .  Luckily  I  learned  a  lot  of  Soden." 

"Surely  there  are  not  people  there  so  ill?" 
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' '  Worse.' ' 

"What's  so  awful  to  me  is  that  I  can't  see  him  as  he  was 
when  he  was  young.  You  would  not  believe  how  charming  he 

was  as  a  youth,  but  I  did  not  understand  him  then." 
"I  can  quite,  quite  believe  it.  How  I  feel  that  we  might 

have  been  friends ! ' '  she  said ;  and,  distressed  at  what  she  had 
said,  she  looked  round  at  her  husband,  and  tears  came  in^ 
her  eyes. 

"Yes,  might  have  been,"  he  said  mournfully.  "He's  ju 

one  of  those  people  of  whom  they  say  they're  not  for  th 

world." 
"But  we  have  many  days  before  us;  we  must  go  to  bed,' 

said  Kitty,  glancing  at  her  tiny  watch. 

CHAPTER  XX 

The  next  day  the  sick  man  received  the  sacrament  and  ex 
treme  unction.  During  the  ceremony  Nikolay  Levin  prayec 

fervently.  His  great  eyes,  fastened  on  the  holy  image  tha 
was  set  out  on  a  card-table  covered  with  a  colored  napkin 

expressed  such  passionate  prayer  and  hope  that  it  was  awfu 
to  Levin  to  see  it.  Levin  knew  that  this  passionate  praye 

and  hope  would  only  make  him  feel  more  bitterly  partinj 
from  the  life  he  so  loved.  Levin  knew  his  brother  and  th 

workings  of  his  intellect :  he  knew  that  his  unbelief  came  no 
from  life  being  easier  for  him  without  faith,  but  had  growl 

up  because  step  by  step  the  contemporary  scientific  interpre 

tation  of  natural  phenomena  crushed  out  the  possibility  o 

faith;  and  so  he  knew  that  his  present  return  was  not 

legitimate  one,  brought  about  by  way  of  the  same  working  o 

his  intellect,  but  simply  a  temporary,  interested  return  t 

faith  in  a  desperate  hope  of  recovery.  Levin  knew  too  tha 

Kitty  had  strengthened  this  hope  by  accounts  of  the  marvel 

ous  recoveries  she  had  heard  of.     Levin  knew  all  this;  an« 
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t  was  agonizingly  painful  to  him  to  behold  the  supplicating, 
iopeful  eyes  and  the  emaciated  wrist,  lifted  with  difficulty, 
naking  the  sign  of  the  cross  on  the  tense  brow,  and  the  promi- 

nent shoulders  and  hollow,  gasping  chest,  which  one  could  not 
feel  consistent  with  the  life  the  sick  man  was  praying  for. 
3uring  the  sacrament  Levin  did  what  he,  an  unbeliever,  had 
lone  a  thousand  times.  He  said,  addressing  God,  "If  Thou 
lost  exist,  make  this  man  to  recover"  (of  course  this  same 
hing  has  been  repeated  many  times),  "  and  Thou  wilt  save 
tim  and  me." 
After  extreme  unction  the  sick  man  became  suddenly  much 

>etter.  He  did  not  cough  once  in  the  course  of  an  hour, 
miled,  kissed  Kitty's  hand,  thanking  her  with  tears,  and  said 
ie  was  comfortable,  free  from  pain,  and  that  he  felt  strong 
.nd  had  an  appetite.  He  even  raised  himself  when  his  soup 
vas  brought,  and  asked  for  a  cutlet  as  well.  Hopelessly  ill  as 
ie  was,  obvious  as  it  was  at  the  first  glance  that  he  could 
tot  recover,  Levin  and  Kitty  were  for  that  hour  both  in  the 
ame  state  of  excitement,  happy,  though  fearful  of  being listaken. 

' 'Is  he  better?" 
"Yes,  much." 
"It's  wonderful." 
"There's  nothing  wonderful  in  it." 
"Anyway,  he's  better,"  they  said  in  a  whisper,  smiling  to ne  another. 

This  self-deception  was  not  of  long  duration.  The  sick  man 
ell  into  a  quiet  sleep,  but  he  was  waked  up  half  an  hour 
iter  by  his  cough.  And  all  at  once  every  hope  vanished  in 
hose  about  him  and  in  himself.  The  reality  of  his  suffering 
rushed  all  hopes  in  Levin  and  Kitty  and  in  the  sick  man  him- 
ilf,  leaving  no  doubt,  no  memory  even  of  past  hopes. 
Without  referring  to  what  he  had  believed  in  half  an  hour 

efore,  as  though  ashamed  even  to  recall  it,  he  asked  for  iodine 
)  inhale  in  a  bottle  covered  with  perforated  paper.  Levin 
jave  him  the  bottle,  and  the  same  look  of  passionate  hope  with 
hich  he  had  taken  the  sacrament  was  now  fastened  on  his 
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brother,  demanding  from  him  the  confirmation  of  the  d
octor's 

words  that  inhaling  iodine  worked  wonders. 

"Is  Katya  not  here?"  he  gasped,  looking  round  while  Levin 

reluctantly  assented  to  the  doctor's  words.  "No;  so  I  can 

say  it.  It  was  for  her  sake  I  went  through  that  farce. 

She's  so  sweet;  but  you  and  I  can't  deceive  ourselves.  This 

is  what  I  believe  in,"  he  said,  and,  squeezing  the  bottle  in  his 

bony  hand,  he  began  breathing  over  it. 

At  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  Levin  and  his  wife  were 

drinking  tea  in  their  room,  when  Marya  Nikolaevna  ran  in  toi 

them  breathlessly.     She  was  pale,  and  her  lips  were  quivering. 

"He  is  dying!"  she  whispered.     "I'm  afraid  he  will  die  thifl 

minute." 
Both  of  them  ran  to  him.  He  was  sitting  raised  up  with 

one  elbow  on  the  bed,  his  long  back  bent,  and  his  head  han$ 

ing  low. 

"How  do  you  feel?"  Levin  asked  in  a  whisper,  alter  a 
silence. 

"I  feel  I'm  setting  off,"  Nikolay  said  with  difficulty,  bu 

with  extreme  distinctness,  screwing  the  words  out  of
  himself 

He  did  not  raise  his  head,  but  simply  turned  his  eyes  u
pwards 

without  their  reaching  his  brother 's  face.     ' '  Katya,  go  away ! 
he  added.  ,    ,    ■ 

Levin  jumped  up,  and  with  a  peremptory  whispe
r  made  hei 

go  out. 

"I'm  setting  off,"  he  said  again. 

"Why  do  you  think  so?"  said  Levin,  so  as  to  say  
some 

"Because  I'm  setting  off,"  he  repeated,  as  though  he  had 

liking  for  the  phrase.     "It's  the  end. 
Marya  Nikolaevna  went  up  to  him. 

1 '  You  had  better  lie  down ;  you  'd  be  easier, ' '  she  said. 

"I  shall  lie  down  soon  enough,"  he  pronounced  sl
owly 

"when  I'm  dead,"  he  said  sarcastically,  wrathfully.  'We
ll 

you  can  lay  me  down  if  you  like. 

Levin  laid  his  brother  on  his  back,  sat  down  beside  him,  am
 

gazed  at  his  face,  holding  his  breath.     The  dying  man  l
a; 
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nth  closed  eyes,  but  the  muscles  twitched  from  time  to  time 
to  his  forehead,  as  with  one  thinking  deeply  and  intensely, jevin  involuntarily  thought  with  him  of  what  it  was  that  was 
lappening  to  him  now,  but  in  spite  of  all  his  mental  efforts  to 
:o  along  with  him  he  saw  by  the  expression  of  that  calm,  stern 
ace.  that  for  the  dying  man  all  was  growing  clearer  and learer  that  was  still  as  dark  as  ever  for  Levin. 

'Yes,  yes,  so,"  the  dying  man  articulated  slowly  at  in- 
3rvals.  "Wait  a  little."  He  was  silent.  "Eight!"  he  pro- ounced  all  at  once  reassuringly,  as  though  all  were  solved  for 
im.  "0  Lord ! ' '  he  murmured,  and  sighed  deeply. Marya  Nikolaevna  felt  his  feet.  "They're  getting  cold  " le  whispered.  

' 

For  a  long  while,  a  very  long  while  it  seemed  to  Levin  the 
ck  man  lay  motionless.     But  he  was  still  alive,  and  from 
me  to  time  he  sighed.     Levin  by  now  was  exhausted  from 
tental  strain.     He  felt  that,  with  no  mental  effort,  could  he nderstand  what  it  was  that  was  right.     He  could  not  even 
nnk  of  the  problem  of  death  itself,  but  with  no  will  of  his ffn  thoughts  kept  coming  to  him  of  what  he  had  to  do  next  • 
osmg  the  dead  man's  eyes,  dressing  him,  ordering  the  coffin' 
nd,  strange  to  say,  he  felt  utterly  cold,  and  was  not  con-' ious  of  sorrow  nor  of  loss,  less  still  of  pity  for  his  brother. 
:  he  had  any  feeling  for  his  brother  at  that  moment,  it  was ivy  for  the  knowledge  the  dying  man  had  now  that  he  could )t  have. 

A  long  time  more  he  sat  over  him  so,  continually  expecting e  end.  But  the  end  did  not  come.  The  door  opened  and tty  appeared.  Levin  got  up  to  stop  her.  But  at  the 
oment  he  was  getting  up,  he  caught  the  sound  of  the  dying an  stirring.  J     & 

"Don't  go  away,"  said  Nikolay,  and  held  out  his  hand I'^n  gave  him  his,  and  angrily  waved  to  his  wife  to  go  away 
|  With  the  dying  man's  hand  in  his  hand,  he  sat  for  half  an ur,  an  hour,  another  hour.  He  did  not  think  of  death  at 
£now  He  wondered  what  Kitty  was  doing;  who  lived  in 
^e  next  room ;  whether  the  doctor  lived  in  a  house  of  his 
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own.  He  longed  for  food  and  for  sleep.  He  cautiously  dre^w  il 

away  his  hand  and  felt  the  feet.  The  feet  were  cold,  but  theia 

sick  man  was  still  breathing.  Levin  tried  again  to  move  away  do 

on  tiptoe,  but  the  sick  man  stirred  again  and  said:    "Don 'lei 

go."
 

The  dawn  came;  the  sick  man's  condition  was  unchanged 
Levin  stealthily  withdrew  his  hand,  and  without  looking  I 

the  dying  man,  went  off  to  his  own  room  and  went  to  sleep 

When  he  woke  up,  instead  of  news  of  his  brother's  death  whiclin 
he  expected,  he  learned  that  the  sick  man  had  returned  to  hi;  1 

earlier  condition.  He  had  begun  sitting  up  again,  coughing  r 

had  begun  eating  again,  talking  again,  and  again  had  cease<  n> 

to  talk  of  death,  again  had  begun  to  express  hope  of  his  recov  " 

ery,  and  had  become  more  irritable  and  gloomier  than  ever.  N  D 

one,  neither  his  brother  nor  Kitty,  could  soothe  him.  He  wa  T 

angry  with  every  one,  and  said  nasty  things  to  every  on<  tf 

reproached  every  one  for  his  sufferings,  and  insisted  that  the  | 

should  get  him  a  celebrated  doctor  from  Moscow.  To  a  j 

inquiries  made  him  as  to  how  he  felt,  he  made  the  same  annwe !( 

with  an  expression  of  vindictive  reproachfulness,  "I'm  su:  i 

fering  horribly,  intolerably!" 
The  sick  man  was  suffering  more  and  more,  especially  froi  i 

bedsores,  which  it  was  impossible  now  to  remedy,  and  gre  n 

more  and  more  angry  with  every  one  about  him,  blaming  thei  i, 

for  everything,  and  especially  for  not  having  brought  him| 

doctor  from  Moscow.     Kitty  tried  in  every  possible  way  i 

relieve  him,  to  soothe  him ;  but  it  was  all  in  vain,  and  Levi 

saw   that   she   herself   was   exhausted   both    physically   ar 

morally,  though  she  would  not  admit  it.     The  sense  of  deat 

which  had  been  evoked  in  all  by  his  taking  leave  of  life  ( 

the  night  when  he  had  sent  for  his  brother,  was  broken  u 

Every  one  knew  that  he  must  inevitably  die  soon,  that  he  w 

half  dead  already.     Every  one  wished  for  nothing  but  that 

should  die  as  soon  as  possible,  and  every  one,  concealing  th 

gave  him  medicines,  tried  to  find  remedies  and  doctors,  ai 

deceived  him  and  themselves  and  each  other.     All  this  w 
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Msehood,  disgusting,  irreverent  deceit.  And  owing  to  the 
snt  of  his  character,  and  because  he  loved  the  dying  man 
ore  than  any  one  else  did,  Levin  was  most  painfully  con- ious  of  this  deceit. 

Levin,  who  had  long  been  possessed  by  the  idea  of  recon- 
ing  his  brothers,  at  least  in  face  of  death,  had  written  to  his 
other  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  and  having  received  an  answer 
om  him,  he  read  this  letter  to  the  sick  man.  Sergey  Ivano- 
tch  wrote  that  he  could  not  come  himself,  and  in  touching 
rms  he  begged  his  brother's  forgiveness. 
The  sick  man  said  nothing. 

'What  am  I  to  write  to  him?"  said  Levin.     ilI  hope  you e  not  angry  with  him  ?  ■ ' 

No,  not  the  least !"  Nikolay  answered,  vexed  at  the  ques- 
>n.    ' '  Tell  him  to  send  me  a  doctor. ' ' 
Three  more  days  of  agony  followed ;  the  sick  man  was  still 
the  same  condition.     The  sense  of  longing  for  his  death  was 
t  by  every  one  now  at  the  mere  sight  of  him,  by  the  waiters 
d  the  hotel-keeper  and  all  the  people  staying  in  the  hotel,  and 
}  doctor  and  Marya  Nikolaevna  and  Levin  and  Kitty.     The 
k  man  alone  did  not  express  this  feeling,  but  on  the  contrary 
s  furious  at  their  not  getting  him  doctors,  and  went  on 
ring  medicine  and  talking  of  life.     Only  at  rare  moments, 
en  the  opium  gave  him  an  instant's  relief  from  the  never- 
sing  pain,  he  would  sometimes,  half  asleep,  utter  what  was 
sr  more  intense  in  his  heart  than  in  all  the  others:  "Oh,  if 
ffere  only  the  end!"  or:  "When  will  it  be  over?" 
lis  sufferings,  steadily  growing  more  intense,  did  their  work 
1  prepared  him  for  death.     There  was  no  position  in  which 
was  not  in  pain,  there  was  not  a  minute  in  which  he  was 
conscious  of  it,  not  a  limb,  not  a  part  of  his  body  that  did 
ache  and  cause  him  agony.  Even  the  memories,  the  im- 

ssions,  the  thoughts  of  this  body  awakened  in  him  now  the 
Le  aversion  as  the  body  itself.     The  sight  of  other  people, 
r  remarks,  his  own  reminiscences,  everything  was  for  him 
Durce  of  agony.  Those  about  him  felt  this,  and  instinc- 
*ly  did  not  allow  themselves  to  move  freely,  to  talk,  to 
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express  their  wishes  before  him.    All  h* 
 Me  was  merged  m  tlu  , 

one  feeling  of  suffering  and  desire  to  
be  rid  of  it. 

There  was  evidently  eoming  over  hi
m  that  revulsion  tha 

would  make  him  look  upon  death  as  th
e  goal  of  ̂ s  desires  a 

happiness.    Hitherto  each  individual 
 desire,  aroused  by  suffer 

tog  or  privation,  sueh  as  hunger,  fa
tigue   thirst,  had  bee 

satisfied  by  some  bodily  function  giving
  pleasure     But  no 

no  physical  craving  or  suffering  recei
ved  relief  and  the  effo,| 

to  relieve  them  only  caused  fresh  suffering. 
   And  so  all  des.    * 

were  merged  to  one-the  desire  to  be  rid 
 of  all  his  suffering 

I,d  their  source,  the  body.    But  he  had 
 no  words  to  expra  ) 

this  desire  of  deliverance,  and  so  he  did  not  spe
ak  of  it,       k 

from  habit  asked  for  the  satisfaction
  of  desires  which  con U 

not  now  be  satisfied.    "Turn  me  over  on  t
he  other  side,     1. 

vouldlay,  and  immediately  after  he 
 would  ask  to  be  turn  . 

back  again  as  before.    " Give  me  some
  broth     Takeawayt, 

broth     Talk  of  something:  why  ar
e  you  silent?       And 

rectly  they  began  to  talk  he  would  
close  his  eyes,  and  wou 

ghow  weariness,  indifference,  and 
 loathing 

On  the  tenth  day  from  their  arrival  at
  the  town,  Kitty  w  , 

unwell.     She  suffered  from  headac
he  and  sickness,  and 

ttuilfl  not  set  up  all  the  mornin
g.  I 

The  docto, -opined  that  the  indisposi
tion  arose  from  fat.g  , 

„liri  pvoitement   and  prescribed  rest.
  . 

Ifter™  however,  Kitty  got  up  and  
went  as  usual  w. 

herwork to  the  sick  man.  He  looked  at  h
er  sternly -when  . 

camHn  and  smiled  contemptuously
  when  she  said  she  h 

be^n  unwell.    That  day  he  was  c
ontinually  blowing  his  no 

and  groaning  piteously. 

"How  do  you  feel '"she  asked  hi
m. 

'  <  Worse, '  'he  articulated  with  difficulty.       In  pain ! 

"In  pain,  where?" 

"trover  to-day,  you  will  see,"
  said  Marya  Ni 

laevna.  Though  it  was  said  in  a  w
hisper,  the  sick  man  wh 

hearing  Levin  had  noticed  was  very  keen  ̂ ^ 

Levin  said  hush  to  her,  and  look
ed  round  at  the  sick 
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tfikolay  had  heard ;  but  these  words  produced  no  effect  on  him. 
lis  eyes  had  still  the  same  intense,  reproachful  look. 

"Why  do  you  think  so?"  Levin  asked  her,  when  she  had followed  him  into  the  corridor. 

"He  has  begun  picking  at  himself/ '  said  Marya  Nikolaevna. 
* '  How  do  you  mean  ? ' ' 

"Like  this,"  she  said,  tugging  at  the  folds  of  her  woolen 
rirt.  Levin  noticed,  indeed,  that  all  that  day  the  patient 
ulled  at  himself,  as  it  were,  trying  to  snatch  something way. 

Marya  Nikolaevna 's  prediction  came  true.  Towards  night 
le  sick  man  was  not  able  to  lift  his  hands,  and  could  only 
aze  before  him  with  the  same  intensely  concentrated  expres- 
on  in  his  eyes.  Even  when  his  brother  or  Kitty  bent  over 
im,  so  that  he  could  see  them,  he  looked  just  the  same.  Kitty 
»it  for  the  priest  to  read  the  prayer  for  the  dying. 
While  the  priest  was  reading  it,  the  dying  man  did  not 
low  any  sign  of  life ;  his  eyes  were  closed.  Levin,  Kitty,  and 
arya  Nikolaevna  stood  at  the  bedside.  The  priest  had  not 
aite  finished  reading  the  prayer  when  the  dying  man 
retched,  sighed,  and  opened  his  eyes.  The  priest,  on  finish- 
ig  the  prayer,  put  the  cross  to  the  cold  forehead,  then  slowly 
turned  it  to  the  stand,  and  after  standing  for  two  minutes 
ore  in  silence,  he  touched  the  huge,  bloodless  hand  that  was irning  cold. 

He  is  gone,"  said  the  priest,  and  would  have  moved  away; at  suddenly  there  was  a  faint  stir  in  the  mustaches  of  the 
Sad  man  that  seemed  glued  together,  and  quite  distinctly  in 
le  hush  they  heard  from  the  bottom  of  the  chest  the  sharply ifined  sounds: 

Not  quite     .     .     .     soon." 
And  a  minute  later  the  face  brightened,  a  smile  came  out 
lder  the  mustaches,  and  the  women  who  had  gathered  round 
igan  carefully  laying  out  the  corpse. 
The  sight  of  his  brother,  and  the  nearness  of  death,  revived    - 
Levin  that  sense  of  horror  in  face  of  the  insoluble  enigma, 
gether  with  the  nearness  and  inevitability  of  death,  that  had 
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come  upon  him  that  autumn  evening  when  his  brother  hail 

come  to  him.  This  feeling  was  now  even  stronger  than  before; 

even  less  than  before  did  he  feel  capable  of  apprehending  the 

meaning  of  death,  and  its  inevitability  rose  up  before  hini 

more  terrible  than  ever.  But  now,  thanks  to  his  w
ife's 

presence,  that  feeling  did  not  reduce  him  to  despair.  In  spit
< 

of  death,  he  felt  the  need  of  life  and  love.  He  felt  that  lovi 

saved  him  from  despair,  and  that  this  love,  under  the  menace 

of  despair,  had  become  still  stronger  and  purer.  The  01* 

mystery  of  death,  still  unsolved,  had  scarcely  passed  before  hu 

eyes,  when  another  mystery  had  arisen,  as  insoluble,  urging 
him  to  love  and  to  life. 

The  doctor  confirmed  his  suppositions  in  regard  to  Kitty 

Her  indisposition  was  a  symptom  that  she  was  with  child. 

CHAPTER  XXI 

From  the  moment  when  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  u
nderstooi 

from  his  interviews  with  Betsy  and  with  Stepan  Arka
dyevitc. 

that  all  that  was  expected  of  him  was  to  leave  hi
s  wife  11 

peace,  without  burdening  her  with  his  presence,  
and  that  hi 

wife  herself  desired  this,  he  felt  so  distraught  th
at  he  coul. 

come  to  no  decision  of  himself ;  he  did  not  know  himself  wha 

he  wanted  now,  and  putting  himself  in  the  hands
  of  those  wh 

were  so  pleased  to  interest  themselves  in  his  affa
irs,  he  me 

everything  with  unqualified  assent.     It  was  onl
y  when  Ann 

had  left  his  house,  and  the  English  governess  sent
  to  ask  nil 

whether  she  should  dine  with  him  or  separately,  that  for
    1 

first   time  he   clearly   comprehended   his   position,  
 and  w 

appalled  by  it.    Most  difficult  of  all  in  this  p
osition  was  th 

fact  that  he  could  not  in  any  way  connect  and
  reconcile  n 

past  with  what  was  now.     It  was  not  the  past  w
hen  he  ha 

lived  happily  with  his  wife  that  troubled  him.  
   The  transitio 

from  that  past  to  a  knowledge  of  his  wife's  un
faithfulness  r 

had  lived  through  miserably  already;  that  state  was
  painto 
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but  he  could  understand  it.  If  his  wife  had  then,  on  declar- 
ing to  him  her  unfaithfulness,  left  him,  he  would  have  been 

wounded,  unhappy,  but  he  would  not  have  been  in  the  hopeless 
position — incomprehensible  to  himself — in  which  he  felt  him- 

self now.  He  could  not  now  reconcile  his  immediate  past,  his 
'tenderness,  his  love  for  his  sick  wife,  and  for  the  other  man's 
child  with  what  was  now  the  case,  that  is  with  the  fact  that,  as 
it  were,  in  return  for  all  this  he  now  found  himself  alone,  put 
to  shame,  a  laughing-stock,  needed  by  no  one,  and  despised  by 
very  one. 

For  the  first  two  days  after  his  wife's  departure  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch  received  applicants  for  assistance  and  his  chief 
secretary,  drove  to  the  committee,  and  went  down  to  dinner  in 
the  dining-room  as  usual.  Without  giving  himself  a  reason 
for  what  he  was  doing,  he  strained  every  nerve  of  his  being  for 
those  two  days,  simply  to  preserve  an  appearance  of  com- 

posure, and  even  of  indifference.  Answering  inquiries  about 
the  disposition  of  Anna  Arkadyevna's  rooms  and  belongings, 
le  had  exercised  immense  self-control  to  appear  like  a  man  in 
whose  eyes  what  had  occurred  was  not  unforeseen  nor  out  of 
Ihe  ordinary  course  of  events,  and  he  attained  his  aim ;  no  one 
ould  have  detected  in  him  signs  of  despair.  But  on  the 
second  day  after  her  departure,  when  Korney  gave  him  a  bill 
trom  a  fashionable  draper's  shop,  which  Anna  had  forgotten  to 
pay,  and  announced  that  the  clerk  from  the  shop  was  waiting, 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  told  him  to  show  the  clerk  up. 

Excuse  me,  your  excellency,  for  venturing  to  trouble  you. 
But  if  you  direct  us  to  apply  to  her  excellency,  would  you 
graciously  oblige  us  with  her  address  ?  " 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  pondered,  as  it  seemed  to  the  clerk, 

md  all  at  once,  turning  round,  he  sat  down  to  the  table, 
jetting  his  head  sink  into  his  hands,  he  sat  for  a  long  while  in 
hat  position,  several  times  attempted  to  speak  and  stopped 
ihort.  Korney,  perceiving  his  master's  emotion,  asked  the 
slerk  to  call  another  time.  Left  alone,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
^cognized  that  he  had  not  the  strength  to  keep  up  the  line  of 
?  mness  and  composure  any  longer.     He  gave  orders  for  the 
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carriage  that  was  awaiting  him  to  be  taken  back,  and  for  no 

one  to  be  admitted,  and  he  did  not  go  down  to  dinner. 

He  felt  that  he  could  not  endure  the  weight  of  universal 

contempt  and  exasperation,  which  he  had  distinctly  seen  in  the 

face  of  the  clerk  and  of  Korney,  and  of  every  one,  without 

exception,  whom  he  had  met  during  those  two  days.  He  felt; 

that  he  could  not  turn  aside  from  himself  the  hatred  of  men, 

because  that  hatred  did  not  come  from  his  being  bad  (in  that 

case  he  could  have  tried  to  be  better),  but  from  his  being 

shamefully  and  repulsively  unhappy.  He  knew  that  for  this, 

for  the  very  fact  that  his  heart  was  torn  withgriel^liexwould 

be  merciless  to  him.  He  felt  that  men  would  crush  him  as 

dogs~sfrangle  a  torn  dog  yelping  with  pain.  He  knew  that  his 

sole  means  of  security  against  "people  was  to  hidejiis  wounds 
from  them,  and  instinctively  he  tried  to  do  this  for  two  days, 

but    now    he    felt    incapable    of    keeping    up    the    unequal 

struggle. 

y  His  despair  was  even  intensified  by  the  consciousness  that  he 

\  was  utterly  alone  in  his  sorrow.  In  all  Petersburg  there  was 

not  a  human  being  to  whom  he  could  express  what  he  was 

feeling,  who  would  feel  for  him,  not  as  a  high  official,  not  as  a 

member  of  society,  but  simply  as  a  suffering  man ;  indeed  he 

had  not  such  a  one  in  the  whole  world. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  grew  up  an  orphan.  There  were 

two  brothers.  They  did  not  remember  their  father,  and  their 

mother  died  when  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  ten  years  old. 

The  property  was  a  small  one.  Their  uncle,  Karenina,  a 

government  official  of  high  standing,  at  one  time  a  favorite 
of  the  late  Tsar,  had  brought  them  up. 

On  completing  his  high  school  and  university  courses  with 

medals,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had,  with  his  uncle's  aid
, 

immediately  started  in  a  prominent  position  in  the  service,  and 

from  that  time  forward  he  had  devoted  himself  exclusively  to 

political  ambition.  In  the  high  school  and  the  university,  and 

afterwards  in  the  service,  Alexey  AIexan^rovitcjiJmd_neyer 

formed  a  close  fricndship-with  any  pne.  His  brother  had  been 

the  person  nearest  to  his  heart,  but  he  had  a  post  in  the 
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Ministry  of  Foreign  Affairs,  and  was  always  abroad,  where  he 

had  died  shortly  after_Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  marriage. 
While  he  was  governor  of  a  province,  Anna's  aunt,  a 

wealthy  provincial  lady,  had  thrown  him — middle-aged  as  he 
was,  though  young  for  a  governor — with  her  niece,  and  had 
succeeded  in  putting  him  in  such  a  position  thai4ieJiacL either 
to  declare-himself  or  to  leave  the  town.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
was  not  long  in  hesitation.  There  were  at  the  time  as  many 
reasons  for  the  step  as  against  it,  and  there  was  no  over- 

balancing consideration  to  outweigh  his  invariable  rule  of 

abstaining  when  in  doubt.  But  Anna's  aunt  had  through  a 
common  acquaintance_Jnsinuated  that  he  had  already  com- 

promised the  girl,  and  that  he  was  in  honor  bound  to  make 
her  an^jpffer.  He  made  the  offer,  and  concentrated  on  his 
betrothed  and  wife  all  the  feeling  of  which  he  was 
capable. 

The  attachment  he  felt  to  Anna  precluded  in  his  heart  every 

need  of  intimate  relations  with"  others.  And  now^among  all 
his  acquaintances  he  had  not  one  friend.  He  had  plenty  of  so- 
calleoVconnections,  but  no  friendships.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
had  plenty  of  people  whom  he  could  invite  to  dinner,  to  whose 
sympathy  he  could  appeal  in  any  public  affair  he  was  con- 

cerned about,  whose  interest  he  could  reckon  upon  for  any 
one  he  wished  to  help,  with  whom  he  could  candidly  discuss 
other  people's  business  and  affairs  of  state.  But  his  relations 
with  these  people  were  confined  to  one  clearly  denned  channel, 
and  had  a  certain  routine  from  which  it  was  impossible  to 

depart.  There  ̂ was  one  man,  a  comrade  of  his  at  the  uni- versity, with  whom  he  had  made  friends  later,  anoTwith  whom 
he  could  have  spoken  of  a  personal  sorrow ;  but  this  friend  had 
a  post  in  the  Department  of  Education  in  a  remote  part  of 
Russia.  Of  the  people  in  Petersburg  the  most  intimate  and 
most  possible  were  his  chief  secretary  and  his  doctor. 

Mihail  Vassilievitch  Sludin,  the  chief  secretary,  was  a 
straightforward,  intelligent,  good-hearted,  and  conscientious 
man,  and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  aware  of  his  personal 
good-will.  But  their  five  years  of  official  work  together  seemed 
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to  have  put  a  barrier  between  them  that  cut  off  warmer  rela- tions. 

After  signing  the  papers  brought  him,  Alexey  Alexandro- 

vitch  had  sat  for  a  long  while  in  silence,  glancing  at  Mihail 

Vassilievitch,  and  several  times  he  attempted  to  speak,  but 

could  not.  He  had  already  prepared  the  phrase:  "You  have 

heard  of  my  trouble V9  But  he  ended  by  saying,  as  usual: 

"So  you'll  get  this  ready  for  me?"  and  with  that  dismissed him. 

The  other  person  was  the  doctor,  who  had  also  a  kindly 

feeling  for  him ;  but  there  had  long  existed  a  taciturn  under- 

standing between  them  that  both  were  weighed  down  by  work, 
and  always  in  a  hurry. 

Of  his  women-friends,  foremost  among  them  Countess  Lidia 

Ivanovna,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  never  thought.    All  women, 

/pimply  as  women,  were  terrible  and  distasteful  to  him. 

CHAPTER  XXII 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  forgotten  the  Countess  Lidia 

Ivanovna,  but  she  had  not  forgotten  him.  At  the  bitteres
t 

moment  of  his  lonely  despair  she  came  to  him,  and  without 

waiting  to  be  announced,  walked  straight  into  his  study.  She 

found  him  as  he  was  sitting  with  his  head  in  both  hands. 

"J'ai  force  la  consigned  she  said,  walking  in  with  rapid 

steps  and  breathing  hard  with  excitement  and  rapid  ex
ercise. 

1 '  I  have  heard  all !  Alexey  Alexandrovitch !  Dear  friend ! "  she 

went  on,  warmly  squeezing  his  hand  in  both  of  hers  
and 

gazing  with  her  fine  pensive  eyes  into  his. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  frowning,  got  up,  and  disengaging 
his  hand,  moved  her  a  chair. 

1 '  Won 't  you  sit  down,  countess  ?  I  'm  seeing  no  one  because 

I'm  unwell,  countess/'  he  said,  and  his  lips  twitched. 

"Dear  friend!"  repeated  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  nevei 

taking  her  eyes  off  his,  and  suddenly  her  eyebrows  rose  at  the 
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inner  corners,  describing  a  triangle  on  her  forehead,  her  ugly 
yellow  face  became  still  uglier,  but  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  felt 
that  she  was  sorry  for  him  and  was  preparing  to  cry.  And 
he  too  was  softened;  he  snatched  her  plump  hand  and  pro- 
eeeded  to  kiss  it. 

" '  Dear  friend ! ' '  she  said  in  a  voice  breaking  with  emotion. 
"You  ought  not  to  give  way  to  grief.  Your  sorrow  is  a  great 
one,  but  you  ought  to  find  consolation." 

"lam  crushed,  I  am  annihilated,  I  am  no  longer  a  man ! ' ' 
said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  letting  go  her  hand,  but  still 
gazing  into  her  brimming  eyes.  "My  position  is  so  awful 
because  I  can  find  nowhere,  I  cannot  find  within  me  strength 
to  support  me." 

"You  will  find  support;  seek  it — not  in  me,  though  I 
beseech  you  to  believe  in  my  friendship,"  she  said,  with  a 
sigh.  "Our  support  is  love,  that  love  that  He  has  vouchsafed 
us.  His  burden  is  light,"  she  said,  with  the  look  of  ecstasy 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  knew  so  well.  "He  will  be  your  sup- 

port and  your  succor." 
Although  there  was  in  these  words  a  flavor  of  that  senti- 

mental emotion  at  her  own  lofty  feelings,  and  that  new 
mystical  fervor  which  had  lately  gained  ground  in  Petersburg, 
and  which  seemed  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  disproportionate, 
still  it  was  pleasant  to  him  to  hear  this  now. 

"I  am  weak.  I  am  crushed.  I  foresaw  nothing,  and  now  I 
understand  nothing." 
"Dear  friend,"  repeated  Lidia  Ivanovna. 
"It's  not  the  loss  of  what  I  have  not  now,  it's  not  that!" 

pursued  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  "I  do  not  grieve  for  that. 
But  I  cannot  help  feeling  humiliated  before  other  people  for 
the  position  I  am  placed  in.  It  is  wrong,  but  I  can't  help  it, 
I  can't  help  it." 

"Not  you  it  was  performed  that  noble  act  of  forgiveness,  at which  I  was  moved  to  ecstasy,  and  every  one  else  too,  but  He, 
working  within  your  heart,"  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna, 
raising  her  eyes  rapturously,  "and  so  you  cannot  be  ashamed 
of  your  act." 
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Alexey  Alexandrovitch  knitted  his  brows,  and  crooking  his 

hands,  he  cracked  his  fingers. 

''One  must  know  all  the  facts,"  he  said  in  his  thin  voice. 

"A  man's  strength  has  its  limits,  countess,  and  I  have  reached 

my  limits.  The  whole  day  I  have  had  to  be  making  arrange- 
ments, arrangements  about  household  matters  arising  (he 

emphasized  the  word  arising)  from  my  new,  solitary  position. 

The  servants,  the  governess,  the  accounts.  .  .  .  These  pin- 

pricks have  stabbed  me  to  the  heart,  and  I  have  not  the 

strength  to  bear  it.  At  dinner  .  .  .  yesterday,  I  was  al- 

most getting  up  from  the  dinner-table.  I  could  not  bear  the 

way  my  son  looked  at  me.  He  did  not  ask  me  the  meaning  of 

it  all,  but  he  wanted  to  ask,  and  I  could  not  bear  the  look  in  his 

eyes.  He  was  afraid  to  look  at  me,  but  that  is  not  all  .  . 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  would  have  referred  to  the  bill  that 

had  been  brought  him,  but  his  voice  shook,  and  he  stopped. 

That  bill  on  blue  paper,  for  a  hat  and  ribbons,  he  could  not 

recall  without  a  rush  of  self-pity. 

"I  understand,  dear  friend,"  said  Lidia  Ivanovna.  "I  unt 
derstand  it  all.  Succor  and  comfort  you  will  find  not  in  me, 

though  I  have  come  only  to  aid  you  if  I  can.  If  I  could  take 

from  off  you  all  these  petty,  humiliating  cares  ...  I  un- 

derstand that  a  woman's  word,  a  woman's  superintendence  is 

needed.    You  will  intrust  it  to  me  ? " 

Silently  and  gratefully  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  pressed  her 
hand. 

"Together  we  will  take  care  of  Seryozha.  Practical  affairs 

are  not  my  strong  point.  But  I  will  set  to  work.  I  will 

be  your  housekeeper.  Don't  thank  me.  I  do  it  not  from 

myself    .     .     ." 
"I  cannot  help  thanking  you." 
"But,  dear  friend,  do  not  give  way  to  the  feeling  of  which 

you  spoke— being  ashamed  of  what  is  the  Christian's  highest 

glory :  he  who  humbles  himself  shall  be  exalted.  And  you  can- 
not thank  me.  You  must  thank  Him,  and  pray  to  Him  for 

succor.  In  Him  alone  we  find  peace,  consolation,  salvation, 

and  love,"  she  said,  and  turning  her  eyes  heavenwards,  sb' 
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began  praying,  as  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  gathered  from  her 
silence. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  listened  to  her  now,  and  those  ex- 
pressions which  had  seemed  to  him,  if  not  distasteful,  at  least 

exaggerated,  now  seemed  to  him  natural  and  consolatory. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  disliked  this  new  enthusiastic 
fervor.  He  was  a  believer,  who  was  interested  in  religion 
primarily  in  its  political  aspect,  and  the  new  doctrine  which 
ventured  upon  several  new  interpretations,  just  because  it 
paved  the  way  to  discussion  and  analysis,  was  in  principle  dis- 

agreeable to  him.  He  had  hitherto  taken  up  a  cold  and  even 
antagonistic  attitude  to  this  new  doctrine,  and  with  Countess 
Lidia  Ivanovna,  who  had  been  carried  away  by  it,  he  had  never 
argued,  but  by  silence  had  assiduously  parried  her  attempts  to 
provoke  him  into  argument.  Now  for  the  first  time  he  heard 
her  words  with  pleasure,  and  did  not  inwardly  oppose  them. 

"lam  very,  very  grateful  to  you,  both  for  your  deeds  and 
for  your  words, ' '  he  said,  when  she  had  finished  praying. 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  once  more  pressed  both  her  friend 's hands. 

"Now  I  will  enter  upon  my  duties,"  she  said  with  a  smile 
after  a  pause,  as  she  wiped  away  the  traces  of  tears.  "lam 
going  to  Seryozha.  Only  in  the  last  extremity  I  shall  apply  to 
you."    And  she  got  up  and  went  out. 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  went  into  Seryozha 's  part  of  the 
house,  and  dropping  tears  on  the  scared  child's  cheeks,  she  told 
him  that  his  father  was  a  saint  and  his  mother  was  dead. 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  kept  her  promise.  She  did  actu- 
ally take  upon  herself  the  care  of  the  organization  and  man- 

agement of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  household.  But  she  had 
not  overstated  the  case  when  saying  that  practical  affairs  were 
not  her  strong  point.  All  her  arrangements  had  to  be  modified 
because  they  could  not  be  carried  out,  and  they  were  modified 
by  Korney,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  valet,  who,  though  no  one 
was  aware  of  the  fact,  now  managed  Karenina's  household,  and 
quietly  and  discreetly  reported  to  his  master  while  he  was 
dressing  all  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  know.     But  Lidia 
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Ivanovna's  help  was  none  the  less  real;  she  gave  Alexey  Alex- 

androvitch  moral  support  in  the  consciousness  of  her  love  and 

respect  for  him,  and  still  more,  as  it  was  soothing  to  her  to 

believe,  in  that  she  almost  turned  him  to  Christianity— that 

is,  from  an  indifferent  and  apathetic  believer  she  turned  him 

into  an  ardent  and  steadfast  adherent  of  the  new  interpreta- 

tion of  Christian  doctrine,  which  had  been  gaining  ground  of 

late  in  Petersburg.    It  was  easy  for  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  to 

believe  in  this  teaching.     Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  like  Lidia 

Ivanovna  indeed,  and  others  who  shared  their  views,  was  com- 

pletely devoid  of  vividness  of  imagination,  that  spiritual  fac- 

ulty in  virtue  of  which  the  conceptions  evoked  by  the  imagina- 

tion become  so  vivid  that  they  must  needs  be  in  harmony 

with  other  conceptions,  and  with  actual  fact.    He  saw  nothing 

impossible  and  inconceivable  in  the  idea  that  death,  though 

existing  for  unbelievers,  did  not  exist  for  him,  and  that,  as 

he  was  possessed  of  the  most  perfect  faith,  of  the  measu
re 

of  which  he  was  himself  the  judge,  therefore  there  was  no  sin
 

in  his  soul,  and  he  was  experiencing  complete  salvation  
here 

on  earth. 

-  It  is  true  that  the  erroneousness  and  shallowness  ot  this  con
- 

ception of  his  faith  was  dimly  perceptible  to  Alexey  Alexan- 

drovitch, and  he  knew  that  when,  without  the  slightest  idea 

that  his  forgiveness  was  the  action  of  a  higher  power,  he  ha
d 

surrendered  directly  to  the  feeling  of  forgiveness,  he  ha
d  felt 

more  happiness  than  now  when  he  was  thinking  ever
y  instant 

that  Christ  was  in  his  heart,  and  that  in  signing  official  
papers 

he  was  doing  His  will.  But  for  Alexey  Alexandrovitch
  it  was 

a  necessity  to  think  in  that  way;  it  was  such  a  necess
ity  for 

him  in  his  humiliation  to  have  some  elevated  standpoin
t,  how- 

ever imaginary,  from  which,  looked  down  upon  by  all,  he  co
uld 

look  down  on  others,  that  he  clung,  as  to  his  one  salv
ation,  to 

his  delusion  of  salvation. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

The  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  had,  as  a  very  young  and  sen- 
timental girl,  been  married  to  a  wealthy  man  of  high  rank,  a 

very  good-natured,  jovial,  and  extremely  dissipated  rake.  Two 
months  after  marriage  her  husband  abandoned  her,  and  her 
impassioned  protestations  of  affection  he  met  with  a  sarcasm 

and  even  hostility  that  people  knowing  the  count's  good  heart, 
and  seeing  no  defects  in  the  sentimental  Lidia,  were  at  a  loss 
to  explain.  Though  they  were  divorced  and  lived  apart,  yet 
whenever  the  husband  met  the  wife,  he  invariably  behaved  to 
her  with  the  same  malignant  irony,  the  cause  of  which  was 
incomprehensible. 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  had  long  given  up  being  in  love 
with  her  husband,  but  from  that  time  she  had  never  given  up 
being  in  love  with  some  one.  She  was  in  love  with  several 
people  at  once,  both  men  and  women;  she  had  been  in  love 
with  almost  every  one  who  had  been  particularly  distinguished 
in  any  way.  She  was  in  love  with  all  the  new  princes  and 
princesses  who  married  into  the  Imperial  family ;  she  had  been 
in  love  Avith  a  high  dignitary  of  the  Church,  a  vicar,  and  a 
parish  priest;  she  had  been  in  love  with  a  journalist,  three 
Slavophils,  with  Komissarov,  with  a  minister,  a  doctor,  an 
English  missionary,  and  Karenina.  All  these  passions,  con- 

stantly waning  or  growing  more  ardent,  did  not  prevent  her 
from  keeping  up  the  most  extended  and  complicated  relations 
with  the  court  and  fashionable  society.  But  from  the  time 

that  after  Karenina 's  trouble  she  took  him  under  her  special 
protection,  from  the  time  that  she  set  to  work  in  Karenina 's 
household  looking  after  his  welfare,  she  felt  that  all  her  other 
attachments  were  not  the  real  thing,  and  that  she  was  now 
genuinely  in  love,  and  with  no  one  but  Karenina.  The  feeling 
she  now  experienced  for  him  seemed  to  her  stronger  than  any 
of  her  former  feelings.  Analyzing  her  feeling,  and  comparing 
it  with  former  passions,  she  distinctly  perceived  that  she 
would  not  have  been  in  love  with  Komissarov  if  he  had  not 
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saved  the  life  of  the  Tsar,  that  she  would  not  have  been  in 

love  with  Bistitch-Kudzhitsky  if  there  had  been  no  Slavonic 

question,  but  that  she  loved  Karenina  for  himself,  for  his  lofty, 

uncomprehended  soul,  for  the  sweet — to  her — high  notes  of  his 

voice,  for  his  drawling  intonation,  his  weary  eyes,  his  charac- 
ter, and  his  soft  white  hands  with  their  swollen  veins.  She  was 

not  simply  overjoyed  at  meeting  him,  but  she  sought  in  his  face 

signs  of  the  impression  she  was  making  on  him.  She  tried  to 

please  him,  not  by  her  words  only,  but  in  her  whole  person. 
For  his  sake  it  was  that  she  now  lavished  more  care  on  her 

dress  than  before.  She  caught  herself  in  reveries  on  what 

might  have  been,  if  she  had  not  been  married  and  he  had  been 
free.  She  blushed  with  emotion  when  he  came  into  the  room, 

she  could  not  repress  a  smile  of  rapture  when  he  said  anything 
amiable  to  her. 

For  several  days  now  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  had  been  in  a 

state  of  intense  excitement.  She  had  learned  that  Anna  and 

Vronsky  were  in  Petersburg.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  must  be 

saved  from  seeing  her,  he  must  be  saved  even  from  the  tortur- 

ing knowledge  that  that  awful  woman  was  in  the  same  town 

with  him,  and  that  he  might  meet  her  any  minute. 

Lidia  Ivanovna  made  inquiries  through  her  friends  as  to 

what  those  infamous  people,  as  she  called  Anna  and  Vronsky, 

intended  doing,  and  she  endeavored  so  to  guide  every  move- 
ment of  her  friend  during  those  days  that  he  could  not  come 

across  them.  The  young  adjutant,  an  acquaintance  of  Vron- 

sky, through  whom  she  obtained  her  information,  and  who 

hoped  through  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  to  obtain  a  concession, 

told  her  that  they  had  finished  their  business  and  were  going 

away  next  day.  Lidia  Ivanovna  had  already  begun  to  calm 

down,  when  the  next  morning  a  note  was  brought  her,  the 

handwriting  of  which  she  recognized  with  horror.  It  was  the 

handwriting  of  Anna  Karenina.  The  envelope  was  of  paper  as 

thick  as  bark;  on  the  oblong  yellow  paper  there  was  a  huge 

monogram,  and  the  letter  smelt  of  agreeable  scent. 

"Who  brought  it?" 
"A  commissionaire  from  the  hotel." 
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It  was  some  time  before  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  could  sit 

down  to  read  the  letter.  Her  excitement  brought  on  an  attack 
of  asthma,  to  which  she  was  subject.  When  she  had  re- 

covered her  composure,  she  read  the  following  letter-  in 
French : 

"Madame  la  Comtesse, — The  Christian  feelings  with  which 
your  heart  is  filled  give  me  the,  I  feel,  unpardonable  boldness 
to  write  to  you.  I  am  miserable  at  being  separated  from  my 
son.  I  entreat  permission  to  see  him  once  before  my  departure. 
Forgive  me  for  recalling  myself  to  your  memory.  I  apply  to 
you  and  not  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  simply  because  I  do  not 
wish  to  cause  that  generous  man  to  suffer  in  remembering  me. 
Knowing  your  friendsnip  for  him,  I  know  you  will  understand 
me.  Could  you  send  Seryozha  to  me,  or  should  I  come  to  the 
house  at  some  fixed  hour,  or  will  you  let  me  know  when  and 
where  I  could  see  him  away  from  home?  I  do  not  anticipate 
a  refusal,  knowing  the  magnanimity  of  him  with  whom  it  rests. 
You  cannot  conceive  the  craving  I  have  to  see  him,  and  so 
cannot  conceive  the  gratitude  your  help  will  arouse  in  me. 

"Anna." 

Everything  in  this  letter  exasperated  Countess  Lidia  Ivan- 
ovna :  its  contents  and  the  allusion  to  magnanimity,  and  espe- 

cially its  free  and  easy — as  she  considered — tone. 

"Say  that  there  is  no  answer,' '  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivan- 
ovna, and  immediately  opening  her  blotting-book,  she  wrote 

to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  that  she  hoped  to  see  him  at  one 
0  'clock  at  the  levee. 

"I  must  talk  with  you  of  a  grave  and  painful  subject.  There 
we  will  arrange  where  to  meet.    Best  of  all  at  my  house,  where 
1  will  order  tea  as  you  like  it.  Urgent.  He  lays  the  cross,  but 
He  gives  the  strength  to  bear  it,"  she  added,  so  as  to  give  him 
some  slight  preparation.  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  usually 
wrote  some  two  or  three  letters  a  day  to  Alexey  Alexandro- 

vitch. She  enjoyed  that  form  of  communication,  which  gave 
opportunity  for  a  refinement  and  air  of  mystery  not  afforded 
by  their  personal  interviews. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

The  levee  was  drawing  to  a  close.  People  met  as  they  were 

going  away,  and  gossiped  of  the  latest  news,  of  the  newly  be- 
stowed honors  and  the  changes  in  the  positions  of  the  higher 

functionaries. 

"If  only  Countess  Marya  Borissovna  were  Minister  of  War, 

and  Princess  Vatkovsky  were  Commander-in-Chief ,' '  said  a 

gray-headed,  little  old  man  in  a  gold-embroidered  uniform,  ad- 
dressing a  tall,  handsome  maid  of  honor  who  had  questioned 

him  about  the  new  appointments. 

"And  me  among  the  adjutants/'  said  the  maid  of  honor, 
smiling. 

"You  have  an  appointment  already.  You're  over  the 

ecclesiastical  department.  And  your  assistant's  Madame 

Karenina. ' ' 

"Good-day,  prince!"  said  the  little  old  man  to  a  man  who 
came  up  to  him. 

1 '  What  were  you  saying  of  Karenina  ? ' '  said  the  prince. 

"He  and  Putyatov  have  received  the  Alexander  Nevsky." 

"I  thought  he  had  it  already." 
"No.  Just  look  at  him,"  said  the  little  old  man,  pointing 

with  his  embroidered  hat  to  Karenina  in  a  court  uniform  with 

the  new  red  ribbon  across  his  shoulders,  standing  in  the  door- 

way of  the  hall  with  an  influential  member  of  the  Imperial 

Council.  ' '  Pleased  and  happy  as  a  brass  farthing, ' '  he  added, 

stopping  to  shake  hands  with  a  handsome  gentleman  of  the
 

bedchamber  of  colossal  proportions. 

"No;  he's  looking  older,"  said  the  gentleman  of  the  bed- chamber. 

"From  overwork.  He's  always  drawing  up  projects  nowa- 

days. He  won't  let  a  poor  devil  go  nowadays  till  he's  ex- 

plained it  all  to  him  under  heads." 

"Looking  older,  did  you  say?  11  fait  des  passions.  ̂  I  be- 

lieve Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna's  jealous  now  of  his  wife." 
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"Oh,  come  now,  please  don't  say  any  harm  of  Countess 
Lidia  Ivanovna." 

"Why,  is  there  any  harm  in  her  being  in  love  with  Kare- 
nina?" 

' '  But  is  it  true  Madame  Karenina  's  here  ? ' ' 

"Well,  not  here  in  the  palace,  but  in  Petersburg.  I  met 
her  yesterday  with  Alexey  Vronsky,  bras  dessus,  bras  dessous, 

in  the  Morsky." 
"C'est  un  lwmme  qui  n'a  pas,  *  .  ."  the  gentle- 

man of  the  bedchamber  was  beginning,  but  he  stopped  to 
make  room,  bowing,  for  a  member  of  the  Imperial  family  to 
pass. 

Thus  people  talked  incessantly  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch, 
finding  fault  with  him  and  laughing  at  him,  while  he,  blocking 
up  the  way  of  the  member  of  the  Imperial  Council  he  had  cap- 

tured, was  explaining  to  him  point  by  point  his  new  financial 
project,  never  interrupting  his  discourse  for  an  instant  for 
fear  he  should  escape. 

Almost  at  the  same  time  that  his  wife  left  Alexey  Alexan- 
drovitch there  had  come  to  him  that  bitterest  moment  in  the 

life  of  an  official — the  moment  when  his  upward  career  comes 
to  a  full  stop.  This  full  stop  had  arrived  and  every  one  per- 

ceived it,  but  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  himself  was  not  yet 
aware  that  his  career  was  over.  Whether  it  was  due  to  his 
feud  with  Stremov,  or  his  misfortune  with  his  wife,  or  simply 
that  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  had  reached  his  destined  limits, 
it  had  become  evident  to  every  one  in  the  course  of  that  year 
that  his  career  was  at  an  end.  He  still  filled  a  position  of 
consequence,  he  sat  on  many  commissions  and  committees,  but 
he  was  a  man  whose  day  was  over,  and  from  whom  nothing 
was  expected.  Whatever  he  said,  whatever  he  proposed,  was 
heard  as  though  it  were  something  long  familiar,  and  the  very 
thing  that  was  not  needed.  But  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was 
not  aware  of  this,  and,  on  the  contrary,  being  cut  off  from 
direct  participation  in  governmental  activity,  he  saw  more 
clearly  than  ever  the  errors  and  defects  in  the  action  of 
others,  and  thought  it  his  duty  to  point  out  means  for  their 



654  ANNA  KARENINA 

correction.  Shortly  after  his  separation  from  his  wife,  he  be- 

gan writing  his  first  note  on  the  new  judicial  procedure,  the 

first  of  the  endless  series  of  notes  he  was  destined  to  write  in 
the  future. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  did  not  merely  fail  to  observe  his 

hopeless  position  in  the  official  world,  he  was  not  merely  free 

from  anxiety  on  this  head,  he  was  positively  more  satisfied 
than  ever  with  his  own  activity. 

"He  that  is  unmarried  careth  for  the  things  that  belong  to 

the  Lord,  how  he  may  please  the  Lord :  but  he  that  is  married 

careth  for  the  things  of  the  world,  how  he  may  please  his  wife," 
says  the  Apostle  Paul,  and  Alexey.  Alexandrovitch,  who  was 

now  guided  in  every  action  by  Scripture,  often  recalled  this 

text.  It  seemed  to  him  that  ever  since  he  had  been  left 

without  a  wife,  he  had  in  these  very  projects  of  reform  been 

serving  the  Lord  more  zealously  than  before. 

The  unmistakable  impatience  of  the  member  of  the  Council 

trying  to  get  away  from  him  did  not  trouble  Alexey  Alexan- 

drovitch ;  he  gave  up  his  exposition  only  when  the  member  of 

the  Council,  seizing  his  chance  when  one  of  the  Imperial  family 

was  passing,  slipped  away  from  him. 

Left  alone,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  looked  down,  collecting 

his  thoughts,  then  looked  casually  about  him  and  walked  to- 

wards the  door,  where  he  hoped  to  meet  Countess  Lidia  Ivan- ovna.  I 

"And  how  strong  they  all  are,  how  sound  physically, 

thought  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  looking  at  the  powerfull
y 

built  gentleman  of  the  bedchamber  with  his  well-combed,  
per- 

fumed whiskers,  and  at  the  red  neck  of  the  prince,  pinched  by 

his  tight  uniform.  He  had  to  pass  them  on  his  way.  '  T
ruly 

is  it  said  that  all  the  world  is  evil,"  he  thought,  with  a
n- 

other sidelong  glance  at  the  calves  of  the  gentleman  of  the 
bedchamber. 

Moving  forward  deliberately,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  bowed 

with  his  customary  air  of  weariness  and  dignity  to  the  gentle- 

man who  had  been  talking  about  him,  and  looking  towards  the 

door,  his  eyes  sought  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna. 

I 
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"Ah !  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  V9  said  the  little  old  man,  with 
malicious  light  in  his  eyes,  at  the  moment  when  Karenina  was 
n  a  level  with  them,  and  was  nodding  with  a  frigid  gesture, 

'I  haven't  congratulated  you  yet,"  said  the  old  man,  pointing 
o  his  newly  received  ribbon. 

'Thank  you,"  answered  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  "What 
in  exquisite  day  to-day,"  he  added,  laying  emphasis  in  his 
>eculiar  way  on  the  word  exquisite. 
That  they  laughed  at  him  he  was  well  aware,  but  he  did  not 

xpect  anything  but  hostility  from  them ;  he  was  used  to  that 
>y  now. 
Catching  sight  of  the  yellow  shoulders  of  Lidia  Ivanovna 

utting  out  above  her  corset,  and  her  fine  pensive  eyes  bidding 
urn  to  her,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  smiled,  revealing  untar- 
lished  white  teeth,  and  went  towards  her. 

Lidia  Ivanovna 's  dress  had  cost  her  great  pains,  as  indeed 
11  her  dresses  had  done  of  late.  Her  aim  in  dress  was  now 

juite  the  reverse  of  that  she  had  pursued  thirty  years  before, 

'hen  her  desire  had  been  to  adorn  herself  with  something, 
ind  the  more  adorned  the  better.  Now,  on  the  contrary,  she 
vas  perforce  decked  out  in  a  way  so  inconsistent  with  her  age 
nd  her  figure,  that  her  one  anxiety  was  to  contrive  that  the 
ontrast  between  these  adornments  and  her  own  exterior  should 

lot  be  too  appalling.  And  as  far  as  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
vas  concerned  she  succeeded,  and  was  in  his  eyes  attractive, 
^or  him  she  was  the  one  island  not  only  of  good-will  to  him, 
mt  of  love  in  the  midst  of  the  sea  of  hostility  and  jeering  that 
urrounded  him. 

Passing  through  rows  of  ironical  eyes,  he  was  drawn  as 
laturally  to  her  loving  glance  as  a  plant  to  the  sun. 

"I  congratulate  you,"  she  said  to  him,  her  eyes  on  his ibbon. 

Suppressing  a  smile  of  pleasure,  he  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
losing  his  eyes,  as  though  to  say  that  that  could  not  be  a 
ource  of  joy  to  him.  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  was  very  well 
Lware  that  it  was  one  of  his  chief  sources  of  satisfaction, 
hough  he  never  admitted  it. 
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If! 

1 

' '  How  is  our  angel  ? ' '  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  mean- 
ing Seryozha. 

"I  can't  say  I  was  quite  pleased  with  him,"  said  Alexey 
Alexandrovitch,  raising  his  eyebrows  and  opening  his  eyes. 

"And  Sitnikov  is  not  satisfied  with  him."  (Sitnikov  was  the 

tutor  to  whom  Seryozha 's  secular  education  had  been  in- 

trusted.) "As  I  have  mentioned  to  you,  there's  a  sort  of  colcls 
ness  in  him  towards  the  most  important  questions  which  ought 

to  touch  the  heart  of  every  man  and  every  child.  .  .  ." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  began  expounding  his  views  on  the 

sole  question  that  interested  him  besides  the  service— the  edu- 
cation of  his  son. 

When  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  with  Lidia  Ivanovna 's  help 
had  been  brought  back  anew  to  life  and  activity,  he  felt  it  his 

duty  to  undertake  the  education  of  the  son  left  on  his  hands. 

Having  never  before  taken  any  interest  in  educational  ques- 

tions, Alexey  Alexandrovitch  devoted  some  time  to  the  the<( 

retical  study  of  the  subject.  After  reading  several  books  on 

anthropology,  education,  and  didactics,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 

drew  up  a  plan  of  education,  and  engaging  the  best  tutor  in 

Petersburg  to  superintend  it,  he  set  to  work,  and  the  subject 

continually  absorbed  him. 

"Yes,  but  the  heart.  I  see  in  him  his  father's  heart,  and 

with  such  a  heart  a  child  cannot  go  far  wrong,"  said  Lidia 
Ivanovna  with  enthusiasm. 

"Yes,  perhaps    .     .     .     As  for  me,  I  do  my  duty.    It's  all 

I  can  do. ' ' 

"You're  coming  to  me,"  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna, 

after  a  pause ;  "  we  have  to  speak  of  a  subject  painful  for  you. 

I  would  give  anything  to  have  spared  you  certain  memories, 

but  others  are  not  of  the  same  mind.  I  have  received  a  letter 

from  Tier.    She  is  here  in  Petersburg." 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  shuddered  at  the  allusion  to  his  wife, 

but  immediately  his  face  assumed  the  deathlike  rigidity  which 

expressed  utter  helplessness  in  the  matter. 

"I  was  expecting  it,"  he  said. 
Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  looked  at  him  ecstatically,  and 



ANNA  KAKENINA  657 

ears  of  rapture  at  the  greatness  of  his  soul  came  into  her 
yes. 

CHAPTER  XXV 

When  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  came  into  the  Countess  Lidia 
vanovna's  snug  little  boudoir,  decorated  with  old  china  and 
ung  with  portraits,  the  lady  herself  had  not  yet  made  her 
ppearance. 
She  was  changing  her  dress. 
A  cloth  was  laid  on  a  round  table,  and  on  it  stood  a  china 

ea-service  and  a  silver  spirit-lamp  and  teakettle.  Alexey 
Uexandrovitch  looked  idly  about  at  the  endless  familiar  por- 
raits  which  adorned  the  room,  and  sitting  down  to  the  table, 
e  opened  a  New  Testament  lying  upon  it.  The  rustle  of  the 
ountess's  silk  skirt  drew  his  attention  off. 
'Well  now,  we  can  sit  quietly,' '  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivan- vna,  slipping  hurriedly  with  an  agitated  smile  between  the 

able  and  the  sofa,  "and  talk  over  our  tea." 
After  some  words  of  preparation,  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna, 

reathing  hard  and  flushing  crimson,  gave  into  Alexey  Alexan- 
rovitch's  hands  the  letter  she  had  received. 
After  reading  the  letter,  he  sat  a  long  while  in  silence. 

"I  don't  think  I  have  the  right  to  refuse  her,"  he  said, imidly  lifting  his  eyes. 
Dear  friend,  you  never  see  evil  in  any  one!" 
On  the  contrary,  I  see  that  all  is  evil.    But  whether  it  is 

ist    ..." 

His  face  showed  irresolution,  and  a  seeking  for  counsel,  sup- 
ort,  and  guidance  in  a  matter  he  did  not  understand. 

No,"  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  interrupted  him;  "there 
re  limits  to  everything.  I  can  understand  immorality,"  she 
lid,  not  quite  truthfully,  since  she  never  could  understand 
lat  which  leads  women  to  immorality;  "but  I  don't  under- 
and  cruelty:  to  whom?  to  you!  How  can  she  stay  in  the 
)wn  where  you  are?    No,  the  longer  one  lives  the  more  one 
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learns.    And  I'm  learning  to  understand  your  loftiness 
 and 

her  baseness."
  " 

"Who  is  to  throw  a  stone?"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch* 

unmistakably  pleased  with  the  part  he  had  to  play.    "I
  have 

forgiven  all,  and  so  I  cannot  deprive  her  of  what  is  exacted 
 by 

love  in  her — by  her  love  for  her  son    .     .     ." 
"But  is  that  love,  my  friend?  Is  it  sincere?  Admitting 

that  you  have  forgiven— that  you  forgive— have  we  
the  right1 

to  work  on  the  feelings  of  that  angel  ?  He  looks  on  her  as  de
ad 

He  prays  for  her,  and  beseeches  God  to  have  mercy  
on  he- 

sins.    And  it  is  better  so.    But  now  what  will  he  think  
V ' 

"I  had  not  thought  of  that,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitc 
evidently  agreeing. 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and  w 
silent.    She  was  praying. 

<  <  If  you  ask  my  advice, ' '  she  said,  having  finished  her  praye 

and  uncovered  her  face,  "I  do  not  advise  you  to  do  th
is.  D<| 

vou  suppose  I  don't  see  how  you  are  suffering,  how 
 this  ha: 

torn  open  your  wounds?  But  supposing  that,  as  alway
s,  yoi 

don't  think  of  yourself,  what  can  it  lead  to?— to  
fresh  suffer 

ing  for  you,  to  torture  for  the  child.  If  there 
 were  a  trac, 

of  humanity  left  in  her,  she  ought  not  to  wish  
for  it  hersel i 

No,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  I  advise  not,  and 
 if  you  wil 

intrust  it  to  me,  I  will  write  to  her." 

And  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  consented,  and  C
ountess  Lidi 

Ivanovna  sent  the  following  letter  in  French: 

"Dear  Madame— To  be  reminded  of  you  might  have 
 result 

for  your  son  in  leading  to  questions  on  his  pa
rt  which  emit 

not  be  answered  without  implanting  m  the  child  s 
 soul  a  spin 

of  censure  towards  what  should  be  for  him  sacred  and ̂ therj 

fore  I  beg  you  to  interpret  your  husband's  ref
usal  in  the  spir. 

of  Christian  love.    I  pray  to  Almighty  God  to  hav
e  mercy  o 

Countess  Lidia. you. 

This  letter  attained  the  secret  object  which  C
ountess  Lidi 

Ivanovna  had  concealed  from  herself.  It  wound
ed  Anna  1 

the  quick. 
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For  his  part,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  on  returning  home 

'om  Lidia  Ivanovna  's,  could  not  all  that  day  concentrate  him- 
;lf  on  his  usual  pursuits,  and  find  that  spiritual  peace  of  one 
ived  and  believing  which  he  had  felt  of  late. 
The  thought  of  his  wife,  who  had  so  greatly  sinned  against 

im,  and  towards  whom  he  had  been  so  saintly,  as  Countess 
idia  Ivanovna  had  so  justly  told  him,  ought  not  to  have 
oubled  him;  but  he  was  not  easy;  he  could  not  understand 
le  book  he  was  reading;  he  could  not  drive  away  harassing 
(collections  of  his  relations  with  her,  of  the  mistake  which,  as 
now  seemed,  he  had  made  in  regard  to  her.  The  memory  of 
ow  he  had  received  her  confession  of  infidelity  on  their  way 
ome  from  the  races  (especially  that  he  had  insisted  only  on 
le  observance  of  external  decorum,  and  had  not  sent  a  chal- 
mge)  tortured  him  like  a  remorse.  He  was  tortured  too 

y  the  thought  of  the  letter  he  had  written  her;  and  most 
f  all,  his  forgiveness,  which  nobody  wanted,  and  his  care  of 
le  other  man's  child  made  his  heart  burn  with  shame  and morse. 

And  just  the  same  feeling  of  shame  and  regret  he  felt  now, 
i  he  reviewed  all  his  past  with  her,  recalling  the  awkward 
'ords  in  which,  after  long  wavering,  he  had  made  her  an ffer. 

"But  how  have  I  been  to  blame?"  he  said  to  himself.  And 
lis  question  always  excited  another  question  in  him— whether 
ley  felt  differently,  did  their  loving  and  marrying  differently, 
lese  Vronskys  and  Oblonskys  .  .  .  these  gentlemen  of  the 
edchamber,  with  their  fine  calves.  And  there  passed  before 
is  mind  a  whole  series  of  these  mettlesome,  vigorous,  self- 
mfident  men,  who  always  and  everywhere  drew  his  inquisitive 
tention  in  spite  of  himself.  He  tried  to  dispel  these  thoughts, 
e  tried  to  persuade  himself  that  he  was  not  living  for  this 
ransient  life,  but  for  the  life  of  eternity,  and  that  there  was 
eace  and  love  in  his  heart.  But  the  fact  that  he  had  in  this 
ransient,  trivial  life  made,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  a  few  trivial 
listakes  tortured  him  as  though  the  eternal  salvation  in  which 
e  believed  had  no  existence.    But  this  temptation  did  not  last 
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long,  and  soon  there  was  reestablished  once  more  in  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch's  soul  the  peace  and  the  elevation  by  virtue  ̂  
which  he  could  forget  what  he  did  not  want  to  remember. 

5 

CHAPTER  XXVI 

"  Well,  Kapitonitch  ? ' '  said  Seryozha,  coming  back  rosy  an 

good-humored  from  his  walk  the  day  before  his  birthday,  an 

giving  his  overcoat  to  the  tall  old  hall-porter,  who  smiled  dow 

at  the  little  person  from  the  height  of  his  long  figure.  "Well,' 

has  the  bandaged  clerk  been  here  to-day?  Did  papa  see  him?" 
"He  saw  him.  The  minute  the  chief  secretary  came  out,  I 

announced  him,"  said  the  hall-porter  with  a  good-humore 

wink.    ' '  Here,  I  '11  take  it  off. ' ' 

"Seryozha!"  said  the  tutor,  stopping  in  the  doorway  lead- 

ing to  the  inner  rooms.  "Take  it  off  yourself."  But  Seryozha, 

though  he  heard  his  'tutor's  feeble  voice,  did  not  pay  attention 

to  it.  He  stood  keeping  hold  of  the  hall-porter's  belt,  an5 
gazing  into  his  face. 

"Well,  and  did  papa  do  what  he  wanted  for  him?" 
The  hall-porter  nodded  his  head  affirmatively.  The  cler 

with  his  face  tied  up,  who  had  already  been  seven  times 1 

ask  some  favor  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  interested  both 

Seryozha  and  the  hall-porter.  Seryozha  had  come  upon  him  in 

the  hall,  and  had  heard  him  plaintively  beg  the  hall-porter  to 

announce  him,  saying  that  he  and  his  children  had  death 

staring  them  in  the  face. 

Since  then  Seryozha,  having  met  him  a  second  time  in  the 

hall,  took  great  interest  in  him. 

1 '  Well,  was  he  very  glad  ?  "  he  asked. 
Glad?    I  should  think  so!    Almost  dancing  as  he  walked 

"  IT 

away. 

"And  has  anything  been  left?"  asked  Seryozha,  after  a 
pause. 
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"Come,  sir,"  said  the  hall-porter;  then  with  a  shake  of  his 
iead  he  whispered,  "Something  from  the  countess.' ' 
Seryozha  understood  at  once  that  what  the  hall-porter  was 

peaking  of  was  a  present  from  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna.for 
is  birthday. 

' '  What  do  you  say  ?    Where  ? ' ' 
1 '  Korney  took  it  to  your  papa.    A  fine  plaything  it  must  be 

loo!" 
"How  big?    Like  this?" 
"Rather  small,  but  a  fine  thing." 
"A  book." 

"No,  a  thing.  Run  along,  run  along,  Vassily  Lukitch  is 
jailing  you,"  said  the  porter,  hearing  the  tutor's  steps  ap- 

proaching, and  carefully  taking  away  from  his  belt  the  little 
mnd  in  the  glove  half  pulled  off,  he  signed  with  his  head 
owards  the  tutor. 

"Vassily .Lukitch,  in  a  tiny  minute!"  answered  Seryozha 
irith  that  gay  and  loving  smile  which  always  won  over  the 
lonscientious  Vassily  Lukitch. 
Seryozha  was  too  happy,  everything  was  too  delightful  for 

dm  to  be  able  to  help  sharing  with  his  friend  the  porter  the 

'amily  good  fortune  of  which  he  had  heard  during  his  walk  in 
he  public  gardens  from  Lidia  Ivanovna's  niece.  This  piece 
>f  good  news  seemed  to  him  particularly  important  from  its 
oming  at  the  same  time  with  the  gladness  of  the  bandaged 
lerk  and  his  own  gladness  at  toys  having  come  for  him.  It 
eemed  to  Seryozha  that  this  was  a  day  on  which  every  one 
ught  to  be  glad  and  happy. 

''You  know  papa's  received  the  Alexander  Nevsky  to-day?" 
' '  To  be  sure  I  do !  People  have  been  already  to  congratulate 
lm." 

'And  is  he  glad?" 
'Glad  at  the  Tsar's  gracious  favor!  I  should  think  so! 

t's  a  proof  he's  deserved  it,"  said  the  porter  severely  and eriously. 

Seryozha  fell  to  dreaming,  gazing  up  at  the  face  of  the 
>orter,  which  he  had  thoroughly  studied  in  every  detail,  espe- 
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cially  the  chin  that  hung  down  between  the  gray  whiskers,| 

never  seen  by  any  one  but  Seryozha,  who  saw  him  only  f ror 
below. 

"Well,  and  has  your  daughter  been  to  see  you  lately?" 
The  porter 's  daughter  was  a  ballet-dancer. 

"When  is  she  to  come  on  week-days?    They've  their  lessoi 

to  learn  too.    And  you  've  your  lesson,  sir ;  run  along. 

On  coming  into  the  room,  Seryozha,  instead  of  sitting  dowi 

to  his  lessons,  told  his  tutor  of  his  supposition  that  what  hac 

been  brought  him  must  be  a  machine.    ' '  What  do  you  think  ?*j 
he  inquired. 

But  Vassily  Lukitch  was  thinking  of  nothing  but  the  neces 

sity  of  learning  the  grammar  lesson  for  the  teacher,  who  w( 
coming  at  two.  L 

"No,  do  just  tell  me,  Vassily  Lukitch,"  he  asked  suddenly 
when  he  was  seated  at  their  work-table  with  the  book  in  hid 

hands,  "what  is  greater  than  the  Alexander  Nevsky?  Yoi 

know  papa's  received  the  Alexander  Nevsky?" 

Vassily  Lukitch  replied  that  the  Vladimir  was  greater  thaij 
the  Alexander  Nevsky. 

"And  higher  still?" 

"Well,  highest  of  all  is  the  Andrey  Pervozvanny." 

"And  higher  than  the  Andrey?" 
"I  don't  know."  ,. 

"What,  you  don't  know?"  and  Seryozha,  leaning  on  hi 

elbows,  sank  into  deep  meditation. 

His  meditations  were  of  the  most  complex  and  diverse  cha
i 

acter.  He  imagined  his  father's  having  suddenly  been  pr
e 

sented  with  both  the  Vladimir  and" the  Andrey  to-day,  and  i 

consequence  being  much  better  tempered  at  his  lesson,
  an. 

dreamed  how,  when  he  was  grown  up,  he  would  himself 
 receiv 

all  the  orders,  and  what  they  might  invent  higher  than 
 th 

Andrey.  Directly  any  higher  order  were  invented,  he
  woul 

win  it.  They  would  make  a  higher  one  still,  and  he  would  M
i 

mediately  win  that  too. 

The  time  passed  in  such  meditations,  and  when  the  tea
cne 

came,  the  lesson  about  the  adverbs  of  place  and  time  an
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lanner  of  action  was  not  ready,  and  the  teacher  was  not  only 
ispleased,  but  hurt.  This  touched  Seryozha.  He  felt  he  was 
ot  to  blame  for  not  having  learned  the  lesson ;  however  much 
3  tried,  he  was  utterly  unable  to  do  that.  As  long  as  the 
sacher  was  explaining  to  him,  he  believed  him  and  seemed  to 
miprehend,  but  as  soon  as  he  was  left  alone,  he  was  positively 
liable  to  recollect  and  to  understand  that  the  short  and 

imiliar  word  "suddenly"  is  an  adverb  of  manner  of  action, 
till  he  was  sorry  that  he  had  disappointed  the  teacher. 
He  chose  a  moment  when  the  teacher  was  looking  in  silence 
the  book. 

"Mihail  Ivanitch,  when  is  your  birthday?"  he  asked,  all  of sudden. 

'You'd  much  better  be  thinking  about  your  work.     Birth- 
ays  are  of  no  importance  to  a  rational  being.    It's  a  day  like 
ly  other  on  which  one  has  to  do  one's  work." 
Seryozha  looked  intently  at  the  teacher,  at  his  scanty  beard, 
his  spectacles,  which  had  slipped  down  below  the  ridge  on 

s  nose,  and  fell  into  so  deep  a  reverie  that  he  heard  nothing 
'  what  the  teacher  was  explaining  to  him.  He  knew  that le  teacher  did  not  think  what  he  said,  he  felt  it  from  the 
ne  in  which  it  was  said.  "But  why  have  they  all  agreed  to >eak  just  in  the  same  manner  always  the  dreariest  and  most 
jeless  stuff?  Why  does  he  keep  me  off;  why  doesn't  he  love 
e?"  he  asked  himself  mournfully,  and  could  not  think  of  an lswer. 

CHAPTER  XXVII 

After  the  lesson  with  the  grammar  teacher  came  his  father's 
sson.  While  waiting  for  his  father,  Seryozha  sat  at  the  table 
aying  with  a  penknife,  and  fell  to  dreaming.  Among 
jryozha's  favorite  occupations  was  searching  for  his  mother 
iring  his  walks.  He  did  not  believe  in  death  generally,  and 
her  death  in  particular,  in  spite  of  what  Lidia  Ivanovna 

id  told  him  and  his  father  had  confirmed,  and  it  was  just 
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because  of  that,  and  after  he  had  been  told  she  was  dead,  that 

he  had  begun  looking  for  her  when  out  for  a  walk.     Every 

woman  of  full,  graceful  figure  with  dark  hair  was  his  mother. 

At  the  sight  of  such  a  woman  such  a  feeling  of  tenderness  was 

stirred  within  him  that  his  breath  failed  him,  and  tears  came 

into  his  eyes.    And  he  was  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation  thai 

she  would  come  up  to  him,  would  lift  her  veil.    All  her  facT 

would  be  visible,  she  would  smile,  she  would  hug  him,  li 

would  sniff  her  fragrance,  feel  the  softness  of  her  arms,  and 

cry  with  happiness,  just  as  he  had  one  evening  lain  on  her  laj 

while  she  tickled  him,  and  he  laughed  and  bit  her  white,  ring- 

covered  fingers.    Later,  when  he  accidentally  learned  from  his 

old  nurse  that  his  mother  was  not  dead,  and  his  father  an 

Lidia  Ivanovna  had  explained  to  him  that  she  was  dead  to  hiJ 

because  she  was  wicked  (which  he  could  not  possibly  believe, 

because  he  loved  her),  he  went  on  seeking  her  and  expecting 

her  in  the  same  way.    That  day  in  the  public  gardens  there| 

had  been  a  lady  in  a  lilac  veil,  whom  he  had  watched  with  
a"' 

throbbing  heart,  believing  it  to  be  her  as  she  came  towards 

them  along  the  path.    The  lady  had  not  come  up  to  them,  bif 

had  disappeared  somewhere.     That  day,  more  intensely  thai 

ever,  Seryozha  felt  a  rush  of  love  for  her,  and  now,  waiting 

for  his  father,  he  forgot  everything,  and  cut  all  round  the 

edge  of  the  table  with  his  penknife,  staring  straight  before  him 

with  sparkling  eyes  and  dreaming  of  her. 

"Here  is  your  papa!"  said  Vassily  Lukitch,  rousing  him. 

Seryozha  jumped  up  and  went  up  to  his  father,  and  kissing 

his  hand,  looked  at  him  intently,  trying  to  discover  signs  of  hie 

joy  at  receiving  the  Alexander  Nevsky. 

"Did  you  have  a  nice  walk!"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 

sitting  down  in  his  easy-chair,  pulling  the  volume  of  the  Old 

Testament  to  him  and  opening  it.  Although  Alexey  Alexan- 

drovitch  had  more  than  once  told  Seryozha  that  every  Chris- 

tian ought  to  know  Scripture  history  thoroughly,  he  often 

referred  to  the  Bible  himself  during  the  lesson,  and  Seryozha 
observed  this. 

"Yes,  it  was  very  nice  indeed,  papa,"  said  Seryozha,  sitting 
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ideways  on  his  chair  and  rocking  it,  which  was  forbidden. 

I  saw  Nadinka"  (Nadinka  was  a  niece  of  Lidia  Ivanovna's 
ho  was  being  brought  up  in  her  house) .  ' '  She  told  me  you  'd 
een  given  a  new  star.    Are  you  glad,  papa?" 
" First  of  all,  don't  rock  your  chair,  please,"  said  Alexey  . 

dexandrovitch.  "And  secondly,  it's  not  the  reward  that's 
recious,  but  the  work  itself.  And  I  could  have  wished  you 
nderstood  that.  If  you  now  are  going  to  work,  to  study  in 
cder  to  win  a  reward,  then  the  work  will  seem  hard  to  you ; 

ut  when  you  work"  (Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  as  he  spoke, 
lought  of  how  he  had  been  sustained  by  a  sense  of  duty 
irough  the  wearisome  labor  of  the  morning,  consisting  of 

gning  one  hundred  and  eighty  papers),  "loving  your  work, 
ou  will  find  your  reward  in  it." 

Seryozha's  eyes,  that  had  been  shining  with  gaiety  and  ten- 
erness,  grew  dull  and  dropped  before  his  father's  gaze.  This 
ras  the  same  long-familiar  tone  his  father  always  took  with 
im,  and  Seryozha  had  learned  by  now  to  fall  in  with  it.  His 
ither  always  talked  to  him— so  Seryozha  felt— as  though  he 
ere  addressing  some  boy  of  his  own  imagination,  one  of  those 
oys  that  exist  in  books,  utterly  unlike  himself.  And  Seryozha 
Iways  tried  with  his  father  to  act  being  the  story-book  boy. 
Tou  understand  that,  I  hope?"  said  his  father. 
Yes,  papa,"  answered  Seryozha,  acting  the  part  of  the naginary  boy. 

The  lesson  consisted  of  learning  by  heart  several  verses  out 
f  the  Gospel  and  the  repetition  of  the  beginning  of  the  Old 
estament.  The  verses  from  the  Gospel  Seryozha  knew  fairly 
ell,  but  at  the  moment  when  he  was  saying  them  he  became  so 
Dsorbed  in  watching  the  sharply  protruding,  bony  knobbiness 
?  his  father's  forehead,  that  he  lost  the  thread,  and  he  trans- osed  the  end  of  one  verse  and  the  beginning  of  another.  So  it 
as  evident  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  that  he  did  not  under- 
and  what  he  was  saying,  and  that  irritated  him. 
He  frowned,  and  began  explaining  what  Seryozha  had  heard 
any  times  before  and  never  could  remember,  because  he  un- 
Tstood  it  too  well,  just  as  that  "suddenly"  is  an  adverb  of 
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manner  of  action.     Seryozha  looked  with  scared  eyes  at  his 

father,  and  could  think  of  nothing  but  whether  his  fathei 

would  make  him  repeat  what  he  had  said,  as  he  sometimes 

did.     And  this  thought  so  alarmed  Seryozha  that  he  nov 

understood  nothing.    But  his  father  did  not  make  him  repea 

it,  and  passed  on  to  the  lesson  out  of  the  Old  Testament 

Seryozha  recounted  the  events  themselves  well  enough,  bu 

when  he  had  to  answer  questions  as  to  what  certain  events  pre 

figured,  he  knew  nothing,  though  he  had  already  been  punishe< 

over  this  lesson.    The  passage  at  which  he  was  utterly  unabL 

to  say  anything,  and  began  fidgeting  and  cutting  the  table  am 

swinging  his  chair,  was  where  he  had  to  repeat  the  patriarch 

before  the  Flood.    He  did  not  know  one  of  them,  except  Enoch 

who  had  been  taken  up  alive  to  heaven.    Last  time  he  had  re 

membered  their  names,  but  now  he  had  forgotten  them  utterly* 

chiefly  because  Enoch  was  the  personage  he  liked  best  in  thl 

whole  of  the  Old  Testament,  and  Enoch's  translation  to  heave* 

was  connected  in  his  mind  with  a  whole  long  train  of  thought 

in  which  he  became  absorbed  now  while  he  gazed  with  fasei 

nated  eyes  at  his  father's  watch-chain  and  a  half-unbuttone< 
button  on  his  waistcoat. 

In  death,  of  which  they  talked  to  him  so  often,  Seryozh; 

disbelieved  entirely.  He  did  not  believe  that  those  he  love< 

could  die,  above  all  that  he  himself  would  die.  That  was  t 

him  something  utterly  inconceivable  and  impossible.  Butl 

had  been  told  that  all  men  die ;  he  had  asked  people,  indeec 

whom  he  trusted,  and  they,  too,  had  confirmed  it;  his  1 

nurse,  too,  said  the  same,  though  reluctantly.  But  Enoch  ha< 

not  died,  and  so  it  followed  that  every  one  did  not  die.  "  Am 

why  cannot  any  one  else  so  serve  God  and  be  taken  alive  t 

heaven?"  thought  Seryozha.  Bad  people,  that  is  those  Sei 

yozha  did  not  like,  they  might  die,  but  the  good  might  all  b 
like  Enoch. 

"Well,  what  are  the  names  of  the  patriarchs?" 

"Enoch,  Enos   " 

"But  you  have  said  that  already.     This  is  bad,  Seryozhf 

very  bad.    If  you  don't  try  to  learn  what  is  more  necessar 
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tan  anything  for  a  Christian,"  said  his  father,  get!  ig  up, 
whatever  can  interest  you?  I  am  displeased  with  you,  and 

iotr  Ignatitch"  (this  was  the  most  important  of  his  teachers) 
is  displeased  with  you.  ...  I  shall  have  to  punish  vou. ' ' 
His  father  and  his  teacher  were  both  displeased  with  Ser- 
)zha,  and  he  certainly  did  learn  his  lessons  very  badly.  But 
ill  it  could  not  be  said  he  was  a  stupid  boy.  On  the  con- 

■ary,  he  was  far  cleverer  than  the  boys  his  teacher  held  up  as 
samples  to  Seryozha.  In  his  father's  opinion,  he  did  not 
ant  to  learn  what  he  was  taught.  In  reality  he  could  not 
arn  that.  He  could  not,  because  the  claims  of  his  own  soul 
ere  more  binding  on  him  that  those  claims  his  father  and  his 
sacher  made  upon  him.  Those  claims  were  in  opposition,  and 
i  was  in  direct  conflict  with  his  education.  He  was  nine 
Irs  old;  he  was  a  child;  but  he  knew  his  own  soul,  it  was 

■ecious  to  him,  he  guarded  it  as  the  eyelid  guards  the  eye, 
id  without  the  key  of  love  he  let  no  one  into  his  soul.  His 
:achers  complained  that  he  would  not  learn,  while  his  soul  was 
rimming  over  with  thirst  for  knowledge.  And  he  learned 
om  Kapitonitch,  from  his  nurse,  from  Nadinka,  from  Vassily 
ukitch,  but  not  from  his  teachers.  The  spring  his  father  and 
s  teachers  reckoned  upon  to  turn  their  mill-wheeds  had  long 
tied  up  at  the  source,  but  its  waters  did  their  work  in  another 
lannel. 

His  father  punished  Seryozha  by  not  letting  him  go  to  see 
adinka,  Lidia  Ivanovna's  niece;  but  this  punishment  turned 
it  happily  for  Seryozha.  Vassily  Lukitch  was  in  a  good 
imor,  and  showed  him  how  to  make  windmills.  The  whole 
rening  passed  over  this  work  and  in  dreaming  how  to  make 
windmill  on  which  he  could  turn  himself — clutching  at  the 
tils  or  tying  himself  on  and  whirling  round.  Of  his  mother 
eryozha  did  not  think  all  the  evening,  but  when  he  had  gone 
»  bed,  he  suddenly  remembered  her,  and  prayed  in  his  own 
ords  that  his  mother  to-morrow  for  his  birthday  might  leave 
f  hiding  herself  and  come  to  him. 

Vassily  Lukitch,  do  you  know  what  I  prayed  for  to-night 
rtra  besides  the  regular  things ?" 
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"That  you  might  learn  your  lessons  better ?" "No." 

"Toys?" 

"No.     You'll  never  guess.     A  splendid  thing;  but  it's  aj 

secret!  When  it  comes  to  pass  I '11  tell  you.  Can't  you  guess?" 

"  No,  I  can 't  guess.  You  tell  me, ' '  said  Vassily  Lukitch  wit] 

a  smile,  which  was  rare  with  him.  "Come,  lie  down,  I'r 

putting  out  the  candle. ' ' 
"Without  the  candle  I  can  see  better  what  I  see  and  whj 

I  prayed  for.  There!  I  was  almost  telling  the  secret!"  sai« Seryozha,  laughing  gaily. 

When  the  candle  was  taken  away,  Seryozha  heard  and  fell 

his  mother.    She  stood  over  him,  and  with  loving  eyes  caressec" 

him.    But  then  came  windmills,  a  knife,  everything  began  J 
be  mixed  up,  and  he  fell  asleep. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII 

On  arriving  in  Petersburg,  Vronsky  and  Anna  stayed  at  one 

of  the  best  hotels;  Vronsky  apart  in  a  lower  story,  Amu 

above  with  her  child,  its  nurse,  and  her  maid,  in  a  large  suitf 

of  four  rooms.  .  J1| 

On  the  day  of  his  arrival  Vronsky  went  to  his  brother  * 

There  he  found  his  mother,  who  had  come  from  Moscow  <n 

business.  His  mother  and  sister-in-law  greeted  him  as  usual  
I 

they  asked  him  about  his  stay  abroad,  and  talked  of  then 

common  acquaintances,  but  did  not  let  drop  a  single  word  ir 

allusion  to  his  connection  with  Anna.  His  brother  came  tM 

next  morning  to  see  Vronsky,  and  of  his  own  accord  asked  hin 

about  her,  and  Alexey  Vronsky  told  him  directly  that  he  looke. 

upon  his  connection  with  Madame  Karenina  as  marriage ;  thai 

he  hoped  to  arrange  a  divorce,  and  then  to  marry  her,  an< 

until  then  he  considered  her  as  much  a  wife  as  any  other  wife 

and  he  begged  him  to  tell  their  mother  and  his  wife  so. 
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"If  the  world  disapproves,  I  don't  care,"  said  Vronsky; 
)ut  if  my  relations  want  to  be  on  terms  of  relationship  with 

3,  they  will  have  to  be  on  the  same  terms  with  my  wife. ' ' 
The  elder  brother,  who  had  always  a  respect  for  his  younger 

other's  judgment,  could  not  well  tell  whether  he  was  right 
not  till  the  world  had  decided  the  question ;  for  his  part  he 
d  nothing  against  it,  and  with  Alexey  he  went  up  to  see 
ma. 

Before  his  brother,  as  before  every  one,  Vronsky  addressed 
na  with  a  certain  formality,  treating  her  as  he  might  a  very 

timate  friend,  but  it  was  understood  that  his  brother  knew 

eir  real  relations,  and  they  talked* about  Anna's  going  to 
•onsky's  estate. 
In  spite  of  all  his  social  experience  Vronsky  was,  in  conse- 
ence  of  the  new  position  in  which  he  was  placed,  laboring 
der  a  strange  misapprehension.  One  would  have  thought 
must  have  understood  that  society  was  closed  for  him  and 

nna ;  but  now  some  vague  ideas  had  sprung  up  in  his  brain 
at  this  was  only  the  case  in  old-fashioned  days,  and  that 
w  with  the  rapidity  of  modern  progress  (he  had  uncon- 
iously  become  by  now  a  partisan  of  every  sort  of  progress) 
|e  views  of  society  had  changed,  and  that  the  question  whether 
ley  would  be  received  in  society  was  not  a  foregone  conclu- 
Im.  "Of  course,"  he  thought,  "she  would  not  be  received I  court,  but  intimate  friends  can  and  must  look  at  it  in  the 

loper  light. "  One  may  sit  for  several  hours  at  a  stretch  with 
lie's  legs  crossed  in  the  same  position,  if  one  knows  that 
lere's  nothing  to  prevent  one's  changing  one's  position;  but I  a  man  knows  that  he  must  remain  sitting  so  with  crossed 
fes,  then  cramps  come  on,  the  legs  begin  to  twitch  and  to 
Irain  towards  the  spot  to  which  one  would  like  to  draw  them. 
Iiis  was  what  Vronsky  was  experiencing  in  regard  to  the 
fcrld.  Though  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  he  knew  that  the 
fcrld  was  shut  on  them,  he  put  it  to  the  test  whether  the  world 
Id  not  changed  by  now  and  would  not  receive  them.  But  he 
iry  quickly  perceived  that  though  the  world  was  open  for 
|m  personally,  it  was  closed  for  Anna.    Just  as  in  the  game  of 
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mi 

fllui 

T 
id, 

cat  and  mouse,  the  hands  raised  for  him  were  dropped  to  ba 
the  way  for  Anna.  m 

One  of  the  first  ladies  of  Petersburg  society  whom  Vronsk; 

saw  was  his  cousin  Betsy. 

1 '  At  last ! ' '  she  greeted  him  joyfully.    ' '  And  Anna  ?    Ho 

glad  I  am!    Where  are  you  stopping ?    I  can  fancy  after  you 

delightful  travels  you  must  find  our  poor  Petersburg  horrid, 

can  fancy  your  honeymoon  in  Rome.    How  about  the  divorce  |o 

Is  that  all  over?"  i 

Vronsky  noticed  that  Betsy's  enthusiasm  waned  when  sh  3t 
learned  that  no  divorce  had  as  yet  taken  place.  Ri 

"People  will  throw  stones  at  me,  I  know,"  she  said,  "but  Le 
shall  come  and  see  Anna ;  yes,  I  shall  certainly  come.    Yo  ;1 , 

won 't  be  here  long,  I  suppose  ? "  v 

And  she  did  certainly  come  to  see  Anna  the  same  day,  bu  i 

her  tone  was  not  at  all  the  same  as  in  former  days.    She  ui  «( 

mistakably  prided  herself  on  her  courage,  and  wished  Ann  „ 

to  appreciate  the  fidelity  of  her  friendship.    She  only  staye  „ 

ten  minutes,  talking  of  society  gossip,  and  on  leaving  sh|f said : 

"You've  never  told  me  when  the  divorce  is  to  be?  Suppoi 

ing  I'm  ready  to  fling  my  cap  over  the  mill,  other  starch 

people  will  give  you  the  cold  shoulder  until  you're  marri
et 

And  that's  so  simple  nowadays.  Ca  se  fait.  So  you're  goi~ 

on  Friday  ?    Sorry  we  shan  't  see  each  other  again. 

From  Betsy's  tone  Vronsky  might  have  grasped  what  he  h 

to  expect  from  the  world;  but  he  made  another  effort  in  h 

own  family.  His  mother  he  did  not  reckon  upon.  He  kne 

that  his  mother,  who  had  been  so  enthusiastic,  over  Anna  i 

their  first  acquaintance,  would  have  no  mercy  on  her  now  f( 

having  ruined  her  son's  career.  But  he  had  more  hope  < 

Varya,  his  brother's  wife.  He  fancied  she  would  not  thro; 

stones,  and  would  go  simply  and  directly  to  see  Anna,  an 
would  receive  her  in  her  own  house. 

The  day  after  his  arrival  Vronsky  went  to  her,  and  findir 

her  alone,  expressed  his  wishes  directly. 

1 '  You  know,  Alexey, ' '  she  said  after  hearing  him, ' '  how  for 
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am  of  you,  and  how  ready  I  am  to  do  anything  for  you ;  but 
have  not  spoken,  because  I  knew  I  could  be  of  no  use  to  you 
id  to  Anna  Arkadyevna,"  she  said,  articulating  the  name 
Anna  Arkady evna"  with  particular  care.  " Don't  suppose, 
lease,  that  I  judge  her.  Never ;  perhaps  in  her  place  I  should 

,ve  done  the  same.  I  don't  and  can't  enter  into  that,''  she 
id,  glancing  timidly  at  his  gloomy  face.  "But  one  must  call 
ings  by  their  names.  You  want  me  to  go  and  see  her,  to  ask 
r  here,  and  to  rehabilitate  her  in  society ;  but  do  understand 
at  /  cannot  do  so.  I  have  daughters  growing  up,  and  I  must 
re  in  the  world  for  my  husband's  sake.  Well,  I'm  ready  to 
me  and  see  Anna  Arkadyevna :  she  will  understand  that  I 

11 't  ask  her  here,  or  I  should  have  to  do  so  in  such  a  way  that e  would  not  meet  people  who  look  at  things  differently ;  that 
mid  offend  her.    I  can't  raise  her     .     .     ." 
Oh,  I  don't  regard  her  as  fallen  more  than  hundreds  of 

>men  you  do  receive!"  Vronsky  interrupted  her  still  more 
xmiily,  and  he  got  up  in  silence,  understanding  that  his 
iter-in-law 's  decision  was  not  to  be  shaken. 
Alexey!  don't  be  angry  with  me.  Please  understand  that 
not  to  blame,"  began  Varya,  looking  at  him  with  a  timid ile. 

"I'm  not  angry  with  you,"  he  said  still  as  gloomily;  "but 
n  sorry  in  two  ways.  I'm  sorry,  too,  that  this  means  break- 
?  up  our  friendship— if  not  breaking  up,  at  least  weakening 
You  will  understand  that  for  me,  too,  it  cannot  be  other- 
se." 
And  with  that  he  left  her. 
Vronsky  knew  that  further  efforts  were  useless,  and  that  he 

Id  to  spend  these  few  days  in  Petersburg  as  though  in  a 
range  town,  avoiding  every  sort  of  relation  with  his  own  old 
f  cle  in  order  not  to  be  exposed  to  the  annoyances  and  humili- 
lons  which  were  so  intolerable  to  him.  One  of  the  most  un- 
feasant  features  of  his  position  in  Petersburg  was  that  Alexey 
lexandrovitch  and  his  name  seemed  to  meet  him  everywhere. 
|3  could  not  begin  to  talk  of  anything  without  the  conversa- 
In  turning  on  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  he  could  not  go  any- 
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where  without  risk  of  meeting  him.    So  at  least  it  seemed 

Vronsky,  just  as  it  seems  to  a  man  with  a  sore  finger  that  h
eiii 

continually,  as  though  on  purpose,  grazing  his  sore  finger    - 
everything. 

Their  stay  in  Petersburg  was  the  more  painful  to  Vronsl 

that  he  perceived  all  the  time  a  sort  of  new  mood  that  he  couH 

not  understand  in  Anna.  At  one  time  she  would  seem  in  lovj 

with  him,  and  then  she  would  become  cold,  irritable,  and  m 

penetrable.  She  was  worrying  over  something,  and  keepii
 

something  back  from  him,  and  did  not  seem  to  notice  tl
 

humiliations  which  poisoned  his  existence,  and  for  her,  witj 

her  delicate  intuition,  must  have  been  still  more  unbearable.
 

CHAPTER  XXIX 

One  of  Anna's  objects  in  coming  back  to  Russia  had  been  t 

see  her  son.  From  the  day  she  left  Italy  the  thought  of  it  haj 

never  ceased  to  agitate  her.  And  as  she  got  nearer  to
  Peterr 

burg  the  delight  and  importance  of  this  meeting  g
rew  evd 

greater  in  her  imagination.  She  did  not  even  put  
to  hcrsel 

the  question  how  to  arrange  it.  It  seemed  to  her  n
atural  an 

simple  to  see  her  son  when  she  should  be  in  the  s
ame  tow 

with  him.  But  on  her  arrival  in  Petersburg  she  w
as  suddenl 

made  distinctly  aware  of  her  present  position  in  so
ciety,  an 

she  grasped  the  fact  that  to  arrange  this  meeting  was  no  e| matter. 

She  had  now  been  two  days  in  Petersburg.  Ihe
  tnoi 

of  her  son  never  left  her  for  a  single  instant,  but  she
  had  n( 

yet  seen  him.  To  go  straight  to  the  house,  whe
re  she  migJ 

meet  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  that  she  felt  she  had 
 no  right  1 

do.  She  might  be  refused  admittance  and  insult
ed.  To  wnl 

and  so  enter  into  relations  with  her  husband—
 that  it  mac 

her  miserable  to  think  of  doing;  she  could  only  be
  at  pea* 

when  she  did  not  think  of  her  husband.    To  get  a  gli
mpse  < 
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ier  son  out  walking,  finding  out  where  and  when  he  went  out, 
vas  not  enough  for  her;  she  had  so  looked  forward  to  this 
leeting,  she  had  so  much  she  must  say  to  him,  she  so  longed 
o  embrace  him,  to  kiss  him.  Seryozha's  old  nurse  might  be  a 
elp  to  her  and  show  her  what  to  do.  But  the  nurse  was 
ot  now  living  in  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  house.  In  this 
ncertainty,  and  in  efforts  to  find  the  nurse,  two  days  had 
Jpped  by. 

Hearing  of  the  close  intimacy  between  Alexey  Alexandro- 
itch  and  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  Anna  decided  on  the  third 
ay  to  write  to  her  a  letter,  which  cost  her  great  pains,  and  in 
hich  she  intentionally  said  that  permission  to  see  her  son 
tust  depend  on  her  husband's  generosity.  She  knew  that  if 
le  letter  were  shown  to  her  husband,  he  would  keep  up  his 
haracter  of  magnanimity,  and  would  not  refuse  her  request. 
The  commissionaire  who  took  the  letter  had  brought  her 

ack  the  most  cruel  and  unexpected  answer,  that  there  was  no 
nswer.     She  had  never  felt  so  humiliated  as  at  the  moment 
hen,  sending  for  the  commissionaire,  she  heard  from  him  the 
tact  account  of  how  he  had  waited,  and  how  afterwards  he 
ad  been  told  there  was  no  answer.     Anna  felt  humiliated, 
lsulted,  but  she  saw  that  from  her  point  of  view  Countess 
idia  Ivanovna  was  right.  Her  suffering  was  the  more  poign- 
nt  that  she  had  to  bear  it  in  solitude.     She  could  not  and 
ould  not  share  it  with  Vronsky.     She  knew  that  to  him,  al- 
lough  he  was  the  primary  cause  of  her  distress,  the  question 
£  her  seeing  her  son  would  seem  a  matter  of  very  little  conse- 
uence.    She  knew  that  he  would  never  be  capable  of  under- 
ending  all  the  depth  of  her  suffering,  that  for  his  cool  tone  at 
ay  allusion  to  it  she  would  begin  to  hate  him.     And  she 
readed  that  more  than  anything  in  the  world,  and  so  she  hid 
*om  him  everything  that  related  to  her  son.     Spending  the hole  day  at  home  she  considered  ways  of  seeing  her  son,  and 
ad  reached  a  decision  to  write  to  her  husband.    She  was  just 
jmposing  this  letter  when  she  was  handed  the  letter  from 
idia  Ivanovna.    The  countess's  silence  had  subdued  and  de- 
essed  her,  but  the  letter,  all  that  she  read  between  the  lines 
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it 

A 

in  it,  so  exasperated  her,  this  malice  was  so  revolting  beside  her 

passionate,  legitimate  tenderness  for  her  son,  that  she  turned 

against  other  people  and  left  off  blaming  herself. 

"This  coldness— this  pretense  of  feeling!"  she  said  to  her- 

self. ' '  They  must  needs  insult  me  and  torture  the  child,  and  I 

am  to  submit  to  it !  Not  on  any  consideration !  She  is  worse 

than  I  am.  I  don 't  lie,  anyway. ' '  And  she  decided  on  the  spot 

that  next  day,  Seryozha's  birthday,  she  would  go  straight  to 

her  husband's  house,  bribe  or  deceive  the  servants,  but  at  any 

cost  see  her  son  and  overturn  the  hideous  deception  with  which  y 

they  were  encompassing  the  unhappy  child. 

She  went  to  a  toy-shop,  bought  toys  and  thought  over  a  ̂  

plan  of  action.  She  would  go  early  in  the  morning  at  eight  , 

o'clock,  when  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  would  be  certain  not  to  m 

be  up. '  She  would  have  money  in  her  hand  to  give  the  hall- 
porter  and  the  footman,  so  that  they  should  let  her  in,  and  not  £ 

raising  her  veil,  she  would  say  that  she  had  come  from  Ser-  ? 

yozha's  godfather  to  congratulate  him,  and  that  she  had  beep 

charged  to  leave  the  toys  at  his  bedside.  She  had  prepar~
 

everything  but  the  words  she  should  say  to  her  son.  Often 

she  had  dreamed  of  it,  she  could  never  think  of  anything. 

The  next  day,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  Anna  got  ou 

of  a  hired  sledge  and  rang  at  the  front  entrance  of  her  f
orme: 

home.  . 

"Run  and  see  what's  wanted.    Some  lady,     said  Kapiton- 

itch,  who,  not  yet  dressed,  in  his  overcoat  and  goloshes
,  h 

peeped  out  of  the  window  and  seen  a  lady  in  a  veil
  standi: 

close  up  to  the  door.    His  assistant,  a  lad  Anna  did  not
  know 

had  no  sooner  opened  the  door  to  her  than  she  came  in,
  ani 

pulling  a  three-rouble  note  out  of  her  muff  put  it  h
urnedl; 

into  his  hand. 

"Seryozha— Sergey  Alexeitch,"  she  said,  and  was  going  on 

Scrutinizing  the  note,  the  porter's  assistant  stopped  her  
at  th< 

second  glass-door. 

"Whom  do  you  want?"  he  asked. 

She  did  not  hear  his  words  and  made  no  answer. 

Noticing  the  embarrassment  of  the  unknown  lady,  Kapi
ton- 

m 
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ch  went  out  to  her,  opened  the  second  door  for  her,  and 
sked  her  what  she  was  pleased  to  want. 

'  From  Prince  Skorodumov  for  Sergey  Alexeitch, ' '  she  said. 
'His  honor's  not  up  yet,"  said  the  porter,  looking  at  her 

ttentively. 

Anna  had  not  anticipated  that  the  absolutely  unchanged 
all  of  the  house  where  she  had  lived  for  nine  years  would  so 
reatly  affect  her.  Memories  sweet  and  painful  rose  one  after 
nother  in  her  heart,  and  for  a  moment  she  forgot  what  she 
as  here  for. 

'  Would  you  kindly  wait  ? ' '  said  Kapitonitch,  taking  off  her ir  cloak. 

As  he  took  off  the  cloak,  Kapitonitch  glanced  at  her  face, 
ecognized  her,  and  made  her  a  low  bow  in  silence. 

* '  Please  walk  in,  your  excellency, ' '  he  said  to  her. 
She  tried  to  say  something,  but  her  voice  refused  to  utter 

ny  sound ;  with  a  guilty  and  imploring  glance  at  the  old  man 
le  went  with  light,  swift  steps  up  the  stairs.     Bent  double, 
d  his  goloshes  catching  in  the  steps,  Kapitonitch  ran  after 

er,  trying  to  overtake  her. 

The  tutor's  there;  maybe  he's  not  dressed.     I'll  let  him 
plow. ' ' 

Anna  still  mounted  the  familiar  staircase,  not  understanding 
hat  the  old  man  was  saying. 

This  way,  to  the  left,  if  you  please.    Excuse  its  not  being 
dy.     His  honor's  in  the  old  parlor  now,"  the  hall-porter 
lid,  panting.  " Excuse  me,  wait  a  little,  your  excellency;  I'll 

list  see,"  he  said,  and  overtaking  her,  he  opened  the  high  door 
lnd  disappeared  behind  it.  Anna  stood  still  waiting.  "He's 

|aly  just  awake,"  said  the  hall-porter,  coming  out.  And  at 
Jie  very  instant  the  porter  said  this,  Anna  caught  the  sound 
If  a  childish  yawn.     From  the  sound  of  this  yawn  alone 
ie  knew  her  son  and  seemed  to  see  him  living  before  her 
jyes. 

"Let  me  in;  go  away!"  she  said,  and  went  in  through  the tgh  doorway.  On  the  right  of  the  door  stood  a  bed,  and  sit- 
ing np  in  the  bed  was  the  boy.    His  little  body  bent  forward 
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with  his  night-shirt  unbuttoned,  he  was  stretching  a
nd  sti 

yawning.    The  instant  his  lips  came  together  they  cu
rved  ml 

a  blissfully  sleepy  smile,  and  with  that  smile  he  slowly
  and  de- 

liriously rolled  back  again. 

"Seryozha!"  she  whispered,  going  noiselessly  up  to  him. 

When  she  was  parted  from  him,  and  all  this  latter  
time 

when  she  had  been  feeling  a  fresh  rush  of  love  for  him,  
she  har* 

pictured  him  as  he  was  at  four  years  old,  when  she  had  
love 

him  most  of  all.    Now  he  was  not  even  the  same  as  when  sh
 

had  left  him ;  he  was  still  further  from  the  four-year-old  baby, 

more  grown  and  thinner.    How  thin  his  face  was,  h
ow  shor* 

his  hair  was!    What  long  hands !    How  he  had  changed  sine 

she  left  him !    But  it  was  he  with  his  head,  his  lips,  his  so 

neck  and  broad  little  shoulders. 

' '  Seryozha ! "  she  repeated  just  in  the  child's  ear. 
He  raised  himself  again  on  his  elbow,  turned  his  tangl 

head  from  side  to  side  as  though  looking  for  something,  
an 

opened  his  eyes.    Slowly  and  inquiringly  he  looked  
for  severa 

seconds  at  his  mother  standing  motionless  before  him,
  then  all 

at  once  he  smiled  a  blissful  smile,  and  shutting  his  e
yes,  rolled 

not  backwards  but  towards  her  into  her  arms. 

-Seryozha!  my  darling  boy!"  she  said,  breathing  ha
rd  an 

putting  her  arms  round  his  plump  little  body
.  ' '  Mother !  h 

said,  wriggling  about  in  her  arms  so  as  to  
touch  her  han^ 

with  different  parts  of  him. 

Smiling  sleepily  still  with  closed  eyes,  he  flung  h
is  fat  litt 

arms  round  her  shoulders,  rolled  towards  her,  
with  the  deli 

cious  sleepy  warmth  and  fragrance  that  is  only 
 found  in  cniJ 

dren,    and   began   rubbing  his   face   against   her 
  neck   an 

shoulders.  .       , 

-I  know,"  he  said,  opening  his  eyes;  "it's  my  birthday
  t<N 

day.    I  knew  you'd  come.    I '11  get  up  directly. 
" 

And  saying  that  he  dropped  asleep. 

Anna  looked  at  him  hungrily;  she  saw  how  he  had
  grow 

and  changed  in  her  absence.     She  knew,  and  did
  not  know 

the  bare  legs  so  long  now,  that  were  thrust  out  belo
w  the  quilt 

those  short-cropped  curls  on  his  neck  in  which  she  had
  so  often 

J 
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kissed  him.  She  touched  all  this  and  could  say  nothing ;  tears 
choked  her. 

"What  are  you  crying  for,  mother ?"  he  said,  waking  com- 
pletely up.  ' '  Mother,  what  are  you  crying  f or  ? ' '  he  cried  in  a tearful  voice. 

t '  I  won 't  cry  .  .  .  I'm  crying  for  joy.  It 's  so  long  since 
I  Ve  seen  you.  I  won 't,  I  won 't, ' '  she  said,  gulping  down  her 
tears  and  turning  away.  ''Come,  it's  time  for  you  to  dress 
now,"  she  added,  after  a  pause,  and,  never  letting  go  his  hands, she  sat  down  by  his  bedside  on  the  chair,  where  his  clothes 
were  put  ready  for  him. 

"  How  do  you  dress  without  me  ?  How  .  .  ."  she  tried  to 
begin  talking  simply  and  cheerfully,  but  she  could  not,  and 
again  she  turned  away. 

1 '  I  don 't  have  a  cold  bath,  papa  didn  't  order  it.  And  you  've 
not  seen  Vassily  Lukitch?  He'll  come  in  soon.  Why,  you're 
sitting  on  my  clothes!" 
And  Seryozha  went  off  into  a  peal  of  laughter.  She  looked 

at  him  and  smiled. 

"Mother,  darling,  sweet  one!"  he  shouted,  flinging  himself on  her  again  and  hugging  her.  It  was  as  though  only  now,  on 
seeing  her  smile,  he  fully  grasped  what  had  happened. 

"I  don't  want  that  on,"  he  said,  taking  off  her  hat.  And  as 
it  were,  seeing  her  afresh  without  her  hat,  he  fell  to  kissing 
her  again. 

"But  what  did  you  think  about  me?  You  didn't  think  I 
was  dead?" 
"I  never  believed  it." 
"You  didn't  believe  it,  my  sweet?" 
"I  knew,  I  knew!"  he  repeated  his  favorite  phrase,  and snatching  the  hand  that  was  stroking  his  hair,  he  pressed  the 

open  palm  to  his  mouth  and  kissed  it. 
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CHAPTER  XXX 

Meanwhile  Vassily  Lukitch  had  not  at  first  understood  who 
this  lady  was,  and  had  learned  from  their  conversation  that  it 
was  no  other  person  than  the  mother  who  had  left  her  husband, 
and  whom  he  had  not  seen,  as  he  had  entered  the  house  after 
her  departure.  He  was  in  doubt  whether  to  go  in  or  not,  or 
whether  to  communicate  with  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  Re- 

flecting finally  that  his  duty  was  to  get  Seryozha  up  at  the 
hour  fixed,  and  that  it  was  therefore  not  his  business  to  con 
sider  who  was  there,  the  mother  or  any  one  else,  but  simply  to 
do  his  duty,  he  finished  dressing,  went  to  the  door  and  opened 
it. 

But  the  embraces  of  the  mother  and  child,  the  sound  of 
their  voices,  and  what  they  were  saying,  made  him  change  hia 
mind. 

He  shook  his  head,  and  with  a  sigh  he  closed  the  door.  '  *  I  '11 
wait  another  ten  minutes,"  he  said  to  himself,  clearing  hi 
throat  and  wiping  away  tears. 
Among  the  servants  of  the  household  there  was  intense  ex 

citement  all  this  time.    All  had  heard  that  their  mistress  ha 

come,  and  that  Kapitonitch  had  let  her  in,  and  that  she  w 
even  now  in  the  nursery,  and  that  their  master  always  went  i 

person  to  the  nursery  at  nine  o  'clock,  and  every  one  fully  co: 
prehended  that  it  was  impossible  for  the  husband  and  wife  t< 
meet,  and  that  they  must  prevent  it.    Korney,  the  valet,  goin 

down  to  the  hall-porter's  room,  asked  who  had  let  her  in,  an 
how  it  was  he  had  done  so,  and  ascertaining  that  Kapitonitc 
had  admitted  her  and  shown  her  up,  he  gave  the  old  man  ?j 
talking-to.     The  hall-porter  was  doggedly  silent,  but  whe: 
Korney  told  him  he  ought  to  be  sent  away,  Kapitonitch  dart 

up  to  him,  and  waving  his  hands  in  Korney 's  face,  began : 
"Oh  yes,  to  be  sure  you'd  not  have  let  her  in!    After  te 

years'  service,  and  never  a  word  but  of  kindness,  and  the 

you  'd  up  and  say,  '  Be  off,  go  along,  get  away  with  you ! '    01 
yes,  you're  a  shrewd  one  at  politics,  I  dare  say!    You  don'i 
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leed  to  be  taught  how  to  swindle  the  master,  and  to  filch  fur 

oats!" 
"Soldier!"  said  Korney  contemptuously,  and  he  turned  to 

he  nurse  who  was  coming  in.  "Here,  what  do  you  think, 
Vtarya  Efimovna:  he  let  her  in  without  a  word  to  any  one," 
Forney  said  addressing  her.  "Alexey  Alexandrovitch  will  be 
lown  immediately — and  go  into  the  nursery ! ' ' 

"A  pretty  business,  a  pretty  business!"  said  the  nurse. 
'You,  Korney  Vassilievitch,  you'd  best  keep  him  some  way  or 
>ther,  the  master,  while  I'll  run  and  get  her  away  somehow. 

\.  pretty  business!" 
When  the  nurse  went  into  the  nursery,  Seryozha  was  telling 

lis  mother  how  he  and  Nadinka  had  had  a  fall  in  sledging 
lownhill,  and  had  turned  over  three  times.  She  was  listening 
o  the  sound  of  his  voice,  watching  his  face  and  the  play  of 
expression  on  it,  touching  his  hand,  but  she  did  not  follow 

.vhat  he  was  saying.  She  must  go,  she  must  leave  him, — this 
rats  the  only  thing  she  was  thinking  and  feeling.  She  heard 
:he  steps  of  Vassily  Lukitch  coming  up  to  the  door  and 
joughing;  she  heard,  too,  the  steps  of  the  nurse  as  she  came 

lear ;  but  she  sat  like  one  turned  to  stone,  incapable  of  begin- 
ling  to  speak  or  to  get  up. 

"Mistress,  darling!"  began  the  nurse,  going  up  to  Anna  and 
kissing  her  hands  and  shoulders.  "God  has  brought  joy  in- 

deed to  our  boy  on  his  birthday.    You  aren  't  changed  one  bit. " 
"Oh,  nurse  dear,  I  didn't  know  you  were  in  the  house, "  said 

Anna,  rousing  herself  for  a  moment. 

"I'm  not  living  here,  I'm  living  with  my  daughter.  I  came 
for  the  birthday,  Anna  Arkadyevna,  darling ! ' ' 

The  nurse  suddenly  burst  into  tears,  and  began  kissing  her 
hand  again. 

Seryozha,  with  radiant  eyes  and  smiles,  holding  his  mother 
by  one  hand  and  his  nurse  by  the  other,  pattered  on  the  rug 
with  his  fat  little  bare  feet.  The  tenderness  shown  by  his  be- 

loved nurse  to  his  mother  threw  him  into  an  ecstasy. 
r Mother!  She  often  comes  to  see  me,  and  when  she 

comes    .    .    . "  he  was  beginning,  but  he  stopped,  noticing  that 
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the  nurse  was  saying  something  in  a  whisper  to  his  mother, 

and  that  in  his  mother's  face  there  was  a  look  of  dread  and 

something  like  shame,  which  was  so  strangely  unbecoming  t( 
her. 

She  went  up  to  him. 

"My  sweet!"  she  said. 
She  could  not  say  good-bye,  but  the  expression  on  her  fac< 

said  it,  and  he  understood.  "Darling,  darling  Kootik!"  sh< 
used  the  name  by  which  she  had  called  him  when  he  was  little 

"you  won't  forget  me?    You    .    .    ."  but  she  could  not  saj more. 

How  often  afterwards  she  thought  of  words  she  might  hav< 

said.    But  now  she  did  not  know  how  to  say  it,  and  could  sa? 

nothing.     But  Seryozha  knew  all  she  wanted  to  say  to  him 

He  understood  that  she  was  unhappy  and  loved  him.    He  un 

derstood  even  what  the  nurse  had  whispered.    He  had  caugh 

the  words  "always  at  nine  o'clock,"  and  he  knew  that  thi 

was  said  of  his  father,  and  that  his  father  and  mother  couh 

not  meet.     That  he  understood,  but  one  thing  he  could  no 

understand— why  there  should  be  a  look  of  dread  and  sham 

in  her  face?    .    .    t    She  was  not  in  fault,  but  she  was  afraii
 

of  him  and  ashamed  of  something.     He  would  have  liked  t
 

put  a  question  that  would  have  set  at  rest  this  doubt, 
 but  h 

did  not  dare ;  he  saw  that  she  was  miserable,  and  he  felt
  f o 

her.    Silently  he  pressed  close  to  her  and  whispered,
  "Don 

go  yet.    He  won't  come  just  yet." 

"  The  mother  held  him  away  from  her  to  see  what  he  wa 

thinking,  what  to  say  to  him,  and  in  his  frightened
  face  sb 

read  not  only  that  he>  was  speaking  of  his  father,  but,  
as  i 

were  asking  her  what  he  ought  to  think  about  his  fat
her. 

"Seryozha,  my  darling,"  she  said,  "love  him;  h
e's  bette 

and  kinder  than  I  am,  and  I  have  done  him  wrong.    When  yo 

grow  up  you  will  judge." 

"There's  no  one  better  than  you!  .  .  ."  he  cried  m  despai 

through  his  tears,  and,  clutching  her  by  the  shoulders
,  I 

began  squeezing  her  with  all  his  force  to  him,  his  arm
s  tren 

bling  with  the  strain. 
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.-:• 

"My  sweet,  my  little  one!"  said  Anna,  and  she  cried  as 
weakly  and  childishly  as  he. 

At  that  moment  the  door  opened.    Vassily  Lukitch  came  in. 
At  the  other  door  there  was  the  sound  of  steps,  and  the 

nurse  in  a  scared  whisper  said,  "He's  coming,"  and  gave Anna  her  hat. 

Seryozha  sank  on  to  the  bed  and  sobbed,  hiding  his  face  in 
his  hands.  Anna  removed  his  hands,  once  more  kissed  his  wet 
face,  and  with  rapid  steps  went  to  the  door.  Alexey  Alexan- 
drovitch  walked  in,  meeting  her.  Seeing  her,  he  stopped 
short  and  bowed  his  head. 

Although  she  had  just  said  he  was  better  and  kinder  than 
she,  in  the  rapid  glance  she  flung  at  him,  taking  in  his  whole 
figure  in  all  its  details,  feelings  of  repulsion  and  hatred  for  him 
and  jealousy  over  her  son  took  possession  of  her.    With  a  swift 

A  gesture  she  put  down  her  veil,  and,  quickening  her  pace,  almost 
4ran  out  of  the  room. 

She  had  not  time  to  undo,  and  so  carried  back  with  her, 
i  the  parcel  of  toys  she  had  chosen  the  day  before  in  a  toy-shop 
i  with  such  love  and  sorrow. 
ii  • 

: CHAPTER  XXXI 

Intensely  as  Anna  had  longed  to  see  her  son,  and  long  as 
she  had  been  thinking  of  it  and  preparing  herself  for  it,  she 

i  had  not  in  the  least  expected  that  seeing  him  would  affect  her 
i  so  deeply.    On  getting  back  to  her  lonely  rooms  in  the  hotel  she 
i  could  not  for  a  long  while  understand  why  she  was  there. 

'Yes,  it's  all  over,  and  I  am  again  alone,"  she  said  to  herself, 
and  without  taking  off  her  hat  she  sat  down  in  a  low  chair  by 
the  hearth.    Fixing  her  eyes  on  a  bronze  clock  standing  on  a 
table  between  the  windows,  she  tried  to  think. 

The  French,  maid  brought  from  abroad  came  in  to  suggest 
she  should  dress.  She  gazed  at  her  wonderingly  and  said, 
'  'Presently. ' '  A  footman  offered  her  coffee.  ' ' Later  on, ' '  she said. 
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The  Italian  nurse,  after  taking  the  baby  out  in  her  best 

came  in  with  her,  and  brought  her  to  Anna.    The  plump,  well 

fed  little  baby,  on  seeing  her  mother,  as  she  always  did,  helc 

out  her  fat  little  hands,  and  with  a  smile  on  her  toothless 

mouth,  began,  like  a  fish  with  a  float,  bobbing  her  fingers  u\ 

and  down  the  starched  folds  of  her  embroidered  skirt,  making 

them  rustle.     It  was  impossible  not.  to  smile,  not  to  kiss  th< 

baby,  impossible  not  to  hold  out  a  finger  for  her  to  clutch 

crowing  and  prancing  all  over;  impossible  not  to  offer  her 

lip  which  she  sucked  into  her  little  mouth  by  way  of  a  kiss 

And  all  this  Anna  did,  and  took  her  in  her  arms  and  mad< 

her  dance,  and  kissed  her  fresh  little  cheek  and  bare  littli 

elbows ;  but  at  the  sight  of  this  child  it  was  plainer  than  eve] 

to  her  that  the  feeling  she  had  for  her  could  not  be  called  lov 

in  comparison  with  what  she  felt  for  Seryozha.     Everythinj 

in  this  baby  was  charming,  but  for  some  reason  all  this  di< 

not  go  deep  to  her  heart.  ̂ On  her  first  child,  though  tin 

child  of  an  unloved  father,  had  been  concentrated  all  the  lov 

that  had  never  found  satisfaction.     Her  baby  girl  had  beei 

born  in  the  most  painful  circumstances  and  had  not  had 

hundredth  part  of  the  care  and  thought  which  had  been  con 

centrated  on  her  first  child.    Besides,  in  the  little  girl  every 

thing  was  still  in  the  future,  while  Seryozha  was  by  now  a 

most  a  personality,  and  a  personality  dearly  loved.     In  hin 

there  was  a  conflict  of  thought  and  feeling;  he  understood  hei 

he  loved  her,, he  judged  her,  she  thought,  recalling  his  word 

and  his  eyes.    And  she  was  forever— not  physically  only  bu 

spiritually— divided  from  him,  and  it  was  impossible  to  se 
this  right. 

She  gave  the  baby  back  to  the  nurse,  let  her  go,  and  opene< 

the  locket  in  which  there  was  Seryozha 's  portrait  when  he  wa 

almost  of  the  same  age  as  the  girl.  She  got  up,  and,  takim 

off  her  hat,  took  up  from  a  little  table  an  album  in  which  ther 

were  photographs  of  her  son  at  different  ages.  She  wanted  t 

compare  them,  and  began  taking  them  out  of  the  album.  Sh 

took  them  all  out  except  one,  the  latest  and  best  photograph 

In  it  he  was  in  a  white  smock,  sitting  astride  a  chair,  wit] 
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frowning  eyes  and  smiling  lips.    It  was  his  best,  most  charac- 
teristic expression.    With  her  little  supple  hands,  her  white, 

delicate  fingers,  that  moved  with  a  peculiar  intensity  to-day, 
she  pulled  at  a  corner  of  the  photograph,  but  the  photograph 
had  caught  somewhere,  and  she  could  not  get  it  out.     There 

was  no  paper-knife  on  the  table,   and  so,   pulling  out  the 

photograph  that  was  next  to  her  son's  (it  was  a  photograph 
of  Vronsky  taken  at  Rome  in  a  round  hat  and  with  long  hair), 

i>she  used  it  to  push  out  her  son's  photograph.    "Oh,  here  is 
he!"  she  said,  glancing  at  the  portrait  of  Vronsky,  and  she 
suddenly  recalled  that  he  was  the  cause  of  her  present  misery. 
She  had  not  once  thought  of  him  all  the  morning.    But  now, 

ef coming  all  at  once  upon  that  manly,  noble  face,  so  familiar  and 
'iiso  dear  to  her,  she  felt  a  sudden  rush  of  love  for  him. 

ty     "But  where  is  he?     How  is  it  he  leaves  me  alone  in  my 
li  misery  ? ' '  she  thought  all  at  once  with  a  feeling  of  reproach, 
k  'forgetting  she  had  herself  kept  from  him  everything  concern- 

*  'ing  her  son.    She  sent  to  ask  him  to  come  to  her  immediately ; 
flfwith  a  throbbing  heart  she  awaited  him,  rehearsing  to  herself 
the  words  in  which  she  would  tell  him  all,  and  the  expressions 

i  of  love  with  which  he  would  console  her.     The  messenger  re- 
]  turned  with  the  answer  that  he  had  a  visitor  with  him,  but 
i  that  he  would  come  immediately,  and  that  he  asked  whether 
iilshe  would  let  him  bring  with  him  Prince  Yashvin,  who  had 

%  just  arrived  in  Petersburg.     "He's  not  coming  alone,  and 
since  dinner  yesterday  he  has  not  seen  me, "  she  thought ;  "he's 

■not  coming  so  that  I  could  tell  him  everything,  but  coming 

with  Yashvin."    And  all  at  once  a  strange  idea  came  to  her; what  if  he  had  ceased  to  love  her  ? 

And  going  over  the  events  of  the  last  few  days,  it  seemed  to 
her  that  she  saw  in  everything  a  confirmation  of  this  terrible 
idea.  The  fact  that  he  had  not  dined  at  home  yesterday,  and 
the  fact  that  he  had  insisted  on  their  taking  separate  sets  of 
rooms  at  Petersburg,  and  that  even  now  he  was  not  coming  to 
her  alone,  as  though  he  were  trying  to  avoid  meeting  her  face 
to  face. 

"But  he  ought  to  tell  me  so.    I  must  know  that  it  is  so.    If 
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I  knew  it,  then  I  know  what  I  should  do,"  she  said  to  herself 

utterly  unable  to  picture  to  herself  the  position  she  would  be 

in  if  she  were  convinced  of  his  not  caring  for  her.  She  thought 

he  had  ceased  to  love  her,  she  felt  close  upon  despair,  and  con- 

sequently she  felt  exceptionally  alert.  She  rang  for  her  maid 

and  went  to  her  dressing-room.  As  she  dressed,  she  took  more 

care  over  her  appearance  than  she  had  done  all  those  days,  as 

though  he  might,  if  he  had  grown  cold  to  her,  fall  in  love  with 

her  again  because  she  had  dressed  and  arranged  her  hair  in  the 

way  most  becoming  to  her. 

She  heard  the  bell  ring  before  she  was  ready.  When  she 

went  into  the  drawing-room  it  was  not  he,  but  Yashvin,  who 

met  her  eyes.  Vronsky  was  looking  through  the  photograph" 
of  her  son,  which  she  had  forgotten  on  the  table,  and  he  mad 

no  haste  to  look  round  at  her. 

"We  have  met  already,"  she  said,  putting  her  little  hand 

into  the  huge  hand  of  Yashvin,  whose  bashfulness  was  sc 

queerly  out  of  keeping  with  his  immense  frame  and  coarse  face.
 

"We  met  last  year  at  the  races.  Give  them  to  me,"  she  said 

with  a  rapid  movement  snatching  from  Vronsky  the  photo-
 

graphs of  her  son,  and  glancing  significantly  at  him  witl 

flashing  eyes.  "Were  the  races  good  this  year?  Instead  o
i 

them  I  saw  the  races  in  the  Corso  in  Rome.  But  you  don't  
care 

for  life  abroad,"  she  said  with  a  cordial  smile.  'I  know  yo 

and  all  your  tastes,  though  I  have  seen  so  little  of  you.
" 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  for  that,  for  my  tastes  are  mostly  bad,' 
said  Yashvin,  gnawing  at  his  left  mustache. 

Having  talked  a  little  while,  and  noticing  that  Vronsk
j 

glanced  at  the  clock,  Yashvin  asked  her  whether  she  would
  b< 

staying  much  longer  in  Petersburg,  and  unbending  his  hug<
 

figure  reached  after  his  cap. 

"Not  long,   I  think,"  she  said  hesitatingly,   glancing  al 
Vronsky. 

"So  then  we  shan't  meet  again?" 

"Come  and  dine  with  me,"  said  Anna  resolutely,  angry  1 

seemed  with  herself  for  her  embarrassment,  but  flushing  as  sh 

always  did  when  she  defined  her  position  before  a  fresh  person 
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"The  dinner  here  is  not  good,  but  at  least  you  will  see  him. 
There  is  no  one  of  his  old  friends  in  the  regiment  Alexey  cares 

for  as  he  does  for  you." 
■ '  Delighted, ' '  said  Yashvin  with  a  smile,  from  which  Vron- 

sky  could  see  that  he  liked  Anna  very  much. 

Yashvin  said  good-bye  and  went  away  j  Vronsky  stayed  be- 
hind. 

* '  Are  you  going  too  ? '  '  she  said  to  him. 
'  i  I  'm  late  already, ' '  he  answered.  * '  Run  along !  I  '11  catch 

you  up  in  a  moment, ' '  he  called  to  Yashvin. 
She  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  without  taking  her  eyes  off 

him,  gazed  at  him  while  she  ransacked  her  mind  for  the  words 
to  say  that  would  keep  him. 

"Wait  a  minute,  there's  something  I  want  to  say  to  you," 
and  taking  his  broad  hand  she  pressed  it  on  her  neck.  ' '  Oh, 
was  it  right  my  asking  him  to  dinner?" 
"You  did* quite  right,"  he  said  with  a  serene  smile  that 

showed  his  even  teeth,  and  he  kissed  her  hand. 

"Alexey,  you  have  not  changed  to  me?"  she  said,  pressing 
his  hand  in  both  of  hers.  "Alexey,  I  am  miserable  here, 

i  When  are  we  going  away?" 

"Soon,  soon.  You  wouldn't  believe  how  disagreeable  our 
way  of  living  here  is  to  me  too,"  he  said,  and  he  drew  away 

i  his  hand. 

"Well,  go,  go!"  she  said  in  a  tone  of  offense,  and  she 
walked  quickly  away  from  him. 

CHAPTER  XXXII 

When  Vronsky  returned  home,  Anna  was  not  yet  home. 
Spon  after  he  had  left,  some  lady,  so  they  told  him,  had  come 
to  see  her,  and  she  had  gone  out  with  her.  That  she  had  gone 
out  without  leaving  word  where  she  was  going,  that  she  had 
not  yet  come  back,  and  that  all  the  morning  she  had  been 
going  about  somewhere  without  a  word  to  him — all  this,  to- 
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gether  with  the  strange  look  of  excitement  in  her  face  in  the 

morning,  and  the  recollection  of  the  hostile  tone  with  which  sheik 

had  before  Yashvin  almost  snatched  her  son's  photographs  out| 
of  his  hands,  made  him  serious.     He  decided  he  absolutely 

must  speak  openly  with  her.     And  he  waited  for  her  in  her 

drawing-room.     But  Anna  did  not  return  alone,  but  brought 

with  her  her  old  unmarried  aunt,  Princess  Oblonsky.     This 

was  the  lady  who  had  come  in  the  morning,  and  with  whom 

Anna  had  gone  out  shopping.     Anna  appeared  not  to  notice 

Vronsky's  worried  and  inquiring  expression,  and  began 

lively  account  of  her  morning's  shopping.     He  saw  that  there 

was  something  working  within  her ;  in  her  flashing  eyes,  when 

they  rested  for  a  moment  on  him,  there  was  an  intense  con- 

centration, and  in  her  words  and  movements  there  was  that 

nervous  rapidity  and  grace  which,  during  the  early  period  of 

their  intimacy,  had  so  fascinated  him,  but  which  now  so  dis 
turbed  and  alarmed  him. 

The  dinner  was  laid  for  four.     All  were  gathered  together! 

and  about  to  go  into  the  little  dining-room  when  TushkevitchJ 

made  his  appearance  with  a  message  from  Princess  Betsyl 

Princess  Betsy  begged  her  to  excuse  her  not  having  come  tcl 

say  good-bye;  she  had  been  indisposed,  but  begged  Anna  tc|| 

come  to  her  between  half -past  six  and  nine  o'clock.     Vronskj 

glanced  at  Anna  at  the  precise  limit  of  time,  so  suggestive  <ri 

steps  having  been  taken  that  she  should  meet  no  one;  bul 

Anna  appeared  not  to  notice  it. 

"Very  sorry  that  I  can't  come  just  between  half -past  si 

and  nine,"  she  said  with  a  faint  smile. 

"The  princess  will  be  very  sorry." 
"And  so  ami." 

"You're  going,  no  doubt,  to  hear  Patti?"  said  Tushkevitch 

"Patti?     You  suggest  the  idea  to  me.     I  would  go  if  h 

were  possible  to  get  a  box. 

"I  can  get  one,"  Tushkevitch  offered  his  services. 

1 '  I  should  be  very,  very  grateful  to  you, ' '  said  Anna.     ' '  Bu 

won 't  you  dine  with  us  ?  " 

Vronsky  gave  a  hardly  perceptible  shrug.     He  was  at  i 

. 
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complete  loss  to  understand  what  Anna  was  about.  What 
had  she  brought  the  old  Princess  Oblonsky  home  for,  what  had 
she  made  Tushkevitch  stay  to  dinner  for,  and,  most  amazing  of 
all,  why  was  she  sending  him  for  a  box  ?  Could  she  possibly 
think  in  her  position  of  going  to  Patti  's  benefit,  where  all  the 
circle  of  her  acquaintances  would  be  ?  He  looked  at  her  with 
serious  eyes,  but  she  responded  with  that  defiant,  half-mirth- 

ful, half-desperate  look,  the  meaning  of  which  he  could  not 
comprehend.  At  dinner  Anna  was  in  aggressively  high 
spirits — she  almost  flirted  both  with  Tushkevitch  and  with 
Yashvin.  When  they  got  up  from  dinner  and  Tushkevitch 
had  gone  to  get  a  box  at  the  opera,  Yashvin  went  to  smoke, 
and  Vronsky  went  down  with  him  to  his  own  rooms.  After 
sitting  there  for  some  time  he  ran  up-stairs.  Anna  was  al- 

ready dressed  in  a  low-necked  gown  of  light  silk  and  velvet 
that  she  had  had  made  in  Paris,  and  with  costly  white  lace  on 
her  head,  framing  her  face,  and  particularly  becoming,  show- 

ing up  her  dazzling  beauty. 

"Are  you  really  going  to  the  theatre ?"  he  said,  trying  not to  look  at  her. 

'Why  do  you  ask  with  such  alarm?"  she  said,  wounded 
i again  at  his  not  looking  at  her.    "Why  shouldn't  I  go?" 

She  appeared  not  to  understand  the  motive  of  his  words. 

"Oh,  of  course  there's  no  reason  whatever,"  he  said  frown- ling. 

"That's  just  what  I  say,"  she  said,  wilfully  refusing  to  see the  irony  of  his  tone,  and  quietly  turning  back  her  long,  per- fumed glove. 

"Anna,  for  God's  sake!  what  is  the  matter  with  you?"  he said,  appealing  to  her  exactly  as  once  her  husband  had done. 

rl  don't  understand  what  you  are  asking." 
'You  know  that  it's  out  of  the  question  to  go." 
'Why  so?     I'm  not  going  alone.     Princess  Varvara  has 

gone  to  dress,  she  is  going  with  me. ' ' 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders  with  an  air  of  perplexity  and despair. 
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'But  do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  know?  
  .    .    ."he 

"But  I  don 't  care  to  know ! ' '  she  almost  shrieked.  "I  don ;t 

care  to.  Do  I  regret  what  I  have  done?  
No,  no,  no!  If  i 

were  all  to  do  again  from  the  beginning, 
 it  would  be  the 

same  For  us,  for  you  and  for  me,  there 
 is  only  one  thing 

that  matters,  whether  we  love  each  other. 
 Other  people  we 

need  not  consider.  Why  are  we  living  he
re  apart  and  not 

seeing  each  other  ?  Why  can 't  I  go  ?  I  love  y
ou,  and  I  don  1 

care  for  anything,"  she  said  in  Russian,  gla
ncing  at  him  witt 

a  peculiar  gleam  in  her  eyes  that  he  c
ould  not  understand 

"If  vou  have  not  changed  to  me,  why  don't  you 
 look  at  me ! 

He  looked  at  her.  He  saw  all  the  beauty  of
  her  face  am 

full  dress,  always  so  becoming  to  her.  But
  now  her  beaut: 

and  elegance  were  just  what  irritated  him.
 

"My  feeling  cannot  change,  you  know,  but  I  beg 
 you, 

entreat  you,"  he  said  again  in  French,  with 
 a  note  of  tende 

supplication  in  his  voice,  but  with  coldness  
in  his  eyes. 

She  did  not  hear  his  words,  but  she  saw  the 
 coldness  of  hi 

eyes,  and  answered  with  irritation: 

' '  And  I  beg  you  to  explain  why  I  should  not  go. 

"Because  it  might  cause  you    ..."    He  hesitat
ed        I 

"I  don't  understand.     Yashvin  n'est  pas  
compronwttanU 

and  Princess  Varvara  is  no  worse  than  others.  
  Oh,  hei| 

she  is!" 

CHAPTER  XXXIII 

Vronsky  for  the  first  time  experienced  a 
 feeling  of  angc 

against  Anna,  almost  a  hatred  for  her  wilf
ully  refusing  to  u 

derstand  her  own  position.     This  feeling  
was  aggravated  1 

his  being  unable  to  tell  her  plainly  the  caus
e  of  his  anger, 

he  had  told  her  directly  what  he  was  thinkin
g,  he  would  na 

OQ1Q   • 

"In  that  dress,  with  a  princess  only  too  well  kn
own  to  eve 

l 
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one,  to  show  yourself  at  the  theatre  is  equivalent  not  merely  to 
acknowledging  your  position  as  a  fallen  woman,  but  is  flinging 
down  a  challenge  to  society,  that  is  to  say,  cutting  yourself  off 
from  it  forever.' ' 

He  could  not  say  that  to  her  "But  how  can  she  fail  to 
see  it,  and  what  is  going  on  in  her?"  he  said  to  himself.  He 
felt  at  the  same  time  that  his  respect  for  her  was  diminished 

||while  his  sense  of  her  beauty  was  intensified. 
He  went  back  scowling  to  his  rooms,  and  sitting  down  beside 

*  Yashvin,  who,  with  his  long  legs  stretched  out  on  a  chair,  was 
jjdrinking  brandy  and  seltzer  water,  he  ordered  a  glass  of  the same  for  himself. 

'  You  were  talking  of  Lankovsky  's  Powerful.     That  's  a  fine 
ijhorse,  and  I  would  advise  you  to  buy  him,"  said  Yashvin, 
glancing  at  his  comrade's  gloomy  face.     "His  hind-quarters 
1  aren't  quite  first-rate,  but  the  legs  and  head— one  couldn't 
ifwish  for  anything  better." 

t'l  think  I  will  take  him,"  answered  Vronsky. 
Their  conversation  about  horses  interested  him,  but  he  did 

not  for  an  instant  forget  Anna,  and  could  not  help  listening  to 
fthe  sound  of  steps  in  the  corridor  and  looking  at  the  clock 
Ion  the  chimney-piece. 

"Anna  Arkadyevna  gave  orders  to  announce  that  she  has r»gone  to  the  theatre." 

Yashvin,  tipping  another  glass  of  brandy  into  the  bubbling 
water,  drank  it  and  got  up,  buttoning  his  coat. 
"Well,  let's  go,"  he  said,  faintly  smiling  under  his  mus- taches, and  showing  by  this  smile  that  he  knew  the  cause  of 

Vronsky 's  gloominess,  and  did  not  attach  any  significance to  it. 

If  I'm  not  going,"  Vronsky  answered  gloomily. 
"Well,  I  must,  I  promised  to.  Good-bye,  then.  If  you do,  come  to  the  stalls;  you  can  take  Kruzin's  stall,"  added Yashvin  as  he  went  out. 

"No,  I'm  busy." 

"A  wife  is  a  care,  but  it's  worse  when  she's  not  a  wife," thought  Yashvin,  as  he  walked  out  of  the  hotel. 
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"  Vronsky,  left  alone,  got  up  from  his  chair  and  began  pacing
j 

up  and  down  the  room. 

"And  what's  to-day?  The  fourth  night.  .  .  .  *
ega 

and  his  wife  are  there,  and  my  mother,  most 
 likely.  Of  corns 

all  Petersburg's  there.  Now  she's  gone  in,  
taken  off  her  cloak 

and  come  into  the  light.  Tushkevitch,  
\  ashvm  Princes 

Varvara,"  he  pictured  them  to  himself.  
.  .  .  "What  about 

me  i  Either  that  I  'm  frightened  or  have  given  
up  to  1  ushke- 

vitch  the  right  to  protect  her?  Prom  eve
ry  point  of  view- 

stupid,  stupid!  .  .  •  And  why  is  she
  putting  me  in  sucl 

a  position  ? "  he  said  with  a  gesture  of  despair. 

With  that  gesture  he  knocked  against  the  ta
ble,  on  wind 

there  was  standing  the  seltzer  water  and 
 the  decanter  o: 

brandy,  and  almost  upset  it.  He  tried  to  catc
h  it,  let  it  slip 

and  angrily  kicked  the  table  over  and  rang. 
 _ 

"If  you  care  to  be  in  my  service,"  he  said  to  th
e  valet  wh 

came  in,  "you  had  better  remember  your
  duties,  lhi 

shouldn't  be  here.    You  ought  to  have  clear
ed  away." 

The  valet,  conscious  of  his  own  innocence,  
would  have  d 

fended  himself,  but  glancing  at  his  master
,  he  saw  from  hi 

face  that  the  only  thing  to  do  was  to  be
  silent,  and  hurnedl 

threading  his  way  in  and  out,  dropped  do
wn  on  the  carpet  an 

began  gathering  up  the  whole  and  br
oken  glasses  and  bottle 

"That's  not  your  duty;  send  the  waiter  to  cl
ear  away,  an 

get  my  dress-eoat  out." 

Vronsky  went  into  the  theatre  at  ha
lf-past  eight  Tl 

performance  was  in  full  swing.  The  li
ttle  old ̂ -kcepe 

recognizing  Vronsky  as  he  helped  him  off 
 with  Jus  fur  coa 

called  him  "Your  Excellency,"  and  suggest
ed  he  should  n 

take  a  number  but  should  simply  call  Fyodo
r.  In  the  bright 

lighted  corridor  there  was  no  one  but  the  b
ox-opener  and  tv 

attendants  with  fur  cloaks  on  their  arms  list
ening  at  the  dooi 

Through  the  closed  doors  came  the  soun
ds  of  the  discre 

staccato  accompaniment  of  the  orchestra,  an
d  a  single  tema 

voice  rendering  distinctly  a  musical  phrase
.  The  door  open, 

to  let  the  box-opener  slip  through,  and  the  p
hrase  drawing 
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the  end  reached  Vronsky 's  hearing  clearly.     But  the  doors 
were  closed  again  at  once,  and  Vronsky  did  not  hear  the  end 
of  the  phrase  and  the  cadence  of  the  accompaniment,  though 
he  knew  from  the  thunder  of  applause  that  it  was  over.     When 
he  entered  the  hall,  brilliantly  lighted  with  chandeliers  and  gas 
jets,  the  noise  was  still  going  on.     On  the  stage  the  singer, 
bowing  and  smiling,  with  bare  shoulders  flashing  with  dia- 

monds, was,  with  the  help  of  the  tenor  who  had  given  her  his 
arm,  gathering  up  the  bouquets  that  were  flying  awkwardly 
over  the  footlights.     Then  she  went  up  to  a  gentleman  with 
glossy  pomaded  hair  parted  down  the  centre,  who  was  stretch- 

ing across  the  footlights  holding  out  something  to  her,  and  all 
ilthe  public  in  the  stalls  as  well  as  in  the  boxes  was  in  excite- 

ment,  craning  forward,   shouting  and  clapping.     The   con- 
ductor in  his  high  chair  assisted  in  passing  the  offering,  and 

straightened  his  white  tie.     Vronsky  walked  into  the  middle 
of  the  stalls,  and,  standing  still,  began  looking  about  him. 
That  day  less  than  ever  was  his  attention  turned  upon  the 
familiar,  habitual  surroundings,  the  stage,  the  noise,  all  the 

j  familiar,  uninteresting,  particolored  herd  of  spectators  in  the 
packed  theatre. 

There  were,  as  always,  the  same  ladies  of  some  sort  with 
.-,  officers  of  some  sort  in  the  back  of  the  boxes;  the  same  gaily :  dressed  women— God  knows  who— and  uniforms  and  black 
coats ;  the  same  dirty  crowd  in  the  upper  gallery,  and  among 
the  crowd,  in  the  boxes  and  in  the  front  rows,  were  some  forty 
of  the  real  people.     And  to  those  oases  Vronsky  at  once  di- 

rected his  attention,  and  with  them  he  entered  at  once  into relation. 

The  act  was  over  when  he  went  in,  and  so  he  did  not  go 
straight  to  his  brother's  box,  but  going  up  to  the  first  row  of 
.stalls  stopped  at  the  footlights  with  Serpuhovskoy,  who,  stand- 

ing with  one  knee  raised  and  his  heel  on  the  footlights,  caught 
sight  of  him  in  the  distance  and  beckoned  to  him,  smiling. 
,  Vronsky  had  not  yet  seen  Anna.  He  purposely  avoided 
looking  in  her  direction.  But  he  knew  by  the  direction  of 
people's  eyes  where  she  was.     He  looked  round  discreetly,  but 
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he  was  not  seeking  her;  expecting  the  worst,  his  ey
es  sought 

for  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.  To  his  relief  Ale
xey  Alexandro- 

vitch  was  not  in  the  theatre  that  evening. 

"How  little  of  the  military  man  there  is  left  in  you!
 

Serpuhovskoy  was  saying  to  him.    "A  diplomat
,  an  artist 

something  of  that  sort,  one  would  say." 

"Yes,  it  was  like  going  back  home  when  I  put  on  a  bla
ck 

coat,"  answered  Vronsky,  smiling  and  slowly  taking  out
  hil 

opera-glass. 

.' '  Well,  I  '11  own  I  envy  you  there.  When  I  come  back  tron 

abroad  and  put  on  this,"  he  touched  his  epaulets,  
"I  regre> 

my  freedom." 
Serpuhovskoy  had  long  given  up  all  hope  of  V

ronsky 

career,  but  he  liked  him  as  before,  and  was  now  p
articular^ 

cordial  to  him. 

"What  a  pity  you  were  not  in  time  for  the  first  ac
t! 

Vronsky,  listening  with  one  ear,  moved  his  opera
-glass  f  ron 

the  stalls  and  scanned  the  boxes.    Near  a  lady  
in  a  turbai 

and  a  bald  old  man,  who  seemed  to  wave  angrily 
 in  the  movui; 

opera-glass,  Vronsky  suddenly  caught  sight
  of  Anna  s  heac 

proud,  strikingly  beautiful,  and  smiling  in
  the  frame  of  lac< 

She  was  in  the  fifth  box,  twenty  paces  from  him
.    She  wa 

sitting  in  front,  and  slightly  turning,  was  
saying  somethm 

to  Yashvin.     The  setting  of  her  head  on  her
  handsome,  broa 

shoulders,  and  the  restrained  excitement  an
d  brilliance  of  he 

eyes  and  her  whole  face  reminded  him  of  her  j
ust  as  he  ha 

seen  her  at  the  ball  in  Moscow.    But  he 
 felt  utterly  difficrei: 

towards  her  beauty  now.    In  his  feeling 
 for  her  now  thei 

was  no  element  of  mystery,  and  so  her  beauty
,  though  it  w 

tracted  him  even  more  intensely  than  before,
  gave  him  now 

sense  of  injury.    She  was  not  looking  in
  his  direction,  bi 

Vronsky  felt  that  she  had  seen  him  already. 

When  Vronsky  turned  the  opera-glass  aga
in  in  that  dire 

tion,  he  noticed  that  Princess  Varvara  wa
s  particularly  re> 

and  kept  laughing  unnaturally  and  look
mg  round  at  1 1 

next  box.  Anna,  folding  her  fan  and  tapping 
 it  on  the  n 

velvet  was  gazing  away  and  did  not  see,  and  o
bviously  did  n> 
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wish  to  see,  what  was  taking  place  in  the  next  box.  Yashvin's 
face  wore  the  expression  which  was  common  when  he  was 
losing  at  cards.  Scowling,  he  sucked  the  left  end  of  his  mus- 

tache further  and  further  into  his  mouth,  and  cast  sidelong 
glances  at  the  next  box. 

In  that  box  on  the  left  were  the  Kartasovs.  Vronsky  knew 
them,  and  knew  that  Anna  was  acquainted  with  them. 
Madame  Kartasov,  a  thin  little  woman,  was  standing  up  in 
her  box,  and,  her  back  turned  upon  Anna,  she  was  putting  on 
a  mantle  that  her  husband  was  holding  for  her.  Her  face  was 
pale  and  angry,  and  she  was  talking  excitedly.  Kartasov,  a 
fat,  bald  man,  was  continually  looking  round  at  Anna,  while 
(he  attempted  to  soothe  his  wife.  When  the  wife  had  gone  out, 
the  husband  lingered  a  long  while,  and  tried  to  catch  Anna's 
eye,  obviously  anxious  to  bow  to  her.  But  Anna,  with  un- 

mistakable intention,  avoided  noticing  him,  and  talked  to 
lYashvin,  whose  cropped  head  was  bent  down  to  her.  Kartasov 
went  out  without  making  his  salutation,  and  the  box  was  left 
empty. 

Vronsky  could  not  understand  exactly  what  had  passed  be- 
tween the  Kartasovs  and  Anna,  but  he  saw  that  something 

humiliating  for  Anna  had  happened.  He  knew  this  both  from 
.what  he  had  seen,  and  most  of  all  from  the  face  of  Anna, 
who,  he  could  see,  was  taxing  every  nerve  to  carry  through 
ithe  part  she  had  taken  up.  And  in  maintaining  this  attitude 
of  external  composure  she  was  completely  successful.  Any 
one  who  did  not  know  her  and  her  circle,  who  had  not  heard 
»all  the  utterances  of  the  women  expressive  of  commiseration, 
indignation,  and  amazement,  that  she  should  show  herself  in 
society,  and  show  herself  so  conspicuously  with  her  lace  and 
iher  beauty,  would  have  admired  the  serenity  and  loveliness  of 
this  woman  without  a  suspicion  that  she  was  undergoing  the sensations  of  a  man  in  the  stocks. 
Knowing  that  something  had  happened,  but  not  knowing 

.precisely  what,  Vronsky  felt  a  thrill  of  agonizing  anxiety,  and 
(hoping  to  find  out  something,  he  went  towards  his  brother's 
'box.     Purposely  choosing  the  way  round  furthest  from  Anna 's 
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box,  he  jostled  as  he  came  out  against  the  colonel  of  his  old 

regiment  talking  to  two  acquaintances.  Vronsky  heard  the 
name  of  Madame  Karenina,  and  noticed  how  the  colonel 

hastened  to  address  Vronsky  loudly  by  name,  with  a  meaning 

glance  at  his  companions. 

"Ah,  Vronsky!  When  are  you  coming  to  the  regiment? 

We  can't  let  you  off  without  a  supper.  You're  one  of  the  old 
set, ' '  said  the  colonel  of  his  regiment. 

* '  I  can 't  stop,  awfully  sorry,  another  time, ' '  said  Vronsky, 

and  he  ran  up-stairs  towards  his  brother's  box. 
The  old  countess,  Vronsky 's  mother,  with  her  steel-gray 

curls,  was  in  his  brother's  box.  Varya  with  the  young  Princess 
Sorokin  met  him  in  the  corridor. 

Leaving  the  Princess  Sorokin  with  her  mother,  Varya  held 

out  her  hand  to  her  brother-in-law,  and  began  immediately  tc 

speak  of  what  interested  him.  She  was  more  excited  than  he 
had  ever  seen  her. 

' '  I  think  it 's  mean  and  hateful,  and  Madame  Kartasov  hac 

no  right  to  do  it.     Madame  Karenina     .     .     ."she  began. 
"But  what  is  it?     I  don't  know." 

"What?  you've  not  heard?" 
"You  know  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  hear  of  it." 
"There  isn't  a  more  spiteful  creature  than  that  Madami 

Kartasov ! ' ' 
"But  what  did  she  do?" 

"My  husband  told  me.     .     .     .     She  has  insulted  Madam 
Karenina.     Her  husband  began  talking  to  her  across  the  bo 

and  Madame  Kartasov  made  a  scene.     She  said  somethi 

aloud,  he  says,  something  insulting,  and  went  away." 

"Count,  your  maman  is  asking  for  you,"  said  the  youn 
Princess  Sorokin,  peeping  out  of  the  door  of  the  box. 

"I've  been  expecting  you  all  the  while,"  said  his  mothe 

smiling  sarcastically.     "You  were  nowhere  to  be  seen." 
Her  son  saw  that  she  could  not  suppress  a  smile  of  delight. 

"Good-evening,  maman.  I  have  come  to  you,"  he  sai coldly. 

"Why  aren't  you  going  to  faire  la  cour  a  Madame  Kar 
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lina?"  she  went  on,  when  Princess  Sorokin  had  moved  away. 
'Elle  fait  sensation.     On  oublie  la  Patti  pour  elle." 
"Maman,  I  have  asked  you  not  to  say  anything  to  me  of 

hat,"  he  answered,  scowling. 
"I'm  only  saying  what  every  one's  saying." 
Vronsky  made  no  reply,  and  saying  a  few  words  to  Princess 

Sorokin,  he  went  away.     At  the  door  he  met  his  brother. 

' '  Ah,  Alexey ! ' '  said  his  brother.  * '  How  disgusting !  Idiot 
3f  a  woman,  nothing  else.  ...  I  wanted  to  go  straight  to 

her.     Let 's  go  together. ' ' 
Vronsky  did  not  hear  him.  With  rapid  steps  he  went 

down-stairs;  he  felt  that  he  must  do  something,  but  he  did 
not  know  what.  Anger  with  her  for  having  put  herself  and 
him  in  such  a  false  position,  together  with  pity  for  her  suffer- 

ing, filled  his  heart.  He  went  down,  and  made  straight  for 

Anna's  box.     At  her  box  stood  Stremov,  talking  to  her. 
"  There  are  no  more  tenors.     Le  moule  en  est  brise!" 
Vronsky  bowed  to  her  and  stopped  to  greet  Stremov. 

' ' '  You  came  in  late,  I  think,  and  have  missed  the  best  song, ' ' 
Anna  said  to  Vronsky,  glancing  ironically,   he  thought,   at 
him. 

"I  am  a  poor  judge  of  music,"  he  said,  looking  sternly 
Jher. 

"Like  Prince  Yashvin,"  she  said  smiling,  "who  considers 
that  Patti  sings  too  loud. ' ' 

'Thank  you,"  she  said,  her  little  hand  in  its  long  glove 
taking  the  playbill  Vronsky  picked  up,  and  suddenly  at  that 
instant  her  lovely  face  quivered.  She  got  up  and  went  into 
the  interior  of  the  box. 

Noticing  in  the  next  act  that  her  box  was  empty,  Vronsky, 
rousing  indignant  "hushes"  in  the  silent  audience,  went  out in  the  middle  of  a  solo  and  drove  home. 
Anna  was  already  at  home.  When  Vronsky  went  up  to  her, 

she  was  in  the  same  dress  as  she  had  worn  at  the  theatre.  She 
was  sitting  in  the  first  armchair  against  the  wall,  looking 
straight  before  her.  She  looked  at  him,  and  at  once  resumed 
jher  former  position. 
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;  Anna, "  he  said. 

"You,  you  are  to  blame  for  everything !"  she  cried,  with 
tears  of  despair  and  hatred  in  her  voice,  getting  up. 

"I  begged,  I  implored  you  not  to  go;  I  knew  it  would  be 

unpleasant     .     .     ."  ' 

"Unpleasant!"  she  cried— " hideous !     As  long  as  I  live  I 

shall  never  forget  it.     She  said  it  was  a  disgrace  to  sit  be 

side  me."  . 

"A  silly  woman's  chatter,"  he  said;  "but  why  risk  it,  why 
provoke?     .     .     . 

"I  hate  your  calm.    You  ought  not  to  have  brought  me  tc 

this.     If  you  had  loved  me     ..." 
' '  Anna !     How  does  the  question  of  my  love  come  in  1 

"Oh,  if  you  loved  me,  as  I  love,  if  you  were  tortured  as 

am!     .'    .     ."  she  said,  looking  at  him  with  an  expression  oj terror. 

He  was  sorry  for  her,  and  angry  notwithstanding.
  Ht 

assured  her  of  his  love  because  he  saw  that  this  was  the  on
lj 

means  of  soothing  her,  and  he  did  not  reproach  her  in  wo
rds 

but  in  his  heart  he  reproached  her. 

And  the  asseverations  of  his  love,  which  seemed  to  him  I 

vulgar  that  he  was  ashamed  to  utter  them,  she  drank 
 ii 

eagerly,  and  gradually  became  calmer.  The  next  day,
  com 

pletely  reconciled,  they  left  for  the  country. 



PART  VI 

CHAPTER  I 

Darya  Alexandrovna  spent  the  summer  with  her  children 

it  Pokrovskoe,  at  her  sister  Kitty  Levin's.  The  house  on  her 
)wn  estate  was  quite  in  ruins,  and  Levin  and  his  wife  had 
persuaded  her  to  spend  the  summer  with  them.  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch  greatly  approved  of  the  arrangement.  He  said 

le  was  very  sorry  his  official  duties  prevented  him  from  spend- 
ing the  summer  in  the  country  with  his  family,  which  would 

lave  been  the  greatest  happiness  for  him;  and  remaining  in 
Moscow,  he  came  down  to  the  country  from  time  to  time  for  a 

!iay  or  two.  Besides  the  Oblonskys,  with  all  their  children  and 
their  governess,  the  old  princess  too  came  to  stay  that  summer 
With  the  Levins,  as  she  considered  it  her  duty  to  watch  over 
tier  inexperienced  daughter  in  her  interesting  condition. 

Moreover,  Varenka,  Kitty's  friend  abroad,  kept  her  promise 
to  come  to  Kitty  when  she  was  married,  and  stayed  with  her 

Ifriend.  All  of  these  were  friends  or  relations  of  Levin 's  wife. 
And  though  he  liked  them  all,  he  rather  regretted  his  own 
Levin  world  and  ways,  which  was  smothered  by  this  influx 

jof  the  ' ' Shtcherbatsky  element,"  as  he  called  it  to  himself. 
Of  his  own  relations  there  stayed  with  him  only  Sergey  Ivano- 
vitch,  but  he  too  was  a  man  of  the  Koznishev  and  not  the 

Levin  stamp,  so  that  the  Levin  spirit  was  utterly  obliterated. 

In  the  Levins'  house,  so  long  deserted,  there  were  now  so 
many  people  that  almost  all  the  rooms  were  occupied,  and 
almost  every  day  it  happened  that  the  old  princess,  sitting 
down  to  table,  counted  them  all  over,  and  put  the  thirteenth 
grandson  or  granddaughter  at  a  separate  table.  And  Kitty, 
with  her  careful  housekeeping,  had  no  little  trouble  to  get  all 
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the  chickens,  turkeys,  and  geese,  of  which  so  many  were 

needed  to  satisfy  the  summer  appetites  of  the  visitors  and| 
children. 

The  whole  family  were  sitting  at  dinner.  Dolly's  children,| 
with  their  governess  and  Varenka,  were  making  plans  for  go- 

ing to  look  for  mushrooms.  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who  was  looked! 

up  to  by  all  the  party  for  his  intellect  and  learning,  with  a 

respect  that  almost  amounted  to  awe,  surprised  every  one  by| 
joining  in  the  conversation  about  mushrooms. 

"Take  me  with  you.  I  am  very  fond  of  picking  mush-l 

rooms, ' '  he  said,  looking  at  Varenka ;  "  I  think  it  's  a  very  nicd 

occupation/ ' 
"Oh,  we  shall  be  delighted,"  answered  Varenka,  coloring 

a  little.     Kitty  exchanged  meaning  glances  with  Dolly.     Thd 
proposal  of  the  learned  and  intellectual  Sergey  Ivanovitch  t( 
go  looking  for  mushrooms  with  Varenka  confirmed  certain 

theories  of  Kitty 's  with  which  her  mind  had  been  very  busy  oi 
late.     She  made  haste  to  address  some  remark  to  her  mother] 
so  that  her  look  should  not  be  noticed.    After  dinner  SergeJ 

Ivanovitch  sat  with  his  cup  of  coffee  at  the  drawing-roon| 
window,  and  while  he  took  part  in  a  conversation  he  had  b< 

gun  with  his  brother,  he  watched  the  door  through  which  thj 
children  would  start   on   the   mushroom-picking  expeditioi 

Levin  was  sitting  in  the  window  near  his  brother. 

Kitty  stood  beside  her  husband,  evidently  awaiting  the  ent| 
of  a  conversation  that  had  no  interest  for  her,  in  order  to  tel 
him  something. 

"You  have  changed  in  many  respects  since  your  marriage 

and  for  the  better,"  said  Sergey  ivanovitch,  smiling  to  Kitt: 

and  obviously  little  interested  in  the  conversation,  "but  yoj 
have  remained  true  to  your  passion  for  defending  the  m< 

paradoxical  theories. ' ' 
* '  Katya,  it 's  not  good  for  you  to  stand, ' '  her  husband  said  t 

her,  putting  a  chair  for  her  and  looking  significantly  at  her.  | 

"Oh,  and  there's  no  time  either,"  added  Sergey  Ivanovitcl 
seeing  the  children  running  out. 

At  the  head  of  them  all  Tanya  galloped  sideways,  in 
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ightly-drawn  stockings,  and  waving  a  basket  and  Sergey 
Ivanovitch 's  hat,  she  ran  straight  up  to  him. 
Boldly  running  up  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch  with  shining  eyes, 

;o  like  her  father's  fine  eyes,  she  handed  him  his  hat  and 
nade  as  though  she  would  put  it  on  for  him,  softening  her 
ireedom  by  a  shy  and  friendly  smile. 

"  Varenka 's  waiting,"  she  said,  carefully  putting  his  hat 
>n,  seeing  from  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  smile  that  she  might lo  so. 

Varenka  was  standing  at  the  door,  dressed  in  a  yellow  print 
*own,  with  a  white  kerchief  on  her  head. 

"I'm   coming,    I'm    coming,    Varvara    Andreevna,"    said 
q  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  finishing  his  cup  of  coffee,  and  putting  into 
heir  separate  pockets  his  handkerchief  and  cigar-case. 

"And  how  sweet  my  Varenka  is!  eh?"  said  Kitty  to  her 
msband,  as  soon  as  Sergey  Ivanovitch  rose.  She  spoke  so  that 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  could  hear,  and  it  was  clear  that  she  meant 

lim  to  do  so.  "And  how  good-looking  she  is — such  a  refined 
?;,)eauty!  Varenka!"  Kitty  shouted.  "Shall  you  be  in  the 
pill  copse  ?    We  '11  come  out  to  you. ' ' 

'You  certainly  forget  your  condition,  Kitty,"  said  the  old 
princess,  hurriedly  coming  out  at  the  door.     "You  mustn't 

^ihout  like  that. ' ' 

Varenka,  hearing  Kitty's  voice  and  her  mother's  reprimand, 
pent  with  light,  rapid  steps  up  to  Kitty.  The  rapidity  of  her 
tiovement,  her  flushed  and  eager  face,  everything  betrayed 
hat  something  out  of  the  common  was  going  on  in  her. 
Qtty  knew  what  this  was,  and  had  been  watching  her  in- 
ently.  She  called  Varenka  at  that  moment  merely  in  order 
nentally  to  give  her  a  blessing  for  the  important  event  which, 
.s  Kitty  fancied,  was  bound  to  come  to  pass  that  day  after linner  in  the  wood. 

'Varenka,  I  should  be  very  happy  if  a  certain  something 
rere  to  happen,"  she  whispered  as  she  kissed  her. 
"And  are  you  coming  with  us?"  Varenka  said  to  Levin  in 

onfusion,  pretending  not  to  have  heard  what  had  been aid. 
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"I  am  coming,  but  only  as  far  as  the  threshing-floor,  an< 

there  I  shall  stop." 
' '  Why,  what  do  you  want  there  ? ' '  said  Kitty. 
• '  I  must  go  to  have  a  look  at  the  new  wagons,  and  to  chec 

the  invoice/ '  said  Levin;  "and  where  will  you  be?" 
' '  On  the  terrace. ' ' 

CHAPTER  II 

On  the  terrace  were  assembled  all  the  ladies  of  the  part} 

They  always  liked  sitting  there  after  dinner,  and  that  day  the 
had  work  to  do  there  too.  Besides  the  sewing  and  knitting  c 

baby-clothes,  with  which  all  of  them  were  busy,  that  afternoo 

jam  was  being  made  on  the  terrace  by  a  method  new  to  Agafe 

Mihalovna,  without  the  addition  of  water.  Kitty  had  intj 

duced  this  new  method,  which  had  been  in  use  in  her  horn 

Agafea  Mihalovna,  to  whom  the  task  of  jam-making  had  a 

ways  been  intrusted,  considering  that  what  had  been  done 
the  Levin  household  could  not  be  amiss,  had  nevertheless  pi 

water  with  the  strawberries,  maintaining  that  the  jam  coul 

not  be  made  without  it.  She  had  been  caught  in  the  act,  an 

was  now  making  jam  before  every  one,  and  it  was  to  I 

proved  to  her  conclusively  that  jam  could  be  very  well  mai 
without  water. 

Agafea  Mihalovna,  her  face  heated  and  angry,  her  hair  u 

tidy,  and  her  thin  arms  bare  to  the  elbows,  was  turning  tl 

preserving-pan  over  the  charcoal  stove,  looking  darkly  at  tl 

raspberries  and  devoutly  hoping  they  would  stick  and  not  co« 

properly.  The  princess,  conscious  that  Agafea  Mihalovn 

wrath  must  be  chiefly  directed  against  her,  as  the  pers 

responsible  for  the  raspberry  jam-making,  tried  to  appear 

be  absorbed  in  other  things  and  not  interested  in  the  jai 

talked  of  other  matters,  but  cast  stealthy  glances  in  the  di 
tion  of  the  stove. 

"I  always  buy  my  maids'  dresses  myself,  of  some  chej ICJ 
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Material,"  the  princess  said,  continuing  the  previous  conversa- 
ion.     ' '  Isn  't  it  time  to  skim  it,  my  dear  ? ' '  she  added,  address- 
ng  Agafea  Mihalovna.     "There's  not  the  slightest  need  for 

fou  to  do  it,   and  it's  hot   for  you,"   she  said,   stopping titty. 

1*111  do  it,"  said  Dolly,  and  getting  up,  she  carefully  passed he  spoon  over  the  frothing  sugar,  and  from  time  to  time 
hook  off  the  clinging  jam  from  the  spoon  by  knocking  it  on  a 
)late  that  was  covered  with  yellow-red  scum  and  blood- 

olored  syrup.  "How  they'll  enjoy  this  at  tea-time!"  she 
hought  of  her  children,  remembering  how  she  herself  as  a 
hild  had  wondered  how  it  was  the  grown-up.  people  did  not 
kat  what  was  best  of  all — the  scum  of  the  jam. 

'Stiva  says  it's  much  better  to  give  money."  Dolly  took 
ip  meanwhile  the  weighty  subject  under  discussion,  what 
>resents  should  be  made  to  servants.     "But    .     .     ." 

"Money's  out  of  the  question!"  the  princess  and  Kitty  ex- 
maimed  with  one  voice.     '  t  They  appreciate  a  present     .     .     ." 

;;Well,  last  year,  for  instance,  I  bought  our  Matrona  Sem- 
^enovna,  not  a  poplin,  but  something  of  that  sort,"  said  the )rincess. 

"I  remember  she  was  wearing  it  on  your  nameday." 
"A  charming  pattern— so  simple  and  refined,— I  should 

lave  liked  it  myself,  if  she  hadn't  had  it.  Something  like 
|f arenka  's.     So  pretty  and  inexpensive. ' ' 
"Well,  now  I  think  it's  done,"  said  Dolly,  dropping  the ^rup  from  the  spoon. 

"When  it  sets  as  it  drops,  it's  ready.  Cook  it  a  little 
onger,  Agafea  Mihalovna." 

The  flies ! ' '  said  Agafea  Mihalovna  angrily.     ' '  It  '11  be  just 
he  same,"  she  added. 

"Ah,  how  sweet  it  is!  don't  frighten  it!"  Kitty  said  sud- 
denly, looking  at  a  sparrow  that  had  settled  on  the  step  and 

Vas  pecking  at  the  centre  of  a  raspberry. 

"Yes,  but  you  keep  a  little  further  from  the  stove,"  said ier  mother. 

"A  propos  de  Varenka,"  said  Kitty,  speaking  in  French,  as 
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they  had  been  doing  all  the  while,  so  that  Agafea  Mih
aloviu 

should  not  understand  them,  "you  know,  maman,  I  someh
ow 

expect  things  to  be  settled  to-day.  You  know  what  I  me
an 

How  splendid  it  would  be ! ' '  _' ■'      ■ 

*  *  But  what  a  famous  matchmaker  she  is  V '  said  Dolly.      Ho\ 

carefully  and  cleverly  she  throws  them  together !     .     .     l'  I 

f '  No !     Tell  me,  maman,  what  do  you  think  ?  ? ! 

' '  Why,  what  is  one  to  think  %    He ' '  ( Tie  meant  Sergey  I vano 

vitch)  "might  at  any  time  have  been  a  match  for  any  one  h 

Russia;  now,  of  course,  he's  not  quite  a  young  man,  still 

know  ever  so  many  girls  would  be  glad  to  marry  him  eve* 

now.     .     .     .     She's  a  very  nice  girl,  but  he  might     .     .     ." 

"Oh,  no,  mamma,  do  understand  why,  for  him  and  for  he 

too,  nothing  better  could  be  imagined.  In  the  first  place, 
 she' 

charming !"  said  Kitty,  crooking  one  of  her  fingers. 

"He  thinks  her  very  attractive,  that's  certain,"  asse
nte 

Dolly.  . 

"Then  he  occupies  such  a  position  in  society  that  he  nas  n 

need  to  look  for  either  fortune  or  position  in  his  wife
.  All  r 

needs  is  a  good,  sweet  wife— a  restful  
0116.' ' 

"Well,  with  her  he  would  certainly  be  restful,      Doll 
assented. 

"Thirdly,  that  she  should  love  him.  And  so  it  is  .  . 

that  is,  it  would  be  so  splendid!  .  .  J  I  lo
ok  forward 

seeing  them  coming  out  of  the  forest-and  every
thing  settle 

I  shall  see  at  once  by  their  eyes.  I  should  be  s
o  dehghtec 

What  do  you  think,  Dolly?"  I 

"But  don't  excite  yourself.     It's  not  at  all  the  thing  1
 

you  to  be  excited, ' '  said  her  mother. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  excited,  mamma.    I  fancy  he  will  make
  n 

an  offer  to-day." 

"Ah,  that's  so  strange,  how  and  when  a  man  makes ^ 

offer'  .  .  .  There  is  a  sort  of  barrier,  and  all  at  
once  it 

broken  down,"  said  Dolly,  smiling  pensively  and  recall
ing  h 

past  with  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"Mamma,  how  did  papa  make  you  an  offer?     Kitty
  as* 

suddenly. 
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"There  was  nothing  out  of  the  way,  it  was  very  simple," inswered  the  princess,  but  her  face  beamed  all  over  at  the 
•ecollection. 

"Oh,  but  how  was  it?  You  loved  him,  anyway,  before  you vere  allowed  to  speak?" 
Kitty  felt  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  being  able  now  to  talk  to 

ter  mother  on  equal  terms  about  those  questions  of  such  para- 
mount interest  in  a  woman's  life. 

'Of  course  I  did;  he  had  come  to  stay  with  us  in  the 
ountry. ' ' 

"But  how  was  it  settled  between  you,  mamma?" 
"You  imagine,  I  dare  say,  that  you  invented  something 

[uite  new?  It's  always  just  the  same:  it  was  settled  by  the yes,  by  smiles    ..." 

"How  nicely  you  said  that,  mamma!  It's  just  by  the  eyes, y  smiles  that  it 's  done, ' '  Dolly  assented. 
"But  what  words  did  he  say?" 
"What  did  Kostya  say  to  you?" 
"He  wrote  it  in  chalk.  It  was  wonderful.  .  .  .  How mg  ago  it  seems!"  she  said. 

'And  the  three  women  all  fell  to  musing  on  the  same  thing, .my  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence.  She  remembered  all 
hat  last  winter  before  her  marriage,  and  her  passion  for ronsky. 

"There's  one  thing  .  .  .  that  old  love-affair  of  Varenka 's, " lie  said,  a  natural  chain  of  ideas  bringing  her  to  this  point. 
I  should  have  liked  to  say  something  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch 
)  prepare  him.     They're  all-all  men,  I  mean,"  she  added,' awfully  jealous  over  our  past." 

I  Not  all, ' '  said  Dolly.  «  <  You  judge  by  your  own  husband. t  makes  him  miserable  even  now  to  remember  Vronsky.  Eh  ? 
lat's  true,  isn't  it?" 

|Yes,"  Kitty  answered,  a  pensive  smile  in  her  eyes. 
"But  I  really  don't  know,"  the  mother  put  in  in  defense  of »  motherly  care  of  her  daughter,  "what  there  was  in  your 
tat  that  could  worry  him?  That  Vronsky  paid  you  atten- ons — that  happens  to  every  girl." 



704  ANNA  KARENINA 

"Oh,  yes,  but  we  didn't  mean  that,"  Kitty  said,  flushing little. 

"No,  let  me  speak,"  her  mother  went  on,  "why,  you  youi 

self  would  not  let  me  have  a  talk  to  Vronsky.  Don't  yo 

remember  ? ' ' 

"Oh,  mamma!"  said  Kitty,  with  an  expression  of  suffering 

"There's  no  keeping  you  young  people  in  check  now 

days.     .     .     .     Your  friendship  could  not  have  gone  beyon 

what  was  suitable.     I  should  myself  have  called  upon  him 

explain  himself.    But,  my  darling,  it's  not  right  for  you  to  I 

agitated.    Please  remember  that,  and  calm  yourself." 
"I'm  perfectly  calm,  maman." 

"How  happy  it  was  for  Kitty  that  Anna  came  then,"  sai 
Dolly,  "and  how  unhappy  for  her.     It  turned  out  quite  tl 

opposite,"  she  said,  struck  by  her  own  ideas.     "Then  Am 
was  so  happy,  and  Kitty  thought  herself  unhappy.     Now  it 

just  the  opposite.     I  often  think  of  her. ' ' 
' '  A  nice  person  to  think  about !  Horrid,  repulsive  woman- 

no  heart,"  said  her  mother,  who  could  not  forget  that  Kit 
had  married  not  Vronsky,  but  Levin. 

"What  do  you  want  to  talk  of  it  for?"  Kitty  said  wi 

annoyance.  "I  never  think  about  it,  and  I  don't  want 

think  of  it  .  .  .  And  I  don't  want  to  think  of  it,"  s 

said,  catching  the  sound  of  her  husband's  well-known  step 
the  steps  of  the  terrace. 

"What's  that  you  don't  want  to  think  about?"  inquir 
Levin,  coming  on  to  the  terrace. 

But  no  one  answered  him,  and  he  did  not  repeat  t 

question. 

"I'm  sorry  I've  broken  in  on  your  feminine  parliament 

he  said,  looking  round  on  every  one  discontentedly,  and  p 

ceiving  that  they  had  been  talking  of  something  which  tli 
would  not  talk  about  before  him. 

For  a  second  he  felt  that  he  was  scaring  the  feeling 

Agafea  Mihalovna,   vexation   at  their  making  jam  with(| 

water,  and  altogether  at  the  outside  Shtcherbatsky  eleme 
He  smiled,  however,  and  went  up  to  Kitty. 
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* '  Well,  how  are  you  ? ' '  he  asked  her,  looking  at  her  with  the 
xpression  with  which  every  one  looked  at  her  now. 

"Oh,  very  well,"  said  Kitty,  smiling,  "and  how  have  things 
tone  with  you  ? ' ' 

"The  wagon  held  three  times  as  much  as  the  old  carts  did. 
>Vell,  are  we  going  for  the  children  ?  I  've  ordered  the  horses 
o  be  put  in. " 

"What!  you  want  to  take  Kitty  in  the  wagonette ?"  her 
toother  said  reproachfully. 

"Yes,  at  a  walking-pace,  princess." 
•Levin  never  called  the  princess  "maman"  as  men  often  do 
;all  their  mothers-in-law,  and  the  princess  disliked  his  not 
loing  so.  But  though  he  liked  and  respected  the  princess, 
Jevin  could  not  call  her  so  without  a  sense  of  profaning  his 
Jeling  for  his  dead  mother. 

"Come  with  us,  maman,"  said  Kitty. 

[ '  I  don 't  like  to  see  such  imprudence. ' f 
"Well,  I'll  walk  then,  I'm  so  well."  Kitty  got  up  and arent  to  her  husband  and  took  his  hand. 

"You  may  be  well,  but  everything  in  moderation, "  said  the princess. 

"Well,  Agafea  Mihalovna,  is  the  jam  done?"  said  Levin, 
jmiling  to  Agafea  Mihalovna,  and  trying  to  cheer  her  up. 

►  'Is  it  all  right  in  the  new  way?" 
'I  suppose  it's  all  right.     For  our  notions  it's  boned  too 

ong." 
"It'll  be  all  the  better,  Agafea  Mihalovna,  it  won't  mildew, 

?ven  though  our  ice  has  begun  to  thaw  already,  so  that  we've 
no  cool  cellar  to  store  it,"  said  Kitty,  at  once  divining  her 
ausband's  motive,  and  addressing  the  old  housekeeper  with 
the  same  feeling;  "but  your  pickle's  so  good,  that  mamma 
says  she  never  tasted  any  like  it,"  she  added,  smiling,  and 
putting  her  kerchief  straight. 
Agafea  Mihalovna  looked  angrily  at  Kitty. 

'You  needn't  try  to  console  me,  mistress.     I  need  only  to 
look  at  you  with  him,  and  I  feel  happy,"  she  said,  and  some- 
king  in  the  rough  familiarity  of  that  with  Mm  touched  Kitty. 
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*  *  Come  along  with  us  to  look  for  mushrooms,  you  will  show 
us  the  best  places. ' '  Agaf  ea  Mihalovna  smiled  and  shook  he] 
head,  as  though  to  say:  "I  should  like  to  be  angry  with  you 

too,  but  I  can't." 
"Do  it,  please,  by* my  receipt,"  said  the  princess;  "put  some 

paper  over  the  jam,  and  moisten  it  with  a  little  rum,  and 

without  even  ice,  it  will  never  go  mildewy. ' ' 

CHAPTER  III 

Kitty  was  particularly  glad  of  a  chance  of  being  alone  wit 

her  husband,  for  she  had  noticed  the  shade  of  mortificatior 

that  had  passed  over  his  face — always  so  quick  to  reflect  ever: 
feeling — at  the  moment  when  he  had  come  onto  the  terrac 

and  asked  what  they  were  talking  of,  and  had  got  no  answer 

When  they  had  set  off  on  foot  ahead  of  the  others,  and  ha< 

come  out  of  sight  of  the  house  onto  the  beaten  dusty  road 

marked  with  rusty  wheels  and  sprinkled  with  grains  of  com 

she  clung  faster  to  his  arm  and  pressed  it  closer  to  her.  H 

had  quite  forgotten  the  momentary  unpleasant  impression,  an 

alone  with  her  he  felt,  now  that  the  thought  of  her  approacr 

ing  motherhood  was  never  for  a  moment  absent  from  his  mine 

a  new  and  delicious  bliss,  quite  pure  from  all  alloy  of  sens* 

in  the  being  near  to  the  woman  he  loved.  There  was  no  nee 

of  speech,  yet  he  longed  to  hear  the  sound  of  her  voice,  whic 

like  her  eyes  had  changed  since  she  had  been  with  child.  I 

her  voice,  as  in  her  eyes,  there  was  that  softness  and  gravit 

which  is  found  in  people  continually  concentrated  on  sorr 
cherished  pursuit. 

"So  you 're  not  tired ?    Lean  more  on  me, ' '  said  he. 
"No,  I'm  so  glad  of  a  chance  of  being  alone  with  you,  an 

I  must  own,  though  I'm  happy  with  them,  I  do  regret  01 

winter  evenings  alone." 
"That  was  good,  but  this  is  even  better.  Both  are  better, 

he  said,  squeezing  her  hand. 
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"Do  you  know  what  we  were  talking  about  when  you 
3ame  in?" 

"About  jam?" 

"Oh,  yes,  about  jam  too;  but  afterwards,  about  how  men nake  offers." 

"Ah!"  said  Levin,  listening  more  to  the  sound  of  her  voice 
:han  to  the  words  she  was  saying,  and  all  the  while  paying 
attention  to  the  road,  which  passed  now  through  the  forest, 
md  avoiding  places  where  she  might  make  a  false  step. 
"And  about  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  Varenka.  You've 

loticed?  .  .  .  I'm  very  anxious  for  it,"  she  went  on. 
'What  do  you  think  about  it?"  And  she  peeped  into  his face. 

"I  don't  know  what  to  think,"  Levin  answered,  smiling. 
'Sergey  seems  very  strange  to  me  in  that  way.     I  told  you, you  know    ..." 

"Yes,  that  he  was  in  love  with  that  girl  who  died    .    .     ." 
"That  was  when  I  was  a  child;  I  know  about  it  from  hear- say and  tradition.     I  remember  him  then.     He  was  wonder- 

fully sweet.     But  I've  watched  him  since  with  women;  he  is friendly,  some  of  them  he  likes,  but  one  feels  that  to  him 
they're  simply  people,  not  women." 

'Yes,   but  now  with  Varenka.     ...     I   fancy   there's something    .     .     ." 

f  "Perhaps  there  is  .  .  .  But  one  has  to  know  him  .  .  . 
He's  a  peculiar,  wonderful  person.  He  lives  a  spiritual  life 
>nly.     He 's  too  pure,  too  exalted  a  nature.  I ' 

' '  Why  ?     Would  this  lower  him,  then  ? ' ' 
uNo,  but  he's  so  used  to  a  spiritual  life  that  he  can't 

'econcile  himself  with  actual  fact,  and  Varenka  is  after  all !act." 

Levin  had  grown  used  by  now  to  uttering  his  thought  boldly, 
vithout  taking  the  trouble  of  clothing  it  in  exact  language. 
tie  knew  that  his  wife,  in  such  moments  of  loving  tenderness 
is  now,  would  understand  what  he  meant  to  say  from  a  hint, md  she  did  understand  him. 

uYes,  but  there's  not  so  much  of  that  actual  fact  about  her 
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>> 

as  about  me.     I  can  see  that  he  would  never  have  cared  for  me. 

She  is  altogether  spiritual. ' ' 
1 '  Oh,  no,  he  is  so  fond  of  you,  and  I  am  always  so  glad  when 

my  people  like  you.    .    .    . ' ' 
i '  Yes,  he 's  very  nice  to  me ;  but    * 
"It's  not  as  it  was  with  poor  Nikolay  .  .  .  you  really 

cared  for  each  other,"  Levin  finished.  "Why  not  speak  oi 
him?"  he  added.  "I  sometimes  blame  myself  for  not;  it 
ends  in  one's  forgetting.  Ah,  how  terrible  and  dear  he 
was !  .  .  .  Yes,  what  were  we  talking  about  ? ' '  Levin  said 
after  a  pause. 

"You  think  he  can't  fall  in  love,"  said  Kitty,  translating 
into  her  own  language. 

"It's  not  so  much  that  he  can't  fall  in  love,"  Levin  said 
smiling, ' '  but  he  has  not  the  weakness  necessary.  .  .  .  I  'v< 
always  envied  him,  and  even  now,  when  I  'm  so  happy,  I  stil 

envy  him." 
"You  envy  him  for  not  being  able  to  fall  in  love? 

"I  envy  him  for  being  better  than  me,"  said  Levin.  "Hj 
does  not  live  for  himself.  His  whole  life  is  subordinated  t\ 

his  duty.     And  that's  why  he  can  be  calm  and  contented.' 
"And  you?"  Kitty  asked,  with  an  ironical  and  loving  smild 
She  could  never  have  explained  the  chain  of  thought  thai 

made  her  smile ;  but  the  last  link  in  it  was  that  her  husband 
in  exalting  his  brother  and  abasing  himself,  was  not  quitl 
sincere.  Kitty  knew  that  this  insincerity  came  from  hil 
love  for  his  brother,  from  his  sense  of  shame  at  being  tol 

happy,  and  above  all  from  his  unflagging  craving  to  b| 
better — she  loved  it  in  him,  and  so  she  smiled. 

"And  you?  What  are  you  dissatisfied  with?"  she  askec| 
with  the  same  smile. 

Her  disbelief  in  his  self-dissatisfaction  delighted  him,  anl 
unconsciously  he  tried  to  draw  her  into  giving  utterance  1| 
the  grounds  of  her  disbelief. 

"  I  am  happy,  but  dissatisfied  with  myself    .     .     . "  he  sai<| 
"Why,  how  can  you  be  dissatisfied  with  yourself  if  you  ai 

happy?" 
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1  Well,  how  shall  I  say  ?  .  .  .  In  my  heart  I  really  care 
?or  nothing  whatever  but  that  you  should  not  stumble— see  ? 
)h,  but  really  you  mustn't  skip  about  like  that!"  he  cried, 
fcaking  off  to  scold  her  for  too  agile  a  movement  in  stepping 
>ver  a  branch  that  lay  in  the  path.  "But  when  I  think  about 
nyself,  and  compare  myself  with  others,  especially  with  my 
>rother,  I  feel  I'm  a  poor  creature." 
"But  in  what  way?"  Kitty  pursued  with  the  same  smile. 

'Don't  you  too  work  for  others?  What  about  your  co- perative  settlement,  and  your  work  on  the  estate,  and  your 
ook?     .     .     ." 

' '  Oh,  but  I  feel,  and  particularly  just  now — it 's  your  fault, ' ' 
le  said,  pressing  her  hand— "that  all  that  doesn't  count.  I 
lo  it  in  a  way  half-heartedly.  If  I  could  care  for  all  that 
is  I  care  for  you !  .  .  .  Instead  of  that,  I  do  it  in  these 
lays  like  a  task  that  is  set  me. ' ' 

'  Well,  what  would  you  say  about  papa  ? ' '  asked  Kitty.  ' '  Is 
le  a  poor  creature  then,  as  he  does  nothing  for  the  public 
:ood?" 

"He? — no!  But  then  one  must  have  the  simplicity,  the traightforwardness,  the  goodness  of  your  father:  and  I 
laven't  got  that.  I  do  nothing,  and  I  fret  about  it.  It's  all 
'our  doing.  Before  there  was  you— and  this  too,"  he  added 
nth  a  glance  towards  her  waist  that  she  understood— "I  put 
J  my  energies  into  work;  now  I  can't,  and  I'm  ashamed;  I 
lo  it  just  as  though  it  were  a  task  set  me,  I'm  pretend- 
ng.     ..." 

'Well,  but  would  you  like  to  change  this  minute  with  Sergey 
vanovitch?"  said  Kitty.  "Would  you  like  to  do  this  work 
or  the  general  good,  and  to  love  the  task  set  you,  as  he  does, 
nd  nothing  else?" 

"Of  course  not,"  said  Levin.  "But  I'm  so  happy  that  I 
ion't  understand  anything.  So  you  think  he'll  make  her  an 
ffer  to-day?"  he  added  after  a  brief  silence. 
tl  think  so,  and  I  don't. think  so.  Only,  I'm  awfully 

nxious  for  it.  Here,  wait  a  minute. ' '  She  stooped  down  and 
>icked  a  wild  camomile  at  the  edge  of  the  path.     "Come, 
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countTheTdm^^  said>  SivinS  him  the 
flower.  .  . 

"He  does,  he  doesn't,"  said  Levin,  tearing  off  the  white 

' '  No  no ! ' '  Kitty,  snatching  at  his  hand,  stopped  him.  She 

had  been  watching  his  fingers  with  interest.     ' '  You 
 picked  of 

two."  .  ,,      -A 

"Oh  but  see,  this  little  one  shan't  count  to  make  up,  sa
ia 

Levin, '  tearing  off  a  little  half -grown  petal.  "  Here's  t
he 

wagonette  overtaking  us." 

"Aren't  you  tired,  Kitty?"  called  the  princess. 
"Not  in  the  least."  .  . 

"If  you  are  you  can  get  in,  as  the  horses  are  quiet
  anc 

walking."  . 

But  it  was  not  worth  while  to  get  in,  they  were  quite 
 neai 

the  place,  and  all  walked  on  together. 

CHAPTER  IV 

Varenka,  with  her  white  kerchief  on  her  bl
ack  hair,  sur 

rounded  by  the  children,  gaily  and  goo
d-humoredly  lookm, 

after  them,  and  at  the  same  time  visibly
  excited  at  the  pos 

sibility  of  receiving  a  declaration  from  
the  man  she  cared  f 01 

was  very  attractive.     Sergey  Ivanovi
tch  walked  beside  hei 

and  never  left  off  admiring  her.     Looki
ng  at  her  he  recal  * 

all  the  delightful  things  he  had  heard 
 from  her  lips,  all  th 

JoSw  about  her,  and  becam
e  more  and  more  conscio, 

that  the  feeling  he  had  for  her  was  s
omething  special  that  h 

had  felt  long,  long  ago,  and  only  once    m  bs    J  ̂  

The  feeling  of  happiness  in  being  n
ear  her  continually  grev 

and  at  last  reached  such  a  point  that,  
as  he  put  ahiige  siend [e 

stalked  agaric  fungus  in  her  basket   he  looke
d  "triuglu  ̂  

her  face,  and  noticing  the  flush  of  glad  a
nd  alarmed  exci^ 

ment  that  overspread  her  face,  he  was
  confused  himself,  an 

smiled  to  her  in  silence  a  smile  that  said
  too  much. 
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"If  so,"  he  said  to  himself,  "I  ought  to  think  it  over  and 
aake  up  my  mind,  and  not  give  way  like  a  boy  to  the  impulse 

»f  a  moment. ' ' 

"I'm  going  to  pick  by  myself  apart  from  all  the  rest,  or 
?lse  my  efforts  will  make  no  show,"  he  said,  and  he  left  the 
;dge  of  the  forest  where  they  were  walking  on  low  silky  grass 

>etween  old  birch-trees  standing  far  apart,  and  went  more 
nto  the  heart  of  the  wood,  where  between  the  white  birch- 
runks  there  were  gray  trunks  of  aspen  and  dark  bushes  of 
lazel.  Walking  some  forty  paces  away,  Sergey  Ivanovitch, 
mowing  he  was  out  of  sight,  stood  still  behind  a  bushy  spindle- 
ree  in  full  flower  with  its  rosy  red  catkins.  It  was  perfectly 
rtill  all  round  him.  Only  overhead  in  the  birches  under  which 

le  stood,  the  flies,  like  a  swarm  of  bees,  buzzed  unceasingly, 

ind  from  time  to  time  the  children 's  voices  were  floated  across 
o  him.  All  at  once  he  heard,  not  far  from  the  edge  of  the 

vood,  the  sound  of  Varenka's  contralto  voice,  calling  Grisha, 
ind  a  smile  of  delight  passed  over  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  face. 
Conscious  of  this  smile,  he  shook  his  head  disapprovingly  at 
lis  own  condition,  and  taking  out  a  cigar,  he  began  lighting  it. 
?or  a  long  while  he  could  not  get  a  match  to  light  against  the 
runk  of  a  birch-tree.  The  soft  scales  of  the  white  bark 

'ubbed  off  the  phosphorus,  and  the  light  went  out.  At  last 
Hie  of  the  matches  burned,  and  the  fragrant  cigar  smoke, 
lovering  uncertainly  in  flat,  wide  coils,  stretched  away  for- 

wards and  upwards  over  a  bush  under  the  overhanging 
ranches  of  a  birch-tree.  Watching  the  streak  of  smoke, 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  walked  gently  on,  deliberating  on  his 
position. 

1  Why  not  ?  "  he  thought.  ' '  If  it  were  only  a  passing  fancy 
3r  a  passion,  if  it  were  only  this  attraction — this  mutual  at- 
raction  (I  can  call  it  a  mutual  attraction),  but  I  felt  that  it 
wras  in  contradiction  with  the  whole  bent  of  my  life — if  I  felt 
:hat  in  giving  way  to  this  attraction  I  should  be  false  to  my 
location  and  my  duty  .  .  .  but  it's  not  so.  The  only 
hing  I  can  say  against  it  is  that,  when  I  lost  Marie,  I  said  to 

nyself  that  I  would  remain  faithful  to  her  memory.     That 's 
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the  only  thing  I  can  say  against  my  feeling.  .  . 
 .  That'* 

a  great  thing,"  Sergey  Ivanovitch  said  to  himself,  feeli
ng  ai 

the  same  time  that  this  consideration  had  not  the  slig
htes 

importance  for  him  personally,  but  would  only  perhaps 
 de 

tract  from  his  romantic  character  in  the  eyes  of  oth
ers.  * '  Bu 

apart  from  that,  however  much  I  searched,  I  should  n
ever  fim 

anything  to  say  against  my  feeling.  If  I  were  choos
ing  b; 

considerations  of  suitability  alone,  I  could  not  have  found  a
ny 

thing  better. "  1 

However  many  women  and  girls  he  thought  of  whom  
n 

knew,  he  could  not  think  of  a  girl  who  united  to  such  a  de
gre 

all,  positively  all,  the  qualities  he  would  wish  to  
see  in  hi 

wife      She  had  all  the  charm  and  freshness  of  youth,  but
  sh 

was  not  a  child;  and  if  she  loved  him,  she  loved  hi
m  cor 

sciously  as  a  woman  ought  to  love;  that  was  one  thing.     An
 

other  point :  she  was  not  only  far  from  being  worldly,  but 
 ha 

an  unmistakable  distaste  for  worldly  society,  and  at  th
e  sail) 

time  she  knew  the  world,  and  had  all  the  ways  of  a  wo
ma 

•  of  the  best  society,  which  were  absolutely  essential  to  Serg
e 

Ivanovitch 's  conception  of  the  woman  who  was  to  share  ft 

life     Thirdly:  she  was  religious,  and  not  like  a  child,
  ui 

consciously  religious  and  good,  as  Kitty,  for  example,  was,
  bi 

her  life  was  founded  on  religious  principles.     Even  m  triflj 

matters,  Sergey  Ivanovitch  found  in  her  all  that  he  
wanted 

his  wife:  she  was  poor  and  alone  in  the  world,  so  she
  woul 

not  bring  with  her  a  mass  of  relations  and  their  influen
ce  in 

her  husband's  house,  as  he  saw  now  in  Kitty's  case.     SI 

would  owe  everything  to  her  husband,  which  was  what  he
  ha 

always  desired  too  for  his  future  family  life.     And  this  gn 

who  united  all  these  qualities,  loved  him.     He  was  a  mod
eP 

man,  but  he  could  not  help  seeing  it.     And  he  lov
ed  he 

There  was  one   consideration   against  it— his   age.     But 

came  of  a  long-lived  family,  he  had  not  a  single  gray  hair,  1 

one  would  have  taken  him  for  forty,  and  he  
remember* 

Varenka's  saying  that  it  was  only  in  Russia  that  men  of  « 

thought  themselves  old,  and  that  in  France  a  man  of
  fifty  co 

siders  himself  dans  la  force  de  I'age,  while  a  man  of  f
orty 
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\m  jeune  homme.  But  what  did  the  mere  reckoning  of  years 

'matter  when  he  felt  as  young  in  heart  as  he  had  been  twenty 
years  ago?  Was  it  not  youth  to  feel  as  he  felt  now,  when 
eoming  from  the  other  side  to  the  edge  of  the  wood  he  saw  in 
the  glowing  light  of  the  slanting  sunbeams  the  gracious  figure 
bf  Varenka  in  her  yellow  gown  with  her  basket,  walking 

lightly  by  the  trunk  of  an  old  birch-tree,  and  when  this  im- 
pression of  the  sight  of  Varenka  blended  so  harmoniously  with 

the  beauty  of  the  view,  of  the  yellow  oatfield  lying  bathed  in 
the  slanting  sunshine,  and  beyond  it  the  distant  ancient  forest 
flecked  with  yellow  and  melting  into  the  blue  of. the  distance? 
His  heart  throbbed  joyously.  A  softened  feeling  came  over 
him.  He  felt  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind.  Varenka,  who 

had  just  crouc'hed  down  to  pick  a  mushroom,  rose  with  a 
upple  movement  and  looked  round.  Flinging  away  the  cigar, 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  advanced  with  resolute  steps  towards  her. 

CHAPTER  V 

"Varvara  Andreevna,  when  I  was  very  young,  I  set  before 
myself  the  ideal  of  the  woman  I  loved  and  should  be  happy  to 
call  my  wife.  I  have  lived  through  a  long  life,  and  now  for 

the  first  time  I  have  met  what  I  sought — in  you.  I  love  you, 
and  offer  you  my  hand. ' ' 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  saying  this  to  himself  while  he  was 
ten  paces  from  Varvara.  Kneeling  down,  with  her  hands  over 
the  mushrooms  to  guard  them  from  Grisha,  she  was  calling 
little  Masha. 

"Come  here,  little  ones!  There  are  so  many!"  she  was 
saying  in  her  sweet,  deep  voice. 

Seeing  Sergey  Ivanovitch  approaching,  she  did  not  get  up 
'and  did  not  change  her  position,  but  everything  told  him  that 
she  felt  his  presence  and  was  glad  of  it.. 

"Well,  did  you  find  some?"  she  asked  from  under  the  white 
kerchief,  turning  her  handsome,  gently  smiling  face  to  him. 
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1 '  Not  one, ' '  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch.    - '  Did  you  ? ' ' 
She  did  not  answer,  busy  with  the  children  who  thronged 

about  her. 

■ 'That  one  too,  near  the  twig,"  she  pointed  out  to  little 

Masha  a  little  fungus,  split  in  half  across  its  rosy  cap  by  the 

dry  grass  from  under  which  it  thrust  itself.  Varenka  got  up 

while  Masha  picked  the  fungus,  breaking  it  into  two  white 

halves.  ' '  This  brings  back  my  childhood, ' '  she  added,  moving 

apart  from  the  children  beside  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

They  walked  on  for  some  steps  in  silence.  Varenka  saw 

that  he  wanted  to  speak;  she  guessed  of  what,  and  felt  faint 

with  joy  and  panic.  They  had  walked  so  far  away  that  no 

one  could  hear  them  now,  but  still  he  did  not  begin  to  speak. 

It  would  have  been  better  for  Varenka  to  be  silent.  After  a 

silence  it  would  have  been  easier  for  them  to  say  what  they 

wanted  to  say  than  after  talking  about  mushrooms.  But 

against  her  own  will,  as  it  were  accidentally,  Varenka  said : 

"So  you  found  nothing?  In  the  middle  of  the  wood  there 

are  always  fewer,  though."  Sergey  Ivanovitch  sighed  an
d 

made  no  answer.  He  was  annoyed  that  she  had  spoken  ab
out 

the  mushrooms.  He  wanted  to  bring  her  back  to
'  the  first 

words  she  had  uttered  about  her  childhood;  but  after  a  pa
use 

of  some  length,  as  though  against  his  own  will,  he  mad
e  an 

observation  in  response  to  her  last  words.  J 

"I  have  heard  that  the  white  edible  funguses  are  foun
d 

principally  at  the  edge  of  the  wood,  though  I  ca
n't  tell  them 

apart." 
Some  minutes  more  passed,  they  moved  still  furthe

r  away 

from  the  children,  and  were  quite  alone.  Va
renka 's  heart 

throbbed  so  that  she  heard  it  beating,  and  felt  that  s
he  was 

turning  red  and  pale  and  red  again. 

To  be  the  wife  of  a  man  like  Koznishev,  after  her  p
osition 

with  Madame  Stahl,  was  to  her  imagination  the  he
ight  of 

happiness.  Besides,  she  was  almost  certain  that  s
he  was  in 

love  with  him.  And  this  moment  it  would  have  to  be  d
ecided 

She  felt  frightened.  She  dreaded  both  his  speaking  and
  hi 

not  speaking. 
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Now  or  never  it  must  be  said — that  Sergey  Ivanovitch  felt 
too.  Everything  in  the  expression,  the  flushed  cheeks  and  the 
downcast  eyes  of  Varenka  betrayed  a  painful  suspense. 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  saw  it  and  felt  sorry  for  her.  He  felt 
even  that  to  say  nothing  now  would  be  a  slight  to  her. 
Rapidly  in  his  own  mind  he  ran  over  all  the  arguments  in 
support  of  his  decision.  He  even  said  over  to  himself  the 
words  in  which  he  meant  to  put  his  offer,  but  instead  of  those 
words,  some  utterly  unexpected  reflection  that  occurred  to  him 
made  him  ask: 

"What  is  the  difference  between  the  i birch'  mushroom  and 
the  ' white'  mushroom? " 

Varenka 's  lips  quivered  with  emotion  as  she  answered : 
' '  In  the  top  part  there  is  scarcely  any  difference,  it 's  in  the 

stalk." 
And  as  soon  as  these  words  were  uttered,  both  he  and  she 

felt  that  it  was  over,  that  what  was  to  have  been  said  would 
not  be  said;  and  their  emotion,  which  had  up  to  then  been 
continually  growing  more  intense,  began  to  subside. 

"The  birch  mushroom's  stalk  suggests  a  dark  man's  chin 
after  two  days  without  shaving,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch, 
speaking  quite  calmly  now. 

Yes,  that 's  true, ' '  answered  Varenka  smiling,  and  uncon- 
sciously the  direction  of  their  walk  changed.  They  began  to 

turn  towards  the  children.  Varenka  felt  both  sore  and 
ashamed ;  at  the  same  time  she  had  a  sense  of  relief. 
When  he  had  got  home  again  and  went  over  the  whole 

subject,  Sergey  Ivanovitch  thought  his  previous  decision  had 
)een  a  mistaken  one.  He  could  not  be  false  to  the  memory  of 
Marie. 

"Gently,  children,  gently!"  Levin  shouted  quite  angrily 
to  the  children,  standing  before  his  wife  to  protect  her  when 
the  crowd  of  children  flew  with  shrieks  of  delight  to  meet  them. 
Behind  the  children  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  Varenka  walked 

out  of  the  wood.  Kitty  had  no  need  to  ask  Varenka ;  she  saw 
from  the  calm  and  somewhat  crestfallen  faces  of  both  that  her 
plans  had  not  come  off. 
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"Well?"  her  husband  questioned  her  as  they  were  going 

home  again. 

"It  doesn't  bite,"  said  Kitty,  her  smile  and  manner  of 

speaking  recalling  her  father,  a  likeness  Levin  often  noti
ced 

with  pleasure. 

"How  doesn't  bite !" 

"I'll  show  you,"  she  said,  taking  her  husband's  hand,  lift- 

ing it  to  her  mouth,  and  just  faintly  brushing  it  with  closed 

lips.     "Like  a  kiss  on  a  priest's  hand." 
"Which  didn't  it  bite  with?"  he  said,  laughing. 

"Both.     But  it  should  have  been  like  this     .     .     ." 
'  *  There  are  some  peasants  coming    .     . 

"Oh,  they  didn't  see." 

CHAPTER  VI 

During  the  time  of  the  children's  tea  the  grown-up  peopli 

sat  in  the  balcony  .and  talked  as  though  nothing  had  happened 

though  they  all,  especially  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  Va
renka 

were  very  well  aware  that  there  had  happened  an  event  whi
ch 

though  negative,  was  of  very  great  importance.  They  
botl 

had  the  same  feeling,  rather  like  that  of  a  schoolboy  after  
ai 

examination,  which  has  left  him  in  the  same  class  or  shu
t  hu 

out  of  the  school  forever.  Every  one  present,  feeling  too  
tha 

something  had  happened,  talked  eagerly  about  extrane
ous  sut 

jects.  Levin  and  Kitty  were  particularly  happy  and  con
sciou 

of  their  love  that  evening.  And  their  happiness  in  their  
lov 

seemed  to  imply  a  disagreeable  slur  on  those  who  would
  hav 

liked  to  feel  the  same  and  could  not— and  they  felt  a  prick  o 
conscience. 

"Mark  my  words,  Alexander  will  not  come,"  said  the  ol princess.  . 

That  evening  they  were  expecting  Stepan  Arkadyevitcn  
t 

come  down  by  train,  and  the  old  prince  had  written  that  po
s 

sibly  he  might  come  too. 
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"And  I  know  why,"  the  princess  went  on;  "he  says  that 
oung  people  ought  to  be  left  alone  for  a  while  at  first. ' ' 

* '  But  papa  has  left  us  alone.     We  've  never  seen  him, ' '  said 
fttty.    "Besides,  we're  not  young  people! — we're  old,  mar- 

ied  people  by  now. ' ' 

'Only  if  he  doesn't  come,  I  shall  say  good-bye  to  you 
hildren,"  said  the  princess,  sighing  mournfully. 
'What  nonsense,  mamma!"  both  the  daughters  fell  upon 

ier  at  once. 

'  i  How  do  you  suppose  he  is  feeling  ?  Why,  now  .  .  . " 
And  suddenly  there  was  an  unexpected  quiver  in  the 

wincess's  voice.  Her  daughters  were  silent,  and  looked  at 
me  another.  ' '  Maman  always  finds  something  to  be  miserable 
bout,"  they  said  in  that  glance.  They  did  not  know  that 
lappy  as  the  princess  was  in  her  daughter 's  house,  and  useful 
ls  she  felt  herself  to  be  there,  she  had  been  extremely 

riiserable,  both  on  her  own  account  and  her  husband's,  ever 
ince  they  had  married  their  last  and  favorite  daughter,  and 
he  old  home  had  been  left  empty. 

'What  is  it,  Agafea  Mihalovna?"  Kitty  asked  suddenly 
>f  Agafea  Mihalovna,  who  was  standing  with  a  mysterious 
lir,  and  a  face  full  of  meaning. 

'About  supper." 
'Well,  that's  right,"  said  Dolly;  "you  go  and  arrange 

tbout  it,  and  I'll  go  and  hear  Grisha  repeat  his  lesson,  or 
lse  he  will  have  done  nothing  all  day. ' ' 

'That's  my  lesson!  No,  Dolly,  I'm  going,"  said  Levin, 
limping  up. 

Grisha,  who  was  by  now  at  a  high  school,  had  to  go  over 
he  lessons  of  the  term  in  the  summer  holidays.  Darya 
klexandrovna,  who  had  been  studying  Latin  with  her  son 

n  Moscow  before,  had  made  it  a  rule  on  coming  to  the  Levins ' 
o  go  over  with  him,  at  least  once  a  day,  the  most  difficult 
essons  of  Latin  and  arithmetic.  Levin  had  offered  to  take 

fier  place,  but  the  mother,  having  once  overheard  Levin's 
esson,  and  noticing  that  it  was  not  given  exactly  as  the 
eacher  in  Moscow  had  given  it,  said  resolutely,  though  with 
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much  embarrassment  and  anxiety  not  to  mortify  Levin,  that 

they  must  keep  strictly  to  the  book  as  the  teacher  had  done, 

and  that  she  had  better  undertake  it  again  herself.  Levin 

was  amazed  both  at  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who,  by  neglecting 

his  duty,  threw  upon  the  mother  the  supervision  of  studies  of 

which  she  had  no  comprehension,  and  at  the  teachers  for 

teaching  the  children  so  badly.  But  he  promised  his  sister- 
in-law  to  give  the  lessons  exactly  as  she  wished.  And  he  went 

on  teaching  Grisha,  not  in  his  own  way,  but  by  the  book,  and 

so  took  little  interest  in  it,  and  often  forgot  the  hour  of  the 

lesson.     So  it  had  been  to-day. 

"No,  I'm  going,  Dolly,  you  sit  still, ' '  he  said.     "We'll  do 
it  all  properly,  like  the  book.     Only  when  Stiva  comes,  and 

we  go  out  shooting,  then  we  shall  have  to  miss  it. ' ' And  Levin  went  to  Grisha. 

Varenka  was  saying  the  same  thing  to  Kitty.  Even  in 

the  happy,  well-ordered  household  of  the  Levins  Varenka  had 

succeeded  in  making  herself  useful. 

"Ill  see  to  the  supper,  you  sit  still,"  she  said,  and  got  up 
to  go  to  Agafea  Mihalovna. 

"Yes,  yes,  most  likely  they've  not  been  able  to  get  chickens 

If  so,  ours     ..."  1 

"Agafea  Mihalovna  and  I  will  see  about  it,"  and  Varenke vanished  with  her. 

"What  a  nice  girl !"  said  the  princess. 

"Not  nice,  maman;  she's  an  exquisite  girl;  there's  no  one 

else  like  her." 

"So  you  are  expecting  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  to-day?"  saic 
Sergey  Ivanovitch,  evidently  not  disposed  to  pursue  the  con 

versation  about  Varenka.  "It  would  be  difficult  to  find  twt 

sons-in-law  more  unlike  than  yours,"  he  said  with  a  subtle 

smile.  "One  all  movement,  only  living  in  society,  like  a  fisl 

in  water ;  the  other  our  Kostya,  lively,  alert,  quick  in  every 

thing,  but  as  soon  as  he  is  in  society,  he  either  sinks  int< 

apathy,  or  struggles  helplessly  like  a  fish  on  land." 
"Yes,  he's  very  heedless,"  said  the  princess,  addressing 

Sergey  Ivanovitch.     "I've  been  meaning,  indeed,  to  ask  yoi 
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to  tell  him  that  it's  out  of  the  question  for  her"  (she  indi- 
cated Kitty)  "to  stay  here;  that  she  positively  must  come  to 

Moscow.     He  talks  of  getting  a  doctor  down     .     .     ." 

* '  Maman,  he  '11  do  everything ;  he  has  agreed  to  everything, ' ' 
Kitty  said,  angry  with  her  mother  for  appealing  to  Sergey 
Ivanovitch  to  judge  in  such  a  matter. 

In  the  middle  of  their  conversation  they  heard  the  snort- 
ing of  horses  and  the  sound  of  wheels  on  the  gravel.  Dolly 

had  not  time  to  get  up  to  go  and  meet  her  husband,  when 
from  the  window  of  the  room  below,  where  Grisha  was  having 
his  lesson,  Levin  leaped  out  and  helped  Grisha  out  after 
him. 

"It's  Stiva!"  Levin  shouted  from  under  the  balcony. 
"We've  finished,  Dolly,  don't  be  afraid!"  he  added,  and 
started  running  like  a  boy  to  meet  the  carriage. 

"Is  ea  id,  ejus,  ejus,  ejus!"  shouted  Grisha,  skipping  along the  avenue. 

"And  some  one  else  too!  Papa,  of  course!"  cried  Levin, 
stopping  at  the  entrance  of  the  avenue.  "Kitty,  don't  come 
down  the  steep  staircase,  go  round. ' ' 

But  Levin  had  been  mistaken  in  taking  the  person  sitting 
in  the  carriage  for  the  old  prince.  As  he  got  nearer  to  the 
carriage  he  saw  beside  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  not  the  prince, 
but  a  handsome,  stout  young  man  in  a  Scotch  cap,  with 
long  ends  of  ribbon  behind.  This  was  Vassenka  Veslovsky, 
a  distant  cousin  of  the  Shtcherbatskys,  a  brilliant  young 
gentleman  in  Petersburg  and  Moscow  society.  "A  capital 
fellow,  and  a  keen  sportsman,"  as  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said, introducing  him. 

Not  a  whit  abashed  by  the  disappointment  caused  by  his 
having  come  in  place  of  the  old  prince,  Veslovsky  greeted 
Levin  gaily,  claiming  acquaintance  with  him  in  the  past,  and 
snatching  up  Grisha  into  the  carriage,  lifted  him  over  the 
pointer  that  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  brought  with  him. 

Levin  did  not  get  into  the  carriage,  but  walked  behind. 
He  was  rather  vexed  at  the  non-arrival  of  the  old  prince, 
whom  he  liked  more  and  more  the  more  he  saw  of  him,  and 
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also  at  the  arrival  of  this  Vassenka  Veslovsky,  a  quite  un- 

congenial and  superfluous  person.  He  seemed  to  him  still 

more  uncongenial  and  superfluous  when,  on  approaching  the 

steps  where  the  whole  party,  children  and  grown-up,  were 

gathered  together  in  much  excitement,  Levin  saw  Vassenka 

Veslovsky,  with  a  particularly  warm  and  gallant  air,  kissing 

Kitty's  hand. 

"Your  wife  and  I  are  cousins  and  very  old  friends,' '  said 

Vassenka  Veslovsky,  once  more  shaking  Levin's  hand  with 
great  warmth. 

"Well,  are  there  plenty  of  birds?"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
said  to  Levin,  hardly  leaving  time  for  every  one  to  utter 

their  greetings.  "We've  come  with  the  most  savage  inten- 

tions. Why,  maman,  they've  not  been  in  Moscow  since! 

Look,  Tanya,  here's  something  for  you !  Get  it,  please,  it's  in 

the  carriage,  behind!"  he  talked  in  all  directions.  "How 

pretty  you've  grown,  Dolly,"  he  said  to  his  wife,  once  more 

kissing  her  hand,  holding  it  in  one  of  his,  and  patting  it 
with  the  other. 

Levin,  who  a  minute  before  had  been  in  the  happiest  frame 

of  mind,  now  looked  darkly  at  every  one,  and  everything 

displeased  him. 

"Who  was  it  he  kissed  yesterday  with  those  lips?"  he 

thought,  looking  at  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  tender  demonstra- 
tions to  his  wife.  He  looked  at  Dolly,  and  he  did  not  like 

her  either. 

"She  doesn't  believe  in  his  love.  So  what  is  she  so  pleased 

about  f     Revolting ! ' '  thought  Levin. 

He  looked  at  the  princess,  who  had  been  so  dear  to  him 

a  minute  before,  and  he  did  not  like  the  manner  in  which 

she  welcomed  this  Vassenka,  with  his  ribbons,  just  as  though 
she  were  in  her  own  house. 

Even  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who  had  come  out  too  on  to  the 

steps,  seemed  to  him  unpleasant  with  the  show  of  cordiality 

with  which  he  met  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  though  Levin  knew 

that  his  brother  neither  liked  nor  respected  Oblonsky. 

And  Varenka,  even  she  seemed  hateful,  with  her  air  sainte 
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nitouche  making  the  acquaintance  of  this  gentleman,  while 
all  the  while  she  was  thinking  of  nothing  but  getting  married. 
And  more  hateful  than  any  one  was  Kitty  for  falling  in 

with  the  tone  of  gaiety  with  which  this  gentleman  regarded  his 
visit  in  the  country,  as  though  it  were  a  holiday  for  himself 
and  every  one  else.  And,  above  all,  unpleasant  was  that 
particular  smile  with  which  she  responded  to  his  smile. 

Noisily  talking,  they  all  went  into  the  house;  but  as  soon 
as  they  were  all  seated,  Levin  turned  and  went  out. 

Kitty  saw  something  was  wrong  with  her  husband.  She 
tried  to  seize  a  moment  to  speak  to  him  alone,  but  he  made 
haste  to  get  away  from  her,  saying  he  was  wanted  at  the 
counting-house.  It  was  long  since  his  own  work  on  the 
estate  had  seemed  to  him  so  important  as  at  that  moment. 

"It's  all  holiday  for  them,"  he  thought;  "but  these  are  no 
holiday  matters,  they  won't  wait,  and  there's  no  living  with- 

out them." 

CHAPTER  VII 

Levin  came  back  to  the  house  only  when  they  sent  to  sum- 
mon him  to  supper.  On  the  stairs  were  standing  Kitty  and 

Agafea  Mihalovna,  consulting  about  wines  for  supper. 
"But  why  are  you  making  all  this  fuss?  Have  what  we 

usually  do." 

"No,  Stiva  doesn't  drink  .  .  .  Kostya,  stop,  what's  the 
matter?"  Kitty  began,  hurrying  after  him,  but  he  strode 
ruthlessly  away  to  the  dining-room  without  waiting  for  her, 
and  at  once  joined  in  the  lively  general  conversation  which 
was  being  maintained  there  by  Vassenka  Veslovsky  and  Stepan Arkadyevitch. 

"Well,  what  do  you  say,  are  we  going  shooting  to-morrow?" said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"Please,  do  let's  go,"  said  Veslovsky,  moving  to  another chair,  where  he  sat  down  sideways,  with  one  fat  leg  crossed, under  him. 
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"I  shall  be  delighted,  we  will  go.  And  have  you  had  any 

shooting  yet  this  year?"  said  Levin  to  Veslovsky,  looking  in- 

tently at  his  leg,  but  speaking  with  that  forced  amiability  that 

Kitty  knew  so  well  in  him,  and  that  was  so  out  of  keeping 

with  him.  "I  can't  answer  for  our  finding  grouse,  but  there 

are  plenty  of  snipe.  Only  we  ought  to  start  early.  You're 

not  tired?     Aren't  you  tired,  Stiva?" 
"Me  tired?  I've  never  been  tired  yet.  Suppose  we  stay 

up  all  night.     Let's  go  for  a  walk!" 

"Yes,  really,  let's  not  go  to  bed  at  all!  Capital!" 
Veslovsky  chimed  in. 

"Oh,  we  all  know  you  can  do  without  sleep,  and  keep  othe 

people  up  too, ' '  Dolly  said  to  her  husband,  with  that  faint  note 

of  irony  in  her  voice  which  she  almost  always  had  now  with 

her  husband.  "But  to  my  thinking,  it's  time  for  bed  now 

...     I'm  going,  I  don't  want  supper." 

"No,  do  stay  a  little,  Dolly,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 

going  round  to  her  side  behind  the  table  where  they  were 

having  supper.     "  I  've  so  much  still  to  tell  you. 

"Nothing  really,  I  suppose." 

.     "Do  you  know  Veslovsky  has  been  at  Anna's,  and  he  t 

going  to  them  again?     You  know  they're  hardly  fift
y  miles 

from  you,  and  I  too  must  certainly  go  over  there.    Ves
lovsky 

come  here!"  ., 

Vassenka  crossed  over  to  the  ladies,  and  sat  down
  beside 

Kitty.  .11  XT 

"Ah,  do  tell  me,  please;  you  have  stayed  with  her
/  Ho* 

was  she?"  Darya  Alexandrovna  appealed  to  him. 

Levin  was  left  at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  and  th
ougl 

never  pausing  in  his  conversation  with  the  pri
ncess  anc 

Varenka,  he  saw  that  there  was  an  eager  and  mysteri
ous  con 

versation  going  on  between  Stepan  Arkadyevitch, 
 Dolly 

Kitty,  and  Veslovsky.  And  that  was  not  all.  He  saw  
on  Mi 

wife's  face  an  expression  of  real  feeling  as  she  gazed  wit
l 

fixed  eyes  on  the  handsome  face  of  Vassenka,  who  was  t
ellinj 

them  something  with  great  animation. 

"It's  exceedingly  nice  at  their  place,"  Veslovsky  was  tellin 
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;hem  about  Vronsky  and  Anna.  "I  can't,  of  course,  take  it 
lpon  myself  to  judge,  but  in  their  house  you  feel  the  real 

reeling  of  home". 
1 '  What  do  they  intend  doing  ? ' ' 
I  believe  they  think  of  going  to  Moscow." 
How  jolly  it  would  be  for  us  all  to  go  over  to  them 

:ogether !     When  are  you  going  there  ? ' '  Stepan  Arkady evitch 
isked  Vassenka. 

1 ' 1  'm  spending  July  there. ' ' 
"Will  you  go?"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  to  his  wife. 
1 '  I  've  been  wanting  to  a  long  while ;  I  shall  certainly  go, ' ' 

aid  Dolly.  "I  am  sorry  for  her,  and  I  know  her.  She's  a 
splendid  woman.  I  will  go  alone,  when  you  go  back,  and  then 

[shall  be  in  no  one's  way.  And  it  will  be  better  indeed 
without  you." 
"To  be  sure,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "And  you, 

Kitty?" 
"  I  ?  Why  should  I  go  ? "  Kitty  said,  flushing  all  over,  and 

she  glanced  round  at  her  husband. 

"Do  you  know  Anna  Arkadyevna,  then?"  Veslovsky  asked 
her.     * '  She 's  a  very  fascinating  woman  ? " 

Yes, ' '  she  answered  Veslovsky,  crimsoning  still  more.  She 
got  up  and  walked  across  to  her  husband. 

"Are  you  going  shooting,  then,  to-morrow?"  she  said. 
His  jealousy  had  in  these  few  moments,  especially  at  the 

flush  that  had  overspread  her  cheeks  while  she  was  talking  to 
Veslovsky,  gone  far  indeed.  Now  as  he  heard  her  words,  he 
construed  them  in  his  own  fashion.  Strange  as  it  was  to  him 
afterwards  to  recall  it,  it  seemed  to  him  at  the  moment  clear 
that  in  asking  whether  he  was  going  shooting,  all  she  cared 
to  know  was  whether  he  would  give  that  pleasure  to  Vassenka 
Veslovsky,  with  whom,  as  he  fancied,  she  was  in  love. 

Yes,  I  'm  going, ' '  he  answered  her  in  an  unnatural  voice, disagreeable  to  himself. 

No,  better  spend  the  day  here  to-morrow,  or  Dolly  won't 
see  anything  of  her  husband,  and  set  off  the  day  after,"  said 
Kitty. 
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The  motive  of  Kitty's  words  was  interpreted  by  Levin  thus: 

1 '  Don 't  separate  me  from  him.  I  don 't  care  about  your  going, 

but  do  let  me  enjoy  the  society  of  this  delightful  young  man." 

"Oh,  if  you  wish,  we'll  stay  here  to-morrow,"  Levin  an- 
swered, with  peculiar  amiability. 

Vassenka  meanwhile,  utterly  unsuspecting  the  misery  his 

presence  had  occasioned,  got  up  from  the  table  after  Kitty, 

and  watching  her  with  smiling  and  admiring  eyes,  he  followed 
her. 

Levin  saw  that  look.  He  turned  white,  and  for  a  minute 

he  could  hardly  breathe.  "How  dare  he  look  at  my  wife  like 

that!"  was  the  feeling  that  boiled  within  him. 

"To-morrow,  then?  Do,  please,  let  us  go,"  said  Vassenka, 

sitting  down  on  a  chair,  and  again  crossing  his  leg  as  his  habit was. 

Levin's  jealousy  went  further  still.  Already  he  saw  him- 

self a  deceived  husband,  looked  upon  by  his  wife  and  her  lover 

as  simply  necessary  to  provide  them  with  the  conveniences
  and 

pleasures  of  life.  .  .  .  But  in  spite  of  that  he  made  
polite 

and  hospitable  inquiries  of  Vassenka  about  his  shooting, 
 his 

gun,  and  his  boots,  and  agreed  to  go  shooting  next  day
. 

"  Happily  for  Levin,  the  old  princess  cut  short  his  agonies  by 

getting  up  herself  and  advising  Kitty  to  go  to  bed.  
But  even 

at  this  point  Levin  could  not  escape  another  agony.  
As  he 

said  good-night  to  his  hostess,  Vassenka  would  
again  have 

kissed  her  hand,  but  Kitty,  reddening,  drew  back  her
  hand  and 

said  with  a  naive  bluntness,  for  which  the  old  princ
ess  scolded 

her  afterwards : 

1 '  We  don 't  like  that  fashion. " 

In  Levin's  eyes  she  was  to  blame  for  having  all
owed  such 

relations  to  arise,  and  still  more  to  blame  for  sho
wing  so  awk- 

wardly that  she  did  not  like  them. 

-Why,  how  can  one  want  to  go  to  bed!"  s
aid  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch,  who,  after  drinking  several  glas
ses  of  wine  at 

supper,  was  now  in  his  most  charming 
 and  sentimenta 

humor.  < '  Look,  Kitty, ' '  he  said,  pointing  to  the  moon  whict 

had  just  risen  behind  the  lime-trees— " how  exquis
ite!     Ve* 
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lovsky,  this  is  the  time  for  a  serenade.  You  know,  he  has  a 
splendid  voice;  we  practised  songs  together  along  the  road. 
jHe  has  brought  some  lovely  songs  with  him,  two  new  ones. 

Varvara  Andreevna  and  he  must  sing  some  duets. ' ' 
When  the  party  had  broken  up,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 

walked  a  long  while  about  the  avenue  with  Veslovsky;  their 
voices  could  be  heard  singing  one  of  the  new  songs. 

Levin  hearing  these  voices  sat  scowling  in  an  easj'-chair  in 

his  wife's  bedroom,  and  maintained  an  obstinate  silence  when 
she  asked  him  what  was  wrong.  But  when  at  last  with  a 

timid  glance  she  hazarded  the  question :  ' '  Was  there  perhaps 
something  you  disliked  about  Veslovsky?" — it  all  burst  out, 
and  he  told  her  all.  He  was  humiliated  himself  at  what  he 
was  saying,  and  that  exasperated  him  all  the  more. 
He  stood  facing  her  with  his  eyes  glittering  menacingly 

under  his  scowling  brows,  and  he  squeezed  his  strong  arms 
across  his  chest,  as  though  he  were  straining  every  nerve  to 
hold  himself  in.  The  expression  of  his  face  would  have  been 
grim,  and  even  cruel,  if  it  had  not  at  the  same  time  had  a  look 
of  suffering  which  touched  her.  His  jaws  were  twitching,  and 
his  voice  kept  breaking. 

"You  must  understand  that  I'm  not  jealous,  that's  a  nasty 
word.  I  can't  be  jealous,  and  believe  that.  ...  I  can't  say 
what  I  feel,  but  this  is  awful.  .  .  .  I  'm  not  jealous,  but  I  'm 
wounded,  humiliated  that  anybody  dare  think,  that  anybody 
dare  look  at  you  with  eyes  like  that. ' ' 

"Eyes  like  what?"  said  Kitty,  trying  as  conscientiously  as 
possible  to  recall  every  word  and  gesture  of  that  evening  and 
every  shade  implied  in  them. 
At  the  very  bottom  of  her  heart  she  did  think  there  had 

ibeen  something  precisely  at  the  moment  when  he  had  crossed 
over  after  her  to  the  other  end  of  the  table ;  but  she  dared  not 
;own  it  even  to  herself,  and  would  have  been  even  more  unable 
to  bring  herself  to  say  so  to  him,  and  so  increase  his  suffer- 
ing. 

"And  what  can  there  possibly  be  attractive  about  me  as  I 
am  now  ?     .         . ' ' 
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~~"Ah!""he  cried>  clutching  at  his  head,  "you  shouldn't  say 
that!     .     .     .     If  you  had  been  attractive  then     .     .     ." 

"Oh,' n°,  Kostya,  oh,  wait  a  minute,  oh,  do  listen !"  she  said, 
looking  at  him  with  an  expression  of  pained  commiseration. 

' '  Why,  what  can  you  be  thinking  about !  When  for  me  there 's 

no  one' in  the  world,  no  one,  no  one!  .  .  .  Would  you  like 

me  never  to  see  any  one  ? " 
For  the  first  minute  she  had  been  offended  at  his  jealousy; 

she  was  angry  that  the  slightest  amusement,  even  the  most 

innocent,  should  be  forbidden  her;  but  now  she  would  readily 

have  sacrificed,  not  merely  such  trifles,  but  everything,  for  his 

peace  of  mind,  to  save  him  from  the  agony  he  was  suffering.  ̂ 

"You  must  understand  the  horror  and  comedy  of  my  posi 

tion,"  he  went  on  in  a  desperate  whisper;  "that  he's  in  my 

house,  that  he's  done  nothing  improper  positively  except  his 

free  and  easy  airs  and  the  way  he  sits  on  his  legs.  He  
thinks 

it's  the  best  possible  form,  and  so  I'm  obliged  to  be  civil  
tc 

him."  , 

"But  Kostya,  you're  exaggerating,"  said  Kitty,  at  the
  bot- 

tom of  her  heart  rejoicing  at  the  depth  of  his  love  for  h
er; 

shown  now  in  his  jealousy. 

"The  most  awful  part  of  it  all  is  that  you're  just  as  yo
r 

always  are,  and  especially  now  when  to  me  
you're  something 

sacred,  and  we're  so  happy,  so  particularly  happy-a
nd  all  o1 

a  sudden  a  little  wretch  .  .  .  He's  not  a
  little  wretch 

why  should  I  abuse  him?  I  have  nothing  to  do 
 with  him 

But  why  should  my,  and  your,  happiness     .     .     . ' '  "■ 

"Do  you  know,  I  understand  now  what  it's  all  come 
 from, 

Kitty  was  beginning. 

"Well,  what?  what?" 

"I  saw  how  you  looked  while  we  were  talking  at  supper. 

"Well,  well!"  Levin  said  in  dismay. 

She  told  him  what  they  had  been  talking  about.  An
d  a 

she  told  him,  she  was  breathless  with  emotion.  Le
vin  wa 

silent  for  a  space,  then  he  scanned  her  pale  and  distre
ssed  face 

and  suddenly  he  clutched  at  his  head. 

"Katya,  I've  been  worrying  you!     Darling,  forgive  me 
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t's  madness!  Katya,  I'm  a  criminal.  And  how  could  you  be 
so  distressed  at  such  idiocy  V 

| '  Oh,  I  was  sorry  for  you. ' ' 
11  For  me?  for  me?  How  mad  I  am!  .  .  .  But  why  make 

you  miserable?  It's  awful  to  think  that  any  outsider  can 
shatter  our  happiness." 

"It's  humiliating  too,  of  course.' ' 
* '  Oh,  then  I  '11  keep  him  here  all  the  summer,  and  will  over- 

whelm him  with  civility, ' '  said  Levin,  kissing  her  hands.  ' '  You 
shall  see.     To-morrow     .     .     .     Oh,   yes,   we   are   going  to- 

morrow. ' ' 

CHAPTER  VIII 

Next  day,  before  the  ladies  were  up,  the  wagonette  and  a 
trap  for  the  shooting-party  were  at  the  door,  and  Laska,  aware 
since  early  morning  that  they  were  going  shooting,  after  much 
whining  and  darting  to  and  fro,  had  sat  herself  down  in  the 
wagonette  beside  the  coachman,  and,  disapproving  of  the  de- 

lay, was  excitedly  watching  the  dopr  from  which  the  sports- 
men still  did  not  come  out.  The  first  to  come  out  was  Vas- 

senka  Veslovsky,  in  new  high  boots  that  reached  half-way  up 
his  thick  thighs,  in  a  green  blouse,  with  a  new  Russian  leather 
cartridge-belt,  and  in  his  Scotch  cap. with  ribbons,  with  a 
bran-new  English  gun  without  a  sling.  Laska  flew  up  to  him, 
welcomed  him,  and  jumping  up,  asked  him  in  her  own  way 
whether  the  others  were  coming  soon,  but  getting  no  answer 
from  him,  she  returned  to  her  post  of  observation  and  sank 
into  repose  again,  her  head  on  one  side,  and  one  ear  pricked 
up  to  listen.  At  last  the  door  opened  with  a  creak,  and 
Stepan  Arkady evitch 's  spot-and-tan  pointer  Krak  flew  out, 
running  round  and  round  and  turning  over  in  the  air.  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch  himself  followed  with  a  gun  in  his  hand  and  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth. 

"Good  dog,  good  dog,  Krak!"  he  cried  encouragingly  to  the 
dog,  who  put  his  paws  up  on  his  chest,  catching  at  his  game- 
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bag.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  dressed  in  rough  leggings  and 

spats,  in  torn  trousers  and  a  short  coat.  On  his  head  there 

was  a  wreck  of  a  hat  of  indefinite  form,  but  his  gun  of  a  new 

patent  was  a  perfect  gem,  and  his  game-bag  and  cartridge- 
belt,  though  worn,  were  of  the  very  best  quality. 

Vassenka  Veslovsky  had  had  no  notion  before  that  it  was 

truly  chic  for  a  sportsman  to  be  in  tatters,  but  to  have  his 

shooting  outfit  of  the  best  quality.  He  saw  it  now  as  he 

looked  at  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  radiant  in  his  rags,  graceful, 

well-fed,  and  joyous,  a  typical  Russian  nobleman.  And  he 

made  up  his  mind  that  next  time  he  went  shooting  he  would 

certainly  adopt  the  same  get-up. 

"Well,  and  what  about  our  host?"  he  asked. 
' '  A  young  wife, ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  smiling. 

' '  Yes,  and  such  a  charming  one ! ' ' 

"He  came  down  dressed.     No  doubt  he's  run  up  to  her 

again. ' ' 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  guessed  right.  Levin  had  run  up 

again  to  his  wife  to  ask  her  once  more  if  she  forgave  him  for 

his  idiocy  yesterday,  and,  moreover,  to  beg  her  for  Christ's 
sake  to  be  more  careful.  The  great  thing  was  for  her  to  keep 

away  from  the  children— they  might  any  minute  push  against 

hef.  Then  he  had  once  more  to  hear  her  declare  that  she  was 

not  angry  with  him  for  going  away  for  two  days,  and  to  beg 

her  to  be  sure  to  send,  him  a  note  next  morning  by  a  servant 

on  horseback,  to  write  him,  if  it  were  but  two  words  only,  to 

let  him  know  that  all  was  well  with  her. 

Kitty  was  distressed,  as  she  always  was,  at  parting  for  a 

couple  of  days  from  her  husband,  but  when  she  saw  his  eag
er 

figure,  looking  big  and  strong  in  his  shooting-boots  a
nd  his 

white  blouse,  and  a  sort  of  sportsman  elation  and  exci
tement 

incomprehensible  to  her,  she  forgot  her  own  chagrin  for  t
he 

sake  of  his  pleasure,  and  said  good-bye  to  him  cheerfully. 

"Pardon,  gentlemen!"  he  said,  running  out  on  to  the  steps. 

"Have  you  put  the  lunch  in?  Why  is  the  chestnut  on  the 

right?  Well,  it  doesn't  matter.  Laska,  down;  go  and  lie 

down ! ' ' 
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"Put  it  with  the  herd  of  oxen,"  he  said  to  the  herdsman, 
who  was  waiting  for  him  at  the  steps  with  some  question. 

'Excuse  me,  here  comes  another  villain." 
Levin  jumped  out  of  the  wagonette,  in  which  he  had 

already  taken  his  seat,  to  meet  the  carpenter,  who  came  to- 
wards the  steps  with  a  rule  in  his  hard. 

"You  didn't  come  to  the  counting-house  yesterday,  and  now 
you're  detaining  me.    Well,  what  is  it  ? " 

'Would  your  honor  let  me  make  another  turning?  It's 
only  three  steps  to  add.  And  we  make  it  just  fit  at  the  same 

time.    It  will  be  much  more  convenient." 

"You  should  have  listened  to  me,"  Levin  answered  with 
annoyance.  "I  said:  Put  the  lines  and  then  fit  in  the  steps. 
Now  there's  no  setting  it  right.  Do  as  I  told  you,  and  make 
a  new  staircase." 

The  point  was  that  in  the  lodge  that  was  being  built  the 
carpenter  had  spoiled  the  staircase,  fitting  it  together  without 
calculating  the  space  it  was  to  fill,  so  that  the  steps  were  all 
sloping  when  it  was  put  in  place.  Now  the  carpenter  wanted 
keeping  the  same  staircase,  to  add  three  steps. 

It  will  be  much  better. ' ' 

But  where's  your  staircase  coming  out  with  its  three 
steps?" 

Why,  upon  my  word,  sir, ' '  the  carpenter  said  with  a  con- 
temptuous smile.  "It  comes  out  right  at  the  very  spot.  It 

starts,  so  to  speak,"  he  said  with  a  persuasive  gesture;  "it 
comes  down,  and  comes  down,  and  comes  out." 

But  three  steps  will  add  to  the  length  too  .  .  .  where  is 
it;  to  come  out?" 

Why,  to  be  sure,  it'll  start  from  the  bottom  and  go  up 
and  go  up,  and  come  out  so,"  the  carpenter  said  obstinately 
and  convincingly. 

It'll  reach  the  ceiling  and  the  wall." 
Upon  my  word!    Why,  it'll  go  up,  and  up,  and  come  out 

like  this." 
Levin  took  out  a  ramrod  and  began  sketching  him  the  stair- 

case in  the  dust. 

i  i 



730  ANNA  KARENINA 

'  '  There,  do  you  see  ? ' ' 
"As  your  honor  likes, "  said  the  carpenter,  with  a  sudden 

gleam  in  his  eyes,  obviously  understanding  the  thing  at  last. 

1 '  It  seems  it  '11  be  best  to  make  a  new  one. '  ■ 

"Well,  then,  do  it  as  you're  told,"  Levin  shouted,  seating 
himself  in  the  wagonette.    "Down!    Hold  the  dogs,  Philip!" 

Levin  felt  now  at  leaving  behind  all  his  family  and  house- 
hold cares  such  an  eager  sense  of  joy  in  life  and  expectation 

that  he  was  not  disposed  to  talk.  Besides  that,  he  had  that 

feeling  of  concentrated  excitement  that  every  sportsman  ex- 
periences as  he  approaches  the  scene  of  action.  If  he  had  any- 

thing on  his  mind  at  that  moment,  it  was  only  the  doubt 
whether  they  would  start  anything  in  the  Kolpensky  marsh, 
whether  Laska  would  show  to  advantage  in  comparison  with 
Krak,  and  whether  he  would  shoot  well  that  day  himself.  Not 

to  disgrace  himself  before  a  new  spectator — not  to  be  out- 
done by  Oblonsky — that  too  was  a  thought  that  crossed  his 

brain. 

Oblonsky  was  feeling  the  same,  and  he  too  was  not  talkative, 
Vassenka  Veslovsky  kept  up  alone  a  ceaseless  flow  of  cheerful 
chatter.  As  he  listened  to  him  now,  Levin  felt  ashamed  to 

think  how  unfair  he  had  been  to  him  the  day  before.  Vas- 

senka was  really  a  nice  fellow,  simple,  good-hearted,  and  very 

good-humored.  If  Levin  had  met  him  before  he  was  mar- 
ried, he  would  have  made  friends  with  him.  Levin  rather  di* 

liked  his  holiday  attitude  to  life  and  a  sort  of  free  and  easy 

assumption  of  elegance.  It  was  as  though  he  assumed  a  higl 

degree  of  importance  in  himself  that  could  not  be  disputed 

because  he  had  long  nails  and  a  stylish  cap,  and  every- 
thing else  to  correspond;  but  this  could  be  forgiven  for  th< 

sake  of  his  good  nature  and  good  breeding.  Levin  liked  hiir 

for  his  good  education,  for  speaking  French  and  Englisr 
with  such  an  excellent  accent,  and  for  being  a  man  of  hia 
world. 

Vassenka  was  extremely  delighted  with  the  left  horse,  i 

horse  of  the  Don  steppes.  He  kept  praising  him  enthusi- 

astically.   "How  fine  it  must  be  galloping  over  the  steppes  or 
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steppe  horse!  Eh?  isn't  it?"  he  said.  He  had  imagined 
iding  on  a  steppe  horse  as  something  wild  and  romantic,  and 
t  turned  out  nothing  of  the  sort.  But  his  simplicity,  par- 
icularly  in  conjunction  with  his  good  looks,  his  amiable  smile, 
aid  the  grace  of  his  movements,  was  very  attractive.  Either 
>ecause  his  nature  was  sympathetic  to  Levin,  or  because  Levin 
vas  trying  to  atone  for  his  sins  of  the  previous  evening  by 
eeing  nothing  but  what  was  good  in  him,  anyway  he  liked 
lis  society. 

After  they  had  driven  over  two  miles  from  home,  Yeslovsky 
11  at  once  felt  for  a  cigar  and  his  pocketbook,  and  did  not 
mow  whether  he  had  lost  them  or  left  them  on  the  table.  In 

he  pocketbook  there  were  thirty-seven  pounds,  and  so  the 
natter  could  not  be  left  in  uncertainty. 

"Do  you  know  what,  Levin,  I'll  gallop  home  on  that  left 
race-horse.  That  will  be  splendid.  Eh?"  he  said,  preparing 
o  get  out. 

"No,  why  should  you?"  answered  Levin,  calculating  that 
i/assenka  could  hardly  weigh  less  than  seventeen  stone.  ' '  I  '11 
tend  the  coachman." 
The  coachman  rode  back  on  the  trace-horse,  and  Levin  him- 

;elf  drove  the  remaining  pair. 

CHAPTER  IX 

"Well,  now,  what's  our  plan  of  campaign?  Tell  us  all 
ibout  it,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 
"Our  plan  is  this.  Now  we're  driving  to  Gvozdyov.  In 

jvozdyov  there's  a  grouse  marsh  on  this  side,  and  beyond 
GTvozdyov  come  some  magnificent  snipe  marshes  where  there 

lire  grouse  too.  It 's  hot  now,  and  we  '11  get  there — it 's  fifteen 
niles  or  so — towards  evening  and  have  some  evening  shooting ; 
'are '11  spend  the  night  there  and  go  on  to-morrow  to  the  bigger 
noors. ' ' 

"And  is  there  nothing  on  the  way?" 
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"Yes;  but  we'll  reserve  ourselves;  besides  it's  hot.    There 

are  two' nice  little  places,  but  I  doubt  there  being  anything 
to  shoot." 

Levin  would  himself  have  liked  to  go  into  these  little  places, 

but  they  were  near  home ;  he  could  shoot  them  over  any  time, 

and  they  were  only  little  places— there  would  hardly  be  room 

for  three  to  shoot,  And  so,  with  some  insincerity,  he  said  that 

he  doubted  there  being  anything  to  shoot.  When  they  reached 

a  little  marsh  Levin  would  have  driven  by,  but  Stepan  Arkad- 

yevitch,  with  the  experienced  eye  of  a  sportsman,  at  once 
detected  reeds  visible  from  the  road.  ■ 

"Shan't  we  try  that?"  he  said,  pointing  to  the  little  marsh. 

"Levin,  do,  please!  how  delightful!"  Vassenka  Veslovsky 

began  begging,  and  Levin  could  but  consent. 

Before  they  had  time  to  stop,  the  dogs  had  flown  one  before 

the  other  into  the  marsh. 

"Krak!    Laska!     .     .     ." 
The  dogs  came  back.  J 

"There  won't  be  room  for  three.  I'll  stay  here,"  said 

Levin,  hoping  they  would  find  nothing  but  peewits,  wh
o  had 

been  startled  by  the  dogs,  and  turning  over  in  their
  flight 

were  plaintively  wailing  over  the  marsh.  
- 1 

"No!     Come  along,  Levin,  let's  go  together!"  Veslo
vskj 

called.  , 

1 '  Really,  there 's  not  room.    Laska,  back,  Laska !    You  won  1 

want  another  dog,  will  you?" 

Levin  remained  with  the  wagonette,  and  looked  enviousl
y  al 

the  sportsmen.  They  walked  right  across  the  marsh
.  Excepl 

little  birds  and  peewits,  of  which  Vassenka  killed  on
e,  then 

was  nothing  in  the  marsh.  , 

"Come,  you  see  now  that  it  was  not  that  I  grudged
  tnc 

marsh, ' '  said  Levin,  ' '  only  it 's  wasting  time. "  # 

"Oh,  no,  it  was  jolly  all  the  same.  Did  you  see  us
?  saic 

Vassenka  Veslovsky,  clambering  awkwardly  into  the 
 wagon 

ctte  with  his  gun  and  his  peewit  in  his  hands.  "Ho
w  splen 

didly  I  shot  this  bird!  Didn't  I?  Well,  shall  we  soon
  b 

getting  to  the  real  place?" 
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The  horses  started  off  suddenly,  Levin  knocked  his  head 

igainst  the  stock  of  some  one's  gun,  and  there  was  the  report 
)f  a  shot.  The  gun  did  actually  go  off  first,  but  that  was  how 
t  seemed  to  Levin.  It  appeared  that  Vassenka  Veslovsky  had 
3ulled  only  one  trigger,  and  had  left  the  other  hammer  still 
cocked.  The  charge  flew  into  the  ground  without  doing  harm 
;o  any  one.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  shook  his  head  and  laughed 

reprovingly  at  Veslovsky.  But  Levin  had  not  the  heart  to  re- 
prove him.  In  the  first  place,  any  reproach  would  have 

jeemed  to  be  called  forth  by  the  danger  he  had  incurred  and 

;he  bump  that  had  come  up  on  Levin's  forehead.  And  be- 
sides, Veslovsky  was  at  first  so  naively  distressed,  and  then 

aughed  so  good-humoredly  and  infectiously  at  their  general 
lismay,  that  one  could  not  but  laugh  with  him. 
When  they  reached  the  second  marsh,  which  was  fairly 

arge,  and  would  inevitably  take  some  time  to  shoot  over, 
jevin  tried  to  persuade  them  to  pass  it  by.  But  Veslovsky 

again  over-persuaded  him.  Again,  as  the  marsh  was  narrow, 
Levin,  like  a  good  host,  remained  with  the  carriage. 
Krak  made  straight  for  some  clumps  of  sedge.  Vassenka 

Veslovsky  was  the  first  to  run  after  the  dog.  Before  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch  had  time  to  come  up,  a  grouse  flew  out.  Ves- 
ovsky  missed  it  and  it  flew  into  an  unmown  meadow.  This 

grouse  was  left  for  Veslovsky  to  follow  up.  Krak  found  it 
again  and  pointed,  and  Veslovsky  shot  it  and  went  back  to 

the  carriage.  "Now  you  go  and  I'll  stay  with  the  horses,"  he said. 

Levin  had  begun  to  feel  the  pangs  of  a  sportsman's  envy. 
He  handed  the  reins  to  Veslovsky  and  walked  into  the 
marsh. 

Laska,  who  had  been  plaintively  whining  and  fretting 
against  the  injustice  of  her  treatment,  flew  straight  ahead  to 
a  hopeful  place  that  Levin  knew  well,  and  that  Krak  had  not 
yet  come  upon. 

"Why  don't  you  stop  her?"  shouted  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 
"She  won't  scare  them,"  answered  Levin,  sympathizing 

with  his  bitch 's  pleasure  and  hurrying  after  her. 
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As  she  came  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  familiar  breeding- 

places  there  was  more  and  more  earnestness  in  Laska's  explo
ra 

tion.    A  little  marsh  bird  did  not  divert  her  attention  for  more 

than  an  instant.     She  made  one  circuit  round  the  clump  of 

reeds,  was  beginning  a  second,  and  suddenly  quivered  with
 

excitement  and  became  motionless. 

"Come,  come,  Stiva!"  shouted  Levin,  feeling  his  heart  be- 

ginning to  beat  more  violently ;  and  all  of  a  sudden,  as  though 

some  sort  of  shutter  had  been  drawn  back  from  his  straining 

ears,  all  sounds,  confused  but  loud,  began  to  beat  on  his  hear-
 

ing, losing  all  sense  of  distance.  He  heard  the  steps  of  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch,  mistaking  them  for  the  tramp  of  the  horses  
ir 

the  distance;  he  heard  the  brittle  sound  of  the  twigs  on  whic 

he  had  trodden,  taking  this  sound  for  the  flying  of  a  grouse.
 

He  heard  too,  not  far  behind  him,  a  splashing  in  the  wate
r 

which  he  could  not  explain  to  himself. 

Picking  his  steps,  he  moved  up  to  the  dog. 

"Fetch  it!"  . 

Not  a  grouse  but  a  snipe  flew  up  from  beside  the  dog.
  Levm 

had  lifted  his  gun,  but  at  the  very  instant  when  he  w
as  taking 

aim,  the  sound  of  splashing  grew  louder,  came  clos
er,  and  w* 

joined  with  the  sound  of  Veslovsky  's  voice,  shout
ing  something 

with  strange  loudness.  Levin  saw  he  had  his 
 gun  pointec 

behind  the  snipe,  but  still  he  fired. 

When  he  had  made  sure  he  had  missed,  Levin  l
ooked  rounc 

and  saw  the  horses  and  the  wagonette  not  on  the  r
oad  but  I 

the  marsh.  ,  ■ 

Veslovsky,  eager  to  see  the  shooting,  had  dr
iven  into  the 

marsh,  and  got  the  horses  stuck  in  the  mud. 

"Damn  the  f ellow !" -Levin  said  to  himself ,  as  he  went 
 bad 

to  the  carriage  that  had  sunk  in  the  mire.  "
What  did  yoi 

drive  in  for?"  he  said  to  him  drily,  and  calling  
the  coachman 

he  began  pulling  the  horses  out. 

Levin  was  vexed  both  at  being  hindered  from 
 shooting  anc 

at  his  horses  getting  stuck  in  the  mud,  and  still  more
  at ;  J 

fact  that  neither  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  nor  V
eslovsky  helpec 

him  and  the  coachman  to  unharness  the  horses
  and  get  then 
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ut,  since  neither  of  them,  had  the  slightest  notion  of  harness- 

ng.  Without  vouchsafing  a  syllable  in  reply  to  Vassenka's 
irotestations  that  it  had  been  quite  dry  there,  Levin  worked 
a  silence  with  the  coachman  at  extricating  the  horses.  But 
hen,  as  he  got  warm  at  the  work  and  saw  how  assiduously 
feslovsky  was  tugging  at  the  wagonette  by  one  of  the  mud- 
Hiards,  so  that  he  broke  it  indeed,  Levin  blamed  himself  for 

aving  under  the  influence  of  yesterday's  feelings  been  too 
:old  to  Veslovsky,  and  tried  to  be  particularly  genial  so  as  to 
mooth  over  his  chilliness.  When  everything  had  been  put 
ight,  and  the  carriage  had  been  brought  back  to  the  road, 
jevin  had  the  lunch  served. 

'Bon  appetit — bonne  conscience!  Ce  poulet  va  tomber 
usqu'au  fond  de  mes  bottes,"  Vassenka,  who  had  recovered 
lis  spirits,  quoted  the  French  saying  as  he  finished  his  second 

hicken.  "Well,  now  our  troubles  are  over,  now  everything's 
;oing  to  go  well.  Only,  to  atone  for  my  sins,  I'm  bound  to 
it  on  the  box.  That's  so?  eh?  No,  no!  I'll  be  your  Autom- 
don.  You  shall  see  how  I'll  get  you  along,"  he  answered, 
tot  letting  go  the  rein,  when  Levin  begged  him  to  let  the 

oachman  drive.  "No,  I  must  atone  for  my  sins,  and  I'm  very 
omfortable  on  the  box."    And  he  drove. 
Levin  was  a  little  afraid  he  would  exhaust  the  horses,  espe- 

ially  the  chestnut,  whom  he  did  not  know  how  to  hold  in; 
rat  unconsciously  he  fell  under  the  influence  of  his  gaiety  and 
istened  to  the  songs  he  sang  all  the  way  on  the  box,  or  the 
escriptions  and  representations  he  gave  of  driving  in  the 
English  fashion,  four-in-hand ;  and  it  was  in  the  very  best  of 
pirits  that  after  lunch  they  drove  to  the  Gvozdyov  marsh. 

CHAPTER  X 

Vassenka  drove  the  horses  so  smartly  that  they  reached  the 
•aarsh  too  early,  while  it  was  still  hot. 
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"Aslhey  drew  near  this  more  important  marsh,  the  chief 
aim  of  their  expedition,  Levin  could  not  help  cons

idering  how 

he  could  get  rid  of  Vassenka  and  be  free  in  
his  movements. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  evidently  had  the  same  desire
,  and  on  his 

face  Levin  saw  the  look  of  anxiety  always  present  
m  a  true 

sportsman  when  beginning  shooting,  together  w
ith  a  certain 

good-humored  slyness  peculiar  to  him. 

"  "How  shall  we  go?  It's  a  splendid  marsh,  I  see,  and  the* 

are  hawks,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  pointing  to  two  g
rea 

birds  hovering  over  the  reeds.    "Where  there  are  h
awks,  the- 

is  sure  to  be  game." 

"Now  gentlemen,"  said  Levin,  pulling  up  his  boots  and  e
x 

amining'the  lock  of  his  gun  with  rather  a  gloomy  expre
ssion) 

<  <  do  you  see  those  reeds  V '  He  pointed  to  an  oasis  of  blac
kisJ 

ereen  in  the  huge  half -mown  wet  meadow  that  
stretched  alonj 

the  right  bank  of  the  river.  < '  The  marsh  begins  here,  straight 

in  front  of  us,  do  you  see-where  it  is  gree
ner?  From  her 

it  runs  to  the  right  where  the  horses  are;  t
here  are  breeding 

places  there,  and  grouse,  and  all  round  t
hose  reeds  as  far 

that  alder,  and  right  up  to  the  mill.  Over  
there,  do  you  set 

where  the  pools  are?  That's  the  best  place.
  There  I  once  she 

seventeen  snipe.  We'll  separate  with  the  dogs 
 and  go  in  eW 

ferent  directions,  and  then  meet  over  there
  at  the  mill. 

-Well  which  shall  go  to  left  and  whi
ch  to  right* 

asked  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "  It  '■  wider  to  t
he  right ;  you  t* 

go  that  way  and  I'll  take  the  left,"  he  
said  with  apparei 

carelessness.  , 

"Capital!  we'll  make  the  bigger  bag!     Yes,  
come  alon 

come  along!"  Vassenka  exclaimed.  'n.''.A'A 
Levin  could  do  nothing  but  agree,  and  they

  divided. 

As  soon  as  they  entered  the  marsh,  the  t
wo  dogs  beg* 

hunting  about  together  and  made  towards
  the  green,  slim 

covered  pool.    Levin  knew  Laska's  method
,  wary  and  mde. 

nite;  he  knew  the  place  too  and  expected  
a  whole  covey 

snipe.  . . , ,         . ,  .        i»wi, 

"Veslovsky,  beside  me,  walk  beside  me!"  he  sai
d  m  a  Ian 

voice  to  his  companion  splashing  in  the  w
ater  behind  nil 
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ievin  could  not  help  feeling  an  interest  in  the  direction  his 

jun  was  pointed,  after  that  casual  shot  near  the  Kolpensky 
jiarsh. 

[ '  Oh,  I  won 't  get  in  your  way,  don 't  trouble  about  me. ' ' 
But  Levin  could  not  help  troubling,  and  recalled  Kitty's 

vords  at  parting :  ' '  Mind  you  don 't  shoot  one  another. ' '  The 
logs  came  nearer  and  nearer,  passed  each  other,  each  pursuing 
ts  own  scent.  The  expectation  of  snipe  was  so  intense  that 
;o  Levin  the  squelching  sound  of  his  own  heel,  as  he  drew  it 
lp  out  of  the  mire,  seemed  to  be  the  call  of  a  snipe,  and  he 
jlutched  and  pressed  the  lock  of  his  gun. 

"Bang!  bang!"  sounded  almost  in  his  ear.  Vassenka  had 
ired  at  a  flock  of  ducks  which  was  hovering  over  the  marsh 
Mid  flying  at  that  moment  towards  the  sportsmen,  far  out  of 

•ange.  Before  Levin  had  time  to  look  round,  there  was  the 
vhjr  of  one  snipe,  another,  a  third,  and  some  eight  more  rose 
pne  after  another. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  hit  one  at  the  very  moment  when  it 
vas  beginning  its  zigzag  movements,  and  the  snipe  fell  in  a 
leap  into  the  mud.  Oblonsky  aimed  deliberately  at  another, 
Jtill  flying  low  in  the  reeds,  and  together  with  the  report  of 
:he  shot,  that  snipe  too  fell,  and  it  could  be  seen  fluttering  out 
vhere  the  sedge  had  been  cut,  its  unhurt  wing  showing  white 
Deneath. 

Levin  was  not  so  lucky :  he  aimed  at  his  first  bird  too  low, 
md  missed ;  he  aimed  at  it  again,  just  as  it  was  rising,  but  at 
:hat  instant  another  snipe  flew  up  at  his  very  feet,  distracting 
lim  so  that  he  missed  again. 
While  they  were  loading  their  guns,  another  snipe  rose, 

md  Veslovsky,  who  had  had  time  to  load  again,  sent  two 
Aarges  of  small-shot  into  the  water.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
picked  up  his  snipe,  and  with  sparkling  eyes  looked  at 
'  evin. 

"Well,  now  let  us  separate,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  and imping  on  his  left  foot,  holding  his  gun  in  readiness  and 
vhistling  to  his  dog,  he  walked  off  in  one  direction.  Levin  and 
i^eslovsky  walked  in  the  other. 
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It  always  happened  with  Levin  that  when  his  first  shots  
 „ 

were  a  failure  he  got  hot  and  out  of  temper,  and  shot  badly  fc 

the  whole  day.    So  it  was  that  day.    The  snipe  showe
d  them-  i . 

selves  in  numbers.    They  kept  flying  up  from  just  under  the  ̂  

dogs  from  under  the  sportsman's  legs,  and  Levin  mi
ght  have 

retrieved  his  ill-luck.    But  the  more  he  shot,  the  more  h
e  felt 

disgraced  in  the  eyes  of  Veslovsky,  who  kept  popping  a
way 

merrily  and  indiscriminately,  killing  nothing,  and  not
  in  the 

slightest  abashed  by  his  ill-success.    Levin,  m  fev
erish  haste, 

could  not  restrain  himself,  got  more  and  more  out  of  te
mper,   , 

and  ended  by  shooting  almost  without  a  hope  
of  hitting. 

Laska,  indeed,  seemed  to  understand  this.    She  b
egan  looking 

more  languidly,  and  gazed  back  at  the  sportsmen 
  as  it  were, 

with  perplexity  or  reproach  in  her  eyes.    Sho
ts  followed  shots 

in  rapid  succession.    The  smoke  of  the  powder  h
ung  about  the 

sportsmen,  while  in  the  great  roomy  net  of  t
he  game-bag  there 

were  only  three  light  little  snipe.    And  of  the
se  one  had  been 

killed  by  Veslovsky  alone,  and  one  by  both  of  t
hem  together^ 

Meanwhile  from  the  other  side  of  the  marsh
  came  the  sound 

of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  shots,  not  frequent,  but,  as  Levin 

fancied,  well-directed,  for  almost  after  each  
they  heard    Krak, 

%tlsaePxciIed  Levin  still  more.  The  snipe  were
  floating  con- 

tinually in  the  air  over  the  reeds.  Their  whirrin
g  wings  close 

to  the  earth,  and  their  harsh  cries  hig
h  in  the  air  could  be 

heard  on  all  sides;  the  snipe  that  had  ri
sen  first  and  flown  up 

into  the  air,  settled  again  before  the  sports
men.  In  stead  flj 

two  hawks  there  were  now  dozens  of  t
hem  hovering  with  shrill 

C^re;Stough  the  larger  half  of  the  marsh,  Levin 

and  Veslovsky  reached  the  place  where
  the .peasants mowmg- 

grass  was  divided  into  long  strips  reach
ing  to  the ̂   reeds 

nTarked  off  in  one  place  by  the  trampled  grass,
  in _an<rther ̂  

a  path  mown  through  it.    Half  of  
these  strips  had  alreadj 

beeThoTgrthere  was  not  so  much  hope  of  finding  birds  in ih
< 

uncut  pit  as.the  cut  part,  Levin  had
  promised  Stepan  Arkad- 
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evitch  to  meet  him,  and  so  he  walked  on  with  his  companion 
ough  the  cut  and  uncut  patches. 

Hi,  sportsmen ! ' '  shouted  one  of  a  group  of  peasants,  sit- 
ing on  an  unharnessed  cart ; ' '  come  and  have  some  lunch  with 

is !    Have  a  drop  of  wine ! ' ' 
Levin  looked  round. 

"Come  along,  it's  all  right i"  shouted  a  good-humored- 
ooking  bearded  peasant  with  a  red  face,  showing  his  white 
eeth  in  a  grin,  and  holding  up  a  greenish  bottle  that  flashed  in 
he  sunlight. 

"Qu'est-ce  qu'ils  disent?"  asked  Veslovsky. 
I '  They  invite  you  to  have  some  vodka.  Most  likely  they  've 

een  dividing  the  meadow  into  lots.  I  should  have  some,  ■ '  said 
ievin,  not  without  some  guile,  hoping  Veslovsky  would  be 
empted  by  the  vodka,  and  would  go  away  to  them. 

"Why  do  they  offer  it?" 
"Oh,  they're  merry-making.    Really,  you  should  join  them. 
ou  would  be  interested. ' ' 
" Allons,  c'est  curieux." 

"You  go,  you  go,  you'll  find  the  way  to  the  mill!"  cried 
-ievin,  and  looking  round  he  perceived  with  satisfaction  that 
Veslovsky,  bent  and  stumbling  with  weariness,  holding  his  gun 

ut  at  arm's  length,  was  making  his  way  out  of  the  marsh  to- 
wards the  peasants. 

'You  come  too!"  the  peasant  shouted  to  Levin.  "Never 
ear!    You  taste  our  cake!" 
Levin  felt  a  strong  inclination  to  drink  a  little  vodka  and 
eat  some  bread.  He  was  exhausted,  and  felt  it  a  great 

ffort  to  drag  his  staggering  legs  out  of  the  mire,  and  for  a 
tiinute  he  hesitated.  But  Laska  was  setting.  And  immedi- 
tely  all  his  weariness  vanished,  and  he  walked  lightly  through 
he  swamp  towards  the  dog.  A  snipe  flew  up  at  his  feet ;  he 
ired  and  killed  it.  Laska  still  pointed.— " Fetch  it!"  An- 
•ther  bird  flew  up  close  to  the  dog.  Levin  fired.  But  it  was  an 
inlucky  day  for  him ;  he  missed  it,  and  when  he  went  to  look 
or  the  one  he  had  shot,  he  could  not  find  that  either.  He 
wandered  all  about  the  reeds,  but  Laska  did  not  believe  he  had 
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shot  it,  and  when  he  sent  her  to  find  it,  she  pretended  to 
 hunt 

for  it  but  did  not  really.  And  in  the  absence  of  Vassenka, 
 on 

whom  Levin  threw  the  blame  of  his  failure,  things  went 
 no 

better.  There  were  plenty  of  snipe  still,  but  Levin  mad
e  one 

miss  after  another. 

The  slanting  rays  of  the  sun  were  still  hot;  his  clo
thes, 

soaked  through  with  perspiration,  stuck  to  his  body;  hi
s  left 

boot  full  of  water  weighed  heavily  on  his  leg  and  squeake
d  at 

every  step;  the  sweat  ran  in  drops  down  his  po
wder-grimed 

face   his  mouth  was  full  of  the  bitter  taste,  his  nose  of  t
he| 

smell  of  powder  and  stagnant  water,  his  ears  were 
 ringing 

with  the  incessant  whir  of  the  snipe;  he  could  not  to
uch  the 

stock  of  his  gun,  it  was  so  hot ;  his  heart  beat  with  sho
rt,  rapid 

throbs;  his  hands  shook  with  excitement,  and  his  wear
y  legs 

stumbled  and  staggered  over  the  hillocks  and  in  the
  swamp, 

but  still  he  walked  on  and  still  he  shot.    At  last,  af
ter  a  dis- 

graceful miss,  he  flung  his  gun  and  his  hat  on  the  ground. 

"  "No   I  must  control  myself,"  he  said  to  himself.    Pickin 

up  his  gun  and  his  hat,  he  called  Laska,  and  went
  out  of  th 

swamp.    When  he  got  on  to  dry  ground  he  sat
  down,  pulle< 

off  his  boot  and  emptied  it,  then  walked  to  th
e  marsh,  drank 

some  stagnant-tasting  water,  moistened  his  bu
rning  hot  gun 

and  washed  his  face  and  hands.    Feeling  re
freshed,  he  wen 

back  to  the  spot  where  a  snipe  had  settled,  
firmly  resolved  tc 

keep  cool.  .       „.    fl„„j 

He  tried  to  be  calm,  but  it  was  the  same 
 again.  His  nngei 

pressed  the  cock  before  he  had  taken  a  
good  aim  at  the  biro 

It  got  worse  and  worse.
  , 

He  had  only  five  birds  in  his  game-bag  whe
n  he  walked  on 

of  the  marsh  towards  the  alders  where  he  w
as  to  rejoin  Stepar 

Arkadyevitch.    , . 

Before  he  caught  sight  of  Stepan  Arkady
evitch  he  saw  1. 

dog  Krak  darted  out  from  behind  the  
twisted  root  of  a. 

alder,  black  all  over  with  the  stinking  mire 
 of  the  marsh  am 

with  the  air  of  a  conqueror  sniffed  at  L
aska.  Behind  Krai 

there  came  into  view  in  the  shade  of  the  alde
r-tree  the  shape!, 

figure  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.    He  came  to 
 meet  him,  red  an. 
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>erspiring,  with  unbuttoned  neckband,  still  limping  in  the 
same  way. 

"Well?  You  have  been  popping  away!"  he  said,  smiling 
^ood-humoredly. 

' '  How  have  you  got  on  ? ' '  queried  Levin.  But  there  was  no 
leed  to  ask,  for  he  had  already  seen  the  full  game-bag. 

"Oh,  pretty  fair." 
He  had  fourteen  birds. 

* '  A  splendid  marsh !  I  Ve  no  doubt  Veslovsky  got  in  your 
vay.  It  's  awkward  too,  shooting  with  one  dog, ' '  said  Stepan 
^rkadyevitch,  to  soften  his  triumph. 

CHAPTER  XI 

When  Levin  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  reached  the  peas- 

,nt  's  hut  where  Levin  always  used  to  stay,  Veslovsky  was  al- 
eady  there.  He  was  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the  hut,  clinging 
vith  both  hands  to  the  bench  from  which  he  was  being  pulled 

y  a  soldier,  the  brother  of  the  peasant's  wife,  who  was  helping 
rim  off  with  his  miry  boots.  Veslovsky  was  laughing  his  inf ec- 
ious,  good-humored  laugh. 

'I've  only  just  come.  lis  ont  ete  charmants.  Just  fancy, hey  gave  me  drink,  fed  me!  Such  bread,  it  was  exquisite! 
Jelicieux!  And  the  vodka,  I  never  tasted  any  better.  And 
hey  would  not  take  a  penny  for  anything.  And  they  kept 
aying:   'Excuse  our  homely  ways.'  " 
'What  should  they  take  anything  for?  They  were  enter- 

aining  you,  to  be  sure.  Do  you  suppose  they  keep  vodka  for 
ale?"  said  the  soldier,  succeeding  at  last  in  pulling  the  soaked )oot  off  the  blackened  stocking. 
In  spite  of  the  dirtiness  of  the  hut,  which  was  all  muddied 

>y  their  boots  and  the  filthy  dogs  licking  themselves  clean, 
nd  the  smell  of  marsh  mud  and  powder  that  filled  the  room, 
-nd  the  absence  of  knives  and  forks,  the  party  drank  their  tea 
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and  ate  their  supper  with  a  relish  only  known  to  sportsmen. 

Washed  and  clean,  they  went  into  a  hay-barn  swept  ready 

for  them,  where  the  coachman  had  been  making  up  beds  for 

the  gentlemen. 

Though  it  was  dusk,  not  one  of  them  wanted  to  go  to   , 
sleep. 

After  wavering  among  reminiscences  and  anecdotes  of  guns,  j 

of  dogs,  and  of  former  shooting-parties,  the  conversation  rested  ̂  

on  a  topic  that  interested  all  of  them.  After  Vassenka  had 

several  times  over  expressed  his  appreciation  of  this  delightful 

sleeping-place  among  the  fragrant  hay,  this  delightful  broken 

cart  (he  supposed  it  to  be  broken  because  the  shafts  had  been 

taken  out) ,  of  the  good-nature  of  the  peasants  that  had  treated 

him  to  vodka,  of  the  dogs  who  lay  at  the  feet  of  their  re- 

spective masters,  Oblonsky  began  telling  them  of  a  delightful 

shooting-party  at  Malthus's,  where  he  had  stayed  the  previous summer.  . 

Malthus  was  a  well-known  capitalist,  who  had  made  his 

money  by  speculation  in  railway  shares.  Stepan  Arkadyevitc
h 

described  what  grouse  moors  this  Malthus  had  bought  in  the
 

Tver  province,  and  how  they  were  preserved,  and  of  the  c
ar- 

riages and  dog-carts  in  which  the  shooting-party  had  been 

driven,  and  the  luncheon  pavilion  that  had  been  rigged  up  at 
the  marsh.  . 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  said  Levin,  sitting  up  in  the 

hay;  "how  is  it  such  people  don't  disgust  you?  I  
can  under- 

stand a  lunch  with  Lafitte  is  all  very  pleasant,  but  don  t  you 

dislike  just  that  very  sumptuousness  1  All  these  
people,  just 

like  our  spirit  monopolists  in  old  days,  get  their  mon
ey  in  a 

way  that  gains  them  the  contempt  of  every  one.  
They  don  t 

care  for  their  contempt,  and  then  they  use  th
eir  dishonest 

gains  to  buy  off  the  contempt  they  have  deserved
." 

"  "Perfectly  true!"  chimed  in  Vassenka  Veslovsky.  J  er- 

fectly!  Oblonsky,  of  course,  goes  out  of  bonhomie,  b
ut^othei 

people  say:  'Well,  Oblonsky  stays  with  them.'    .     .     ." 
"Not  a  bit  of  it."    Levin  could  hear  that  Oblonsky  was 

smiling  as  he  spoke.     "I  simply  don't  consider  
him  more 
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shonest  than  any  other  wealthy  merchant   or  nobleman. 

hey've  all  made  their  money  alike — by  their  work  and  their 

itelligence. ' ' 

"Oh,  by  what  work?    Do  you  call  it  work  to  get  hold  of 
ncessions  and  speculate  with  them?" 
"Of  course  it's  work.  Work  in  this  sense,  that  if  it  were 

ot  for  him  and  others  like  him,  there  would  have  been  no 

lilways. ' ' 

"But  that's  not  work,  like  the  work  of  a  peasant  or  a 
iarned  profession." 

"Granted,  but  it's  work  in  the  sense  that  his  activity  pro- 
uces  a  result — the  railways.  But  of  course  you  think  the  rail- 

rays  useless." 
I '  No,  that 's  another  question ;  I  am  prepared  to  admit  that 

ley 're  useful.  But  all  profit  that  is  out  of  proportion  to  the 
ibor  expended  is  dishonest." 
"But  who  is  to  define  what  is  proportionate?" 
"Making  profit  by  dishonest  means,  by  trickery,"  said 
evin,  conscious  that  he  could  not  draw  a  distinct  line  be- 

areen  honesty  and  dishonesty.  "Such  as  banking,  for  in- 
duce, ' '  he  went  on.  "  It 's  an  evil — the  amassing  of  huge  f or- 

unes  without  labor,  just  the  same  thing  as  with  the  spirit 

lonopolies,  it's  only  the  form  that's  changed.  Le  roi  est  mort, 
ive  le  roi.  No  sooner  were  the  spirit  monopolies  abolished 
ban  the  railways  came  up,  and  banking  companies ;  that,  too, 
?  profit  without  work." 

Yes,  that  may  all  be  very  true  and  clever.  .  .  .  Lie 

own,  Krak!"  Stepan  Arkady evitch  called  to  his  dog,  who  was 
eratching  and  turning  over  all  the  hay.  He  was  obviously 
onvinced  of  the  correctness  of  his  position,  and  so  talked 
erenely  and  without  haste.  "But  you  have  not  drawn  the 
me  between  honest  and  dishonest  work.  That  I  receive  a 
igger  salary  than  my  chief  clerk,  though  he  knows  more  about 
he  work  than  I  do — that's  dishonest,  I  suppose?" 
"I  can't  say." 

''Well,  but  I  can  tell  you:  your  receiving  some  five  thou- 
and,  let's  say,  for  your  work  on  the  land,  while  our  host,  the 
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peasant  here,  however  hard  he  works,  can  never  get  more  thai 

fifty  roubles,  is  just  as  dishonest  as  my  earning  more  than  mj  * 

chief  clerk,  and  Malthus  getting  more  than  a  station-master 

No,  quite  the  contrary ;  I  see  that  society  takes  up  a  sort  o:  • 

antagonistic  attitude  to  these  people,  which  is  utterly  baseless  « 

and  I  fancy  there 's  envy  at  the  bottom  of  it.     .     .     . ' ' 

"No,  that's  unfair,"  said  Veslovsky;  "how  could  envj 

come  in?     There  is  something  not  nice  about  that  sort  o:  * 

business. ' ' 

"You  say,"  Levin  went  on,  "that  it's  unjust  for  me  to  re  « 

ceive  five  thousand,  while  the  peasant  has  fifty;  that's  true 

It  is  unfair,  and  I  feel  it,  but     .     .     ." 
"It  really  is.    Why  is  it  we  spend  our  time  riding,  drinkmgT 

shooting,  doing  nothing,  while  they  are  forever  at  work?5
* 

said  Vassenka  Veslovsky,  obviously  for  the  first  time  in  his  lil 

reflecting  on  the  question,  and  consequently  considering  it  wi| nerfect  sincerity. 

"Yes,  you  feel  it,  but  you  don't  give  him  your  property, 

said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  intentionally,  as  it  seemed,  prove* 
ing  Levin. 

There  had  arisen  of  late  something  like  a  secret  antagonism 

between  the  two  brothers-in-law;  as  though,  since  they  h* 

married  sisters,  a  kind  of  rivalry  had  sprung  up  between  ther 

as  to  which  was  ordering  his  life  best,  and  now  this  hostili
t; 

showed  itself  in  the  conversation,  as  it  began  to  take  a  p<9 
sonal  note. 

' '  I  don 't  give  it  away,  because  no  one  demands  that  from  iru 

and  if  I  wanted  to,  I  could  not  give  it  away,"  answered  Levir 

"and  have  no  one  to  give  it  to." 

"Give  it  to  this  peasant,  he  would  not  refuse  it." 

"Yes,  but  how  am  I  to  give  it  up?  Am  I  to  go  to  him  an 

make  a  deed  of  conveyance  ? ' ' 

"I  don't  know;  but  if  you  are  convinced  that  you  have  d 

right     .    .    ."  '      1Tx. 
"  I  'm  not  at  all  convinced.  On  the  contrary,  I  feel  I  have  n 

right  to  give  it  up,  that  I  have  duties  both  to  the  land  and  
t 

my  family." 
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"No,  excuse  me,  but  if  you  consider  this  inequality  is  unjust, 
■dry  is  it  you  don't  act  accordingly?     .     .     ." 

' '  Well,  I  do  act  negatively  on  that  idea,  so  far  as  not  trying 
o  increase  the  difference  of  position  existing  between  him 

ind  me." 
* '  No,  excuse  me,  that 's  a  paradox. ' ' 
"Yes,  there's  something  of  a  sophistry  about  that,"  Ves- 

ovsky  agreed.  ' '  Ah !  our  host ;  so  you  're  not  asleep  yet  ?  "  he 
aid  to  the  peasant  who  came  into  the  barn,  opening  the 

reaking  door.    ' '  How  is  it  you  're  not  asleep  ? ' ' 
"No,  how's  one  to  sleep!  I  thought  our  gentlemen  would 

>e  asleep,  but  I  heard  them  chattering.  I  want  to  get  a  hook 

'rom  here.  She  won't  bite?"  he  added,  stepping  cautiously nth  his  bare  feet. 

* '  And  where  are  you  going  to  sleep  ? ' ' 
-"We  are  going  out  for  the  night  with  the  beasts." 
"Ah,  what  a  night!"  said  Vcslovsky,  looking  out  at  the 

;dge  of  the  hut  and  the  unharnessed  wagonette  that  could  be 
ieen  in  the  faint  light  of  the  evening  glow  in  the  great  frame 

»f  the  open  doors.  "But  listen,  there  are  women's  voices  sing- 
ng,  and,  on  my  word,  not  badly  too.  Who 's  that  singing,  my 
Tiend?" 

1  That's  the  maids  from  hard  by  here." 
'Let's  go,  let's  have  a  walk!     We  shan't  go  to  sleep,  you 

mow.    Oblonsky,  come  along ! ' ' 
"If  one  could  only  do  both,  lie  here  and  go,"  answered 

)blonsky,  stretching.    '  *  It 's  capital  lying  here. ' ' 
"Well,  I  shall  go  by  myself,"  said  Veslovsky,  getting  up 

jagerly,  and  putting  on  his  shoes  and  stockings.  "Good-bye, 
gentlemen.  If  it's  fun,  I'll  fetch  you.  You've  treated  me  to 
fome  good  sport,  and  I  won't  forget  you." 
"He  really  is  a  capital  fellow,  isn't  he?"  said  Stepan  Arkad- 

revitch,  when  Veslovsky  had  gone  out  and  the  peasant  had 
jlosed  the  door  after  him. 

'Yes,  capital,"  answered  Levin,  still  thinking  of  the  subject )f  their  conversation  just  before.  It  seemed  to  him  that  he 
lad  clearly  expressed  his  thoughts  and  feelings  to  the  best  of 
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■3 

i 

his  capacity,  and  yet  both  of  them,  straightforward  men  and 

not  fools,  had  said  with  one  voice  that  he  was  comforting  him- 

self with  sophistries.    This  disconcerted  him. 

'fit's  jnst  this,  my  dear  boy.  One  must  do  one  of  two 

things :  either  admit  that  the  existing  order  of  society  is  just, 

and  then  stick  up  for  one's  rights  in  it;  or  acknowledge  that 

you  are  enjoying  unjust  privileges,  as  I  do,  and  then  enjoy 

them  and  be  satisfied.  ■ ' 

"No,  if  it  were  unjust,  you  could  not  enjoy  these  advantages 

and  be' satisfied— at  least  I  could  not.  The  great  thing  for  me 
is  to  feel  that  I'm  not  to  blame." 

"What  do  you  say,  why  not  go  after  all?"  said  Stepan 

Arkady evitch,  evidently  weary  of  the  strain  of  thought.  "We 

shan  't  go  to  sleep,  you  know.    Come,  let 's  go ! " 
Levin  did  not  answer.  What  they  had  said  in  the  conversa 

tion  that  he  acted  justly  only  in  a  negative  sense  absorbed  his! 

thoughts.  "Can  it  be  that  it's  only  possible  to  be  just  nega-| 
tively  ? ' '  he  was  asking  himself.  ^  ?         | 
"How  strong  the  smell  of  the  fresh  hay  is,  though,"  said 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  getting  up.  "There's  not  a  c
hance  of 

sleeping.  Vassenka  has  been  getting  up  some  fun  there
.  Dc 

you  hear  the  laughing  and  his  voice?    Hadn't  we  bett
er  go? 

Come  along!" 

"No,  I'm  not  coming,"  answered  Levin. 

"Surely  that's  not  a  matter  of  principle  too,"  said  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch,  smiling,  as  he  felt  about  in  the  dark  for 
 his  cap. 

"  It 's  not  a  matter  of  principle,  but  why  should  I  go  ? ' 

"But  do  you  know  you  are  preparing  trouble  for  yourself,
 

said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  finding  his  cap  and  getting  up. 
"How  so?" 

"  "Do  you  suppose  I  don't  see  the  line  you've  taken  up  witt 

your  wife?  I  heard  how  it's  a  question  of  the  greatest  
con- 

sequence, whether  or  not  you're  to  be  away  for  a  couple  o 

davs'  shooting.  That's  all  very  well  as  an  idyllic  episode,  bul 

for  your  whole  life  that  won't  answer.  A  man  must  be  
inde- 

pendent; he  has  his  masculine  interests.  A  man  has  to  b< 

manly,"  said  Oblonsky,  opening  the  door. 
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"In  what  way?    To  go  running  after  servant-girls V '  said 
vin.  • 

"Why  not,  if  it  amuses  him?  Ca  ne  tire  pas  a  consequence. 
t  won't  do  my  wife  any  harm,  and  it'll  amuse  me.  The  great 
ling  is  to  respect  the  sanctity  of  the  home.  There  should  be 

othing  in  the  home.    But  don 't  tie  your  own  hands. ' ! 
' '  Perhaps  so, ' '  said  Levin  dryly,  and  he  turned  on  his  side. 
To-morrow,  early,  I  want  to  go  shooting,  and  I  won't  wake 

ny  one,  and  shall  set  off  at  daybreak. ' ' 
"Messieurs,  venez  vite!"  they  heard  the  voice  of  Veslovsky 

oming  back.     "Charmante!     I've  made  such  a  discovery. 
harmante!  sl  perfect  Gretchen,  and  I've  already  made  friends 
dth  her.  Really,  exceedingly  pretty,"  he  declared  in  a  tone 
if  approval,  as  though  she  had  been  made  pretty  entirely  on 
lis  account,  and  he  were  expressing  his  satisfaction  with  the 
ntertainment  that  had  been  provided  for  him. 
Levin  pretended  to  be  asleep,  while  Oblonsky,  putting  on 

is  slippers,  and  lighting  a  cigar,  walked  out  of  the  barn,  and 
oon  their  voices  were  lost. 

For  a  long  while  Levin  could  not  get  to  sleep.  He  heard 
he  horses  munching  hay,  then  he  heard  the  peasant  and  his 
jlder  boy  getting  ready  for  the  night,  and  going  off  for  the 

light-watch  with  the  beasts,  then  he  heard  the  soldier  arrang- 
ng  his  bed  on  the  other  side  of  the  barn,  with  his  nephew,  the 

lounger  son  of  their  peasant  host.  He  heard  the  boy  in  his 
thrill  little  voice  telling  his  uncle  what  he  thought  about  the 
logs,  who  seemed  to  him  huge  and  terrible  creatures,  and  ask- 
ng  what  the  dogs  were  going  to  hunt  next  day,  and  the  soldier 
n  a  husky,  sleepy  voice,  telling  him  the  sportsmen  were  going 
n  the  morning  to  the  marsh,  and  would  shoot  with  their  guns ; 

ind  then,  to  check  the  boy's  questions,  he  said,  "Go  to  sleep, 
iTaska ;  go  to  sleep,  or  you'll  catch  it,"  and  soon  after  he  began 
noring  himself,  and  everything  was  still.  He  could  only  hear 
he  snort  of  the  horses,  and  the  guttural  cry  of  a  snipe. 

Is  it  really  only  negative ? "  he  repeated  to  himself.  "Well, 
ffhat  of  it  ?  It 's  not  my  fault. ' '  And  he  began  thinking  about 
;he  next  day. 
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"To-morrow  I'll  go  out  early,  and  I'll  make  a  point  of  keer. 

ing  cool.  There  are  lots  of  snipe ;  and  there  are  grouse  to( 

When  I  come  back  there'll  be  the  note  from  Kitty.  Yes 

Stiva  may  be  right,  I'm  not  manly  with  her,  I'm  tied  to  he 

apron-strings.     .     .     .    Well,  it  can't  be  helped!     Negativ 

again.     .     .     ." 
Half  asleep,  he  heard  the  laughter  and  mirthful  talk  of  Vej 

lovsky  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  For  an  instant  he  opene 

his  eyes :  the  moon  was  up,  and  in  the  open  doorway,  brightl 

lighted  up  by  the  moonlight,  they  were  standing  talking 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  saying  something  of  the  freshne 

of  one  girl,  comparing  her  to  a  freshly  peeled  nut,  and  Vei 

lovsky  with  his  infectious  laugh  was  repeating  some  word 

probably  said  to  him  by  a  peasant:  "Ah,  you  do  your  best  1 

get  round  her ! "    Levin,  half  asleep,  said : 

"Gentlemen,  to-morrow  before  daylight!"  and  fell  asleep. 

CHAPTER  XII 

Waking  up  at  earliest  dawn,  Levin  tried  to  wake  his  con 

panions.  Vassenka,  lying  on  his  stomach,  with  one  leg  in 

stocking  thrust  out,  was  sleeping  so  soundly  that  he  coul 

elicit  no  response.  Oblonsky,  half  asleep,  declined  to  get  u 

so  early.  Even  Laska,  who  was  asleep,  curled  up  in  the  ha; 

got  up  unwillingly,  and  lazily  stretched  out  and  straightene 

her  hind  legs  one  after  the  other.  Getting  on  his  boots  an 

stockings,  taking  his  gun,  and  carefully  opening  the  creakin 

door  of  the  barn,  Levin  went  out  into  the  road.  The  coacl 

men  were  sleeping  in  their  carriages;  the  horses  were  dozinf 

Only  one  was  lazily  eating  oats,  dipping  its  nose  into  the  ma) 

ger.    It  was  still  gray  out-of-doors. 

"Why  are  you  up  so  early,  my  dear?"  the  old  woman,  the 
hostess,  said,  coming  out  of  the  hut  and  addressing  him  affe 
tionately  as  an  old  friend.  1 

"Going  shooting,  granny.  Do  I  go  this  way  to  tl 

marsh?" 
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"Straight  out  at  the  back;  by  our  threshing-floor,  my  dear, 
I  and  hemp-patches;  there's  a  little  footpath."  Stepping  care- 5  fully  with  her  sunburnt,  bare  feet,  the  old  woman  conducted 
j  Levin,  and  moved  back  the  fence  for  him  by  the  threshing- 
,  floor. 

"Straight  on  and  you'll  come  to  the  marsh.  Our  lads  drove 
a  the  cattle  there  yesterday  evening. ' ' 

Laska  ran  eagerly  forward  along  the  little  path.     Levin 
•  followed  her  with  a  light,  rapid  step,  continually  looking  at 
>  the  sky.    He  hoped  the  sun  would  not  be  up  before  he  reached 
j  the  marsh.    But  the  sun  did  not  delay.    The  moon,  which  had 
j  been  bright  when  he  went  out,  by  now  shone  only  like  a  cres- 
J  cent  of  quicksilver.    The  pink  flush  of  dawn,  which  one  could 
I  not  help  seeing  before,  now  had  to  be  sought  to  be  discerned 
at  all.    What  were  before  undefined,  vague  blurs  in  the  dis- 

i  tant  countryside  could  now  be  distinctly  seen.     They  were 
sheaves  of  rye.     The  dew,  not  visible  till  the  sun  was  up, 

j  wetted  Levin's  legs  and  his  blouse  above  his  belt  in  the  high- growing,  fragrant  hemp-patch,  from  which  the  pollen  had  al- 
ready fallen  out.    In  the  transparent  stillness  of  morning  the 

i  smallest  sounds  were  audible.    A  bee  flew  by  Levin's  ear  with 
j  the  whizzing  sound  of  a  bullet.    He  looked  carefully,  and  saw 
i  a  second  and  a  third.    They  were  all  flying  from  the  beehives 
behind  the  hedge,  and  they  disappeared  over  the  hemp-patch 
in  the  direction  of  the  marsh.     The  path  led  straight  to.  the 

\  marsh.    The  marsh  could  be  recognized  by  the  mist  which  rose 
from  it,  thicker  in  one  place  and  thinner  in  another,  so  that 

I  the  reeds  and  willow-bushes  swayed  like  islands  in  this  mist, 
t  At  the  edge  of  the  marsh  and  the  road  peasant  boys  and  men, 
j  who  had  been  herding  for  the  night,  were  lying,  and  in  the 
,  dawn  all  were  asleep  under  their  coats.     Not  far  from  them 
were  three  hobbled  horses.     One  of  them  clanked  a  chain. 
Laska  walked  beside  her  master,  pressing  a  little  forward  and 
looking  round.     Passing  the  sleeping  peasants  and  reaching 
the  first  reeds,  Levin  examined  his  pistols  and  let  his  dog  off. 
One  of  the  horses,  a  sleek,  dark-brown  three-year-old,  seeing 
the  dog,  started  away,  switched  its  tail  and  snorted.     The 
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other  horses  too  were  frightened,  and  splashing  through  thej 

water  with  their  hobbled  legs,  and  drawing  their  hoofs  out  o 

the  thick  mud  with  a  squelching  sound,  they  bounded  out  o 

the  marsh.     Laska  stopped,  looking  ironically  at  the  horse 

and  inquiringly  at  Levin.    Levin  patted  Laska,  and  whistled 

a  sign  that  she  might  begin. 

Laska  ran  joyfully  and  anxiously  through  the  slush  tha 

swayed  under  her. 

Running  into  the  marsh  among  the  familiar  scents  of  roots 

marsh  plants,  and  slime  and  the  extraneous  smell  of  hors< 

dung,  Laska  detected  at  once  a  smell  that  pervaded  the  whoh 

marsh,  the  scent  of  that  strong-smelling  bird  that  always  ex 

cited  her  more  than  any  other.     Here  and  there  among  tin 

moss  and  marsh  plants  this  scent  was  very  strong,  but  it  wa: 

impossible  to  determine  in  which  direction  it  grew  stronger  o: 

fainter.     To  find  the  direction,  she  had  to  go  further  awaj 

from  the  wind.     Not  feeling  the  motion  of  her  legs,  Lasb 

bounded  with  a  stiff  gallop,  so  that  at  each  bound  she  coulc 

stop  short,  to  the  right,  away  from  the  wind  that  blew  fron 

the  east  before  sunrise,  and  turned  facing  the  wind.    Sniffini 

in  the  air  with  dilated  nostrils,  she  felt  at  once  that  not  theii 

tracks  only  but  they  themselves  were  here  before  her,  and  no 

one,  but  many.    Laska  slackened  her  speed.    They  were  here
 

but  where  precisely  she  could  not  yet  determine.    To  find  th 

very  spot,  she  began  to  make  a  circle,  when  suddenly 
 he 

master's  voice  drew  her  off.    "Laska!  here?"  he  asked,  point 

ing  her  to  a  different  direction.    She  stopped,  asking  him  1 

she  had  better  not  go  on  doing  as  she  had  begun.     But  h 

repeated  his  command  in  an  angry  voice,  pointing  to  a  spo 

covered  with  water,  where  there  could  not  be  anything.    Sh 

obeyed  -him,  pretending  she  was  looking,  so  as  to  please  hiir 

went  round  it,  and  went  back  to  her  former  position,  and  wa 

at  once  aware  of  the  scent  again.    Now  when  he  was  not  hir 

dering  her,  she  knew  what  to  do,  and  without  looking  at  wha 

was  under  her  feet,  and  to  her  vexation  stumbling  over 

high  stump  into  the  water,   but  righting  herself  with  he 

strong,  supple  legs,  she  began  making  the  circle  which  was  t 
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ke   all  clear  to  her.     The  scent   of   them  reached  her, 
stronger  and  stronger,  and  more  and  more  denned,  and  all  at 
once  it  became  perfectly  clear  to  her  that  one  of  them  was 
here,  behind  this  tuft  of  reeds,  five  paces  in  front  of  her ;  she 
stopped,  and  her  whole  body  was  still  and  rigid.    On  her  short 
legs  she  could  see  nothing  in  front  of  her,  but  by  the  scent 
she  knew  it  was  sitting  not  more  than  five  paces  off.     She 
stood  still,  feeling  more  and  more  conscious  of  it,  and  enjoy- 

ing it  in  anticipation.     Her  tail  was  stretched  straight  and 
i  tense,  and  only  wagging  at  the  extreme  end.    Her  mouth  was 
[  slightly  open,  her  ears  raised.    One  ear  had  been  turned  wrong 
j  side  out  as  she  ran  up,  and  she  breathed  heavily  but  warily, 
|  and  still  more  warily  looked  round,  but  more  with  her  eyes 
>  than  her  head,  to  her  master.    He  was  coming  along  with  the 
;  face  she  knew  so  well,  though  the  eyes  were  always  terrible 
|  to  her.    He  stumbled  over  the  stump  as  he  came,  and  moved, 
i  as  she  thought,  extraordinarily  slowly.    She  thought  he  came 
!  slowly,  but  he  was  running. 

Noticing  Laska 's  special  attitude  as  she  crouched  on  the 
i  ground,  as  it  were  scratching  big  prints  with  her  hind  paws, 
land  with  her  mouth  slightly  open,  Levin  knew  she  was  point- 
ting  at  grouse,  and  with  an  inward  prayer  for  luck,  especially 
with  the  first  bird,  he  ran  up  to  her.  Coming  quite  close  up  to her,  he  could  from  his  height  look  beyond  her,  and  he  saw  with 
his  eyes  what  she  was  seeing  with  her  nose.  In  a  space  between 
•two  little  thickets,  at  a  couple  of  yards'  distance,  he  could  see 
a  grouse.  Turning  its  head,  it  was  listening.  Then  lightly 
preening  and  folding  its  wings,  it  disappeared  round  a  corner iwith  a  clumsy  wag  of  its  tail. 

"Fetch  it,  fetch  it!"  shouted  Levin,  giving  Laska  a  shove from  behind. 

"But  I  can't  go,"  thought  Laska.     " Where  am  I  to  go? Prom  here  I  feel  them,  but  if  I  move  forward  I  shall  know 
nothing  of  where  they  are  or  who  they  are."    But  then  he 
shoved  her  with  his  knee,  and  in  an  excited  whisper  said "Fetch  it,  Laska." 
"Well,  if  that's  what  he  wishes,  I'll  do  it,  but  I  can't  answer 
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for  myself  now,"  she  thought,  and  darted  forward  as  fast 

her  legs  would  carry  her  between  the  thick  bushes.     Sto 

scented  nothing  now ;  she  could  only  see  and  hear,  without  un 
derstanding  anything. 

Ten  paces  from  her  former  place  a  grouse  rose  with  a  gut 

tural  cry  and  the  peculiar  round  sound  of  its  wings.  And  im 

mediately  after  the  shot  it  splashed  heavily  with  its  whit, 

breast  on  the  Avet  mire.  Another  bird  did  not  linger,  but  ros 

behind  Levin  without  the  dog.  When  Levin  turned  towards  it 

it  was  already  some  way  off.  But  his  shot  caught  it.  Flying 

twenty  paces  further,  the  second  grouse  rose  upwards,  anc 

whirling    round    like    a    ball,    dropped    heavily    on    a    drj 

place. 

"Come,  this  is  going  to  be  some  good!"  thought  Levin 

packing  the  warm  and  fat  grouse  into  his  game-bag.  "
Eh 

Laska,  will  it  be  good?" 
When  Levin,  after  loading  his  gun,  moved  on,  the  sun  hac 

fully  risen,  though  unseen  behind  the  storm-clouds.  The  mooi 

had  lost  all  its  lustre,  and  was  like  a  white  cloud  in  the  sky 

Not  a  single  star  could  be  seen.  The  sedge,  silvery  with  dev| 

before,  now  shone  like  gold.  The  stagnant  pools  were  all  hk 

amber.  The  blue  of  the  grass  had  changed  to  yellow-green
 

The  marsh-birds  twittered  and  swarmed  about  the  brook  an< 

upon  the  bushes  that  glittered  with  dew  and  cast  long  shad
ows 

A  hawk  woke  up  and  settled  on  a  haycock,  turning  its  he
ac 

from  side  to  side  and  looking  discontentedly  at  the  mar
sh 

Crows  were  flying  about  the  field,  and  a  bare-legged  boy  wa
 

driving  the  horses  to  an  old  man,  who  had  got  up  from  und
e 

his  long  coat  and  was  combing  his  hair.  The  smoke  from 
 th 

gun  was  white  as  milk  over  the  green  of  the  grass. 

One  of  the  boys  ran  up  to  Levin. 

"Uncle,  there  were  ducks  here  yesterday!"  he  shouted  t 

him,  and  he  walked  a  little  way  off  behind  him. 

And  Levin  was  doubly  pleased,  in  sight  of  the  boy,  wh 

expressed  his  approval,  at  killing  three  snipe,  one  afte
r  an 

other,  straight  off. 

L 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

The  sportsman's  saying,  that  if  the  first  beast  or  the  first 
d  is  not  missed,  the  day  will  be  lucky,  turned  out  correct. 

At  ten  o'clock  Levin,  weary,  hungry,  and  happy  after  a 
tramp  of  twenty  miles,  returned  to  his  night 's  lodging  with 

;  nineteen  head  of  fine  game  and  one  duck,  which  he  tied  to  his 
,  belt,  as  it  would  not  go  into  the  game-bag.  His  companions 
I  had  long  been  awake,  and  had  had  time  to  get  hungry  and 
i  have  breakfast. 

'Wait  a  bit,  wait  a  bit,  I  know  there  are  nineteen,"  said 
1  Levin,   counting  a  second  time  over  the  grouse  and  snipe, 
I  that  looked  so  much  less  important  now,  bent  and  dry  and 
I blood-stained,  with  heads  crooked  aside,  than  they  did  when 
they  were  flying. 

The  number  was  verified,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  '&  envy 
1  pleased  Levin.     He  was  pleased  too  on  returning  to  find  the 
man  sent  by  Kitty  with  a  note  was  already  there. 

"I  am  perfectly  well  and  happy.  If  you  were  uneasy  about 
me,  you  can  feel  easier  than  ever.  I've  a  new  bodyguard, 
Marya  Vlasyevna, "— this  was  the  midwife,  a  new  and  im- 

portant personage  in  Levin's  domestic  life.  "She  has  come 
to  have  a  look  at  me.  She  found  me  perfectly  well,  and  we 
have  kept  her  till  you  are  back.  All  are  happy  and  well,  and 
please,  don't  be  in  a  hurry  to  come  back,  but,  if  the  sport  is 
good,  stay  another  day." 

These  two  pleasures,  his  lucky  shooting  and  the  letter  from 
his  wife,  were  so  great  that  two  slightly  disagreeable  incidents 
passed  lightly  over  Levin.  One  was  that  the  chestnut  trace- 
horse,  who  had  been  unmistakably  overworked  on  the  previous 
day,  was  off  his  feed  and  out  of  sorts.  The  coachman  said  he 
was  "Overdriven  yesterday,  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch, "  he 
said.     ' '  Yes,  indeed !  driving  ten  miles  with  no  sense ! '  * 

The  other  unpleasant  incident,  which  for  the  first  minute 
destroyed  his  good-humor,  though  later  he  laughed  at  it  a 
great  deal,  was  to  find  that  of  all  the  provisions  Kitty  had 
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provided  in  such  abundance  that  one  would  have  though 

there  was  enough  for  a  week,  nothing  was  left.  On  his  wa; 

back,  tired'  and  hungry,  from  shooting,  Levin  had  so  distinc 
a  vision  of  meat-pies  that  as  he  approached  the  hut  he  seeme< 

to  smell  and  taste  them,  as  Laska  had  smelt  the  game,  and  h 

immediately  told  Philip  to  give  him  some.  It  appeared  tha 

there  were  no  pies  left,  nor  even  any  chicken. 

"Well,  this  fellow's  appetite !"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitcr 

laughing  and  pointing  at  Vassenka  Veslovsky.  ' '  I  never  suffe 

from  loss  of  appetite,  but  he 's  really  marvelous !     .     .     . " 
"Well,  it  can't  be  helped,"  said  Levin,  looking  gloomily  a 

Veslovsky.     "Well,  Philip,  give  me  some  beef,  then." 

"The  beef's  been  eaten,  and  the  bones  given  to  the  dogs,:J answered  Philip. 

Levin  was  so  hurt  that  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  vexation,  "Yo 

might  have  left  me  something!"  and  he  felt  ready  to  cry. 

"Then  put  away  the  game,"  he  said  in  a  shaking  voice  t 

Philip,  trying  not  to  look  at  Vassenka,  "and  cover  them  wit 
some  nettles.     And  you  might  at  least  ask  for  some  mil 

for  me. ' ' 
But  when  he  had  drunk  some  milk,  he  felt  ashamed  immed: 

ately  at  having  shown  his  annoyance  to  a  stranger,  and  h 

began  to  laugh  at  his  hungry  mortification. 

In  the  evening  they  went  shooting  again,  and  Veslovsky  ha 

several  successful  shots,  and  in  the  night  they  drove  home. 

Their  homeward  journey  was  as  lively  as  their  drive  out  ha 

been.  Veslovsky  sang  songs  and  related  with  enjoyment  hi 

adventures  with  the  peasants,  who  had  regaled  him  wit 

vodka,  and  said  to  him,  "Excuse  our  homely  ways,"  and  hi 

night's  adventures  with  kiss-in-the-ring  and  the  servant-gii 

and  the  peasant,  who  had  asked  him  was  he  married,  and  o 

learning  that  he  was  not,  said  to  him,  "Well,  mind  you  don 

run  after  other  men's  wives— you'd  better  get  one  of  you 

own. ' '    These  words  had  particularly  amused  Veslovsky. 

"Altogether,  I've  enjoyed  our  outing  awfully.     And  yoi 

Levin?" 

"I  have,  very  much,"  Levin  said  quite  sincerely.     It  wfl 
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particularly  delightful  to  him  to  have  got  rid  of  the  hostility 
he  had  been  feeling  towards  Vassenka  Veslovsky  at  home,  and 
to  feel  instead  the  most  friendly  disposition  to  him. 

CHAPTER  XIV 

;  Next  day  at  ten  o'clock  Levin,  who  had  already  gone  his 
rounds,  knocked  at  the  room  where  Vassenka  had  been  put 
for  the  night. 

"Entrez!"  Veslovsky  called  to  him.  "Excuse  me,  I 've  only 
just  finished  my  ablutions,"  he  said,  smiling,  standing  before 
him  in  his  underclothes  only. 

"Don't  mind  me,  please."  Levin  sat  down  in  the  window. 
"Have  you  slept  well?" 

"Like  the  dead.     What  sort  of  day  is  it  for  shooting?" 
"What  will  you  take,  tea  or  coffee?" 

^  "Neither.     I'll   wait   till   lunch.     I'm   really   ashamed.     I 
suppose  the  ladies  are  down?    A  walk  now  would  be  capital. 

You  show  me  your  horses. ' ' 
:  After  walking  about  the  garden,  visiting  the  stable,  and 
even  doing  some  gymnastic  exercises  together  on  the  parallel 

'bars,  Levin  returned  to  the  house  with  his  guest,  and  went with  him  into  the  drawing-room. 

"We  had  splendid  shooting,  and  so  many  delightful  experi- 
ences!" said  Veslovsky,  going  up  to  Kitty,  who  was  sitting  at 

the  samovar.  "What  a  pity  ladies  are  cut  off  from  these 
delights!" 

1  Well,  I  suppose  he  must  say  something  to  the  lady  of  the 
house, ' '  Levin  said  to  himself.  Again  he  fancied  something  in 
the  smile,  in  the  all-conquering  air  with  which  their  guest 
addressed  Kitty.     .     .     . 

The  princess,  sitting  on  the  other  side  of  the  table  with 
Marya  Vlasyevna  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  called  Levin  to 
her  side,  and  began  to  talk  to  him  about  moving  to  Moscow 
for  Kitty's  confinement,  and  getting  ready  rooms  for  them. 
Just  as  Levin  had  disliked  all  the  trivial  preparations  for  his 
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wedding,  as  derogatory  to  the  grandeur  of  the  event,  now  he 

felt  still  more  offensive  the  preparations  for  the  approaching 

birth,  the  date  of  which  they  reckoned,  it  seemed,  on  thei 

fingers.     He  tried  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  these  discussions  oi 

the  best  patterns  of  long  clothes  for  the  coming  baby;  triec 

to  turn  away  and  avoid  seeing  the  mysterious,  endless  strip 

of  knitting,  the  triangles  of  linen,  and  so  on,  to  which  Doll: 

attached  special  importance.     The  birth  of  a  son   (he  wa 

certain  it  would  be  a  son)  which  was  promised  him,  but  whic] 

he  still  could  not  believe  in— so  marvelous  it  seemed— pre 

sented  itself  to  his  mind,  on  one  hand,  as  a  happiness  so  im 

mense,  and  therefore  so  incredible ;  on  the  other,  as  an  event  s 

mysterious,  that  this  assumption  of  a  definite  knowledge  o 

what  would  be,  and  consequent  preparation  for  it,  as  for  some 

thing  ordinary  that  did  happen  to  people,  jarred  on  him  a 

confusing  and  humiliating. 

But  the  princess  did  not  understand  his  feelings,  and  pu 

down  his  reluctance  to  think  and  talk  about  it  to  carelessnes 

and  indifference,  and  so  she  gave  him  no  peace.     She  had  com! 

missioned  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  to  look  at  a  flat,  and  now  sh| 
called  Levin  up. 

"I  know  nothing  about  it,  princess.     Do  as  you  think  fit, 
he  said. 

"You  must  decide  when  you  will  move." 

1 '  I  really  don 't  know.  I  know  millions  of  children  are  bor 

away  from  Moscow,  and  doctors    .     .    .    why    .     .    . 

"But  if  so     .     .     ." 

"Oh,  no,  as  Kitty  wishes." 
"We  can't  talk  to  Kitty  about  it!  Do  you  want  me  t 

frighten  her?  Why,  this  spring  Natalia  Golitzin  died 
 froi 

having  an  ignorant  doctor. 

"I  will  do  just  what  you  say,"  he  said  gloomily. 

The  princess  began  talking  to  him,  but  he  did  not  hea 

her.  Though  the  conversation  with  the  princess  had  indee 

jarred  upon  him,  he  was  gloomy,  not  on  account  of  that  coi 

versation,  but  from  what  he  saw  at  the  samovar. 

"No,  it's  impossible,"  he  thought,  glancing  now  and  the 
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at  Vassenka  bending  over  Kitty,  telling  her  something  with 
his  charming  smile,  and  at  her,  flushed  and  disturbed. 

There  was  something  not  nice  in  Vassenka 's  attitude,  in 
is  eyes,  in  his  smile.  Levin  even  saw  something  not  nice 

in  Kitty's  attitude  and  look.  And  again  the  light  died  away in  his  eyes.  Again,  as  before,  all  of  a  sudden,  without  the 
slightest  transition,  he  felt  cast  down  from  a  pinnacle  of 
happiness,  peace,  and  dignity,  into  an  abyss  of  despair,  rage, 
and  humiliation.  Again  everything  and  every  one  had  become hateful  to  him. 

''You  do  just  as  you  think  best,  princess,' '  he  said  again, looking  round. 

" Heavy  is  the  cap  of  Monomach,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
said  playfully,  hinting,  evidently,  not  simply  at  the  princess's 
conversation,  but  at  the  cause  of  Levin's  agitation,  which  he had  noticed. 

"How  late  you  are  to-day,  Dolly !" 
Every  one  got  up  to  greet  Darya  Alexandrovna.  Vassenka 

only  rose  for  an  instant,  and  with  the  lack  of  courtesy  to 
ladies  characteristic  of  the  modern  young  man,  he  scarcely 
bowed,  and  resumed  his  conversation  again,  laughing  at  some- thing. 

"I've  been  worried  about  Masha.  She  did  not  sleep  well, and  is  dreadfully  tiresome  to-day, ' '  said  Dolly. 
The  conversation  Vassenka  had  started  with  Kitty  was 

running  on  the  same  lines  as  on  the  previous  evening,  dis- 
cussing Anna,  and  whether  love  is  to  be  put  higher  than 

worldlv  considerations.  Kitty  disliked  the  conversation,  and 
she  was  disturbed  both  by  the  subject  and  the  tone  in  which  it 
was  conducted,  and  also  by  the  knowledge  of  the  effect  it 
would  have  on  her  husband.  But  she  was  too  simple  and 
innocent  to  know  how  to  cut  short  this  conversation,  or  even 
to  conceal  the  superficial  pleasure  afforded  her  by  the  young 
man's  very  obvious  admiration.  She  wanted  to  stop  it,  but she  did  not  know  what  to  do.  Whatever  she  did  she  knew 
would  be  observed  by  her  husband,  and  the  worst  interpreta- 

tion put  on  it.     And,  in  fact,  when  she  asked  Dolly  what  was 
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wrong  with  Masha,  and  Vassenka,  waiting  till  this  uninterest-J 
ing  conversation  was  over,  began  to  gaze  indifferently  ad 
Dolly,  the  question  struck  Levin  as  an  unnatural  and  disgust  J 
ing  piece  of  hypocrisy. 

"What  do  you  say,  shall  we  go  and  look  for  mushrooms 
to-day?"  said  Dolly. 

"By  all  means,  please,  and  I  shall  come  too,"  said  Kitty] 
and  she  blushed.  She  wanted  from  politeness  to  ask  Vassenkal 

whether  he  would  come,  and  she  did  not  ask  him.  "Where 
are  you  going,  Kostya?"  she  asked  her  husband  with  a  guilty 
face,  as  he  passed  by  her  with  a  resolute  step.  This  guiltj 
air  confirmed  all  his  suspicions. 

"The  mechanician  came  when  I  was  away;  I  haven't  seer 
him  yet, ' '  he  said,  not  looking  at  her. 

He  went  down-stairs,  but  before  he  had  time  to  leave  hi} 

study  he  heard  his  wife's  familiar  footsteps  running  witl 
reckless  speed  to  him. 

"What  do  you  want?"  he  said  to  her  shortly.  "We  ar< 

busy. ' ' 
"I  beg  your  pardon,"  she  said  to  the  German  mechanician f 

' 1 1  want  a  few  words  with  my  husband. ' ' 
The  German  would  have  left  the  room,  but  Levin  said  t 

him: 

"  Don 't  disturb  yourself. ' ' 
' '  The  train  is  at  three  ? ' '  queried  the  German.  '  •  I  mustn 5 

be  late." 
Levin  did  not  answer  him,  but  walked  out  himself  wit. 

his  wife. 

"Well,  what  have  you  to  say  to  me?"  he  said  to  her  ii 
French. 

He  did  not  look  her  in  the  face,  and  did  not  care  to  se 
that  she  in  her  condition  was  trembling  all  over,  and  had 
piteous,  crushed  look. 

"I  .  .  .  I  want  to  say  that  we  can't  go  on  like  this 
that  this  is  misery     .     .     . "  she  said. 

"The  servants  are  here  at  the  sideboard,"  he  said  angrily 
"don't  make  a  scene." 
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"Well,  let's  go  in  here!" 
They  were  standing  in  the  passage.     Kitty  would  have  gone 

into  the  next  room,  but  there  the  English  governess  was  giving 
Tanya  a  lesson. 

J    ' '  Well,  come  into  the  garden. ' ' 
In  the  garden  they  came  upon  a  peasant  weeding  the  path. 

And  no  longer  considering  that  the  peasant  could  see  her 

i  tear-stained  and  his  agitated  face,  that  they  looked  like  people 
fleeing  from  some  disaster,  they  went  on  with  rapid  steps, 

feeling  that  they  must  speak  out  and  clear  up  misunder- 
standings, must  be  alone  together,  and  so  get  rid  of  the  misery 

jthey  were  both  feeling. 

J    "We  can't  go  on  like  this!     It's  misery!     I  am  wretched; 
you  are  wretched.     What  for?"  she  said,  when  they  had  at 

stlast  reached  a  solitary  garden-seat  at  a  turn  in  the  lime-tree 

ijavenue. 

"But  tell  me  one  thing:  was  there  in  his  tone  anything 
t unseemly,  not  nice,  humiliatingly  horrible?"  he  said,  standing 
before  her  again  in  the  same  poskion  with  his  clenched  fists 

,£on  his  chest,  as  he  had  stood  before  her  that  night. 

"Yes,"  she  said  in  a  shaking  voice;  "but,  Kostya,  surely 
i  you  see  I  'm  not  to  blame  ?     All  the  morning  I  've  been  trying 
to  take  a  tone     .     .     .     but  such  people     .     .     .     Why  did  he 

tome?    How  happy  we  were!"  she  said,  breathless  with  the obs  that  shook  her. 

Although  nothing  had  been  pursuing  them,  and  there  was 
pothing  to  run  away  from,  and  they  could  not  possibly  have 
found   anything   very   delightful    on   that    garden-seat,   the 

i  gardener  saw  with  astonishment  that  they  passed  him   on 
their  way  home  with  comforted  and  radiant  faces. 

CHAPTER  XV 

After  escorting  his  wife  up-stairs,  Levin  went  to  Dolly's 
part  of  the  house.     Darya  Alexandrovna,  for  her  part,  was  in 
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great  distress  too  that  day.     She  was  walking  about  the  room 
talking  angrily  to  a  little  girl,  who  stood  in  the  corner  roaring 

"And  you  shall  stand  all  day  in  the  corner,  and  have  you: 
dinner  all  alone,  and  not  see  one  of  your  dolls,  and  I  won' 
make  you  a  new  frock, ' '  she  said,  not  knowing  how  to  punisli 
her. 

"Oh,  she  is  a  disgusting  child !"  she  turned  to  Levin! . 
"Where  does  she  get  such  wicked  propensities?" 
"Why,  what  has  she  done?"  Levin  said  without  much  mil 

terest,  for  he  had  wanted  to  ask  her  advice,  and  so  was  anl 
noyed  that  he  had  come  at  an  unlucky  moment. 

' '  Grisha  and  she  went  into  the  raspberries,  and  there    .     . 
I  can't  tell  you  really  what  she  did.  It's  a  thousand  pitiel 
Miss  Elliot's  not  with  us.  This  one  sees  to  nothing — she's  m 
machine     .     .     .    Figurez-vous  que  la  petite?    .     .     ." 

And  Darya  Alexandrovna  described  Masha's  crime. 
"That  proves  nothing;  it's  not  a  question  of  evil  pro 

pensities  at  all,  it 's  simply  mischief, ' '  Levin  assured  her. 
' '  But  you  are  upset  about 'something  ?  What  have  you  com 

for  1 ' '  asked  Dolly.     ' '  What 's  going  on  there  ? ' ' 
And  in  the  tone  of  her  question  Levin  heard  that  it  wouL 

be  easy  for  him  to  say  what  he  had  meant  to  say. 

"  I  've  not  been  in  there,  I  've  been  alone  in  the  garden  wit] 
Kitty.    We've  had  a  quarrel  for  the  second  time  since     .     . 
Stiva  came." 
Dolly  looked  at  him  with  her  shrewd,  comprehendin; 

eyes. 

"Come,  tell  me,  honor  bright,  has  there  been     .    .    .    rA 
in  Kitty,  but  in  that  gentleman 's  behavior,  a  tone  which  migh 
be  unpleasant — not  unpleasant,  but  horrible,  offensive  to 
husband  ? 

"You  mean,  how  shall  I  say  .  .  .  Stay,  stay  in  th 
corner!"  she  said  to  Masha,  who,  detecting  a  faint  smile  on  he 
mother 's  face,  had  been  turning  round.  ' '  The  opinion  of  th 
world  would  be  that  he  is  behaving  as  young  men  do  behave 

II  fait  la  cour  a  line  jeune  et  jolie  femme,  and  a  husband  who' 
a  man  of  the  world  should  only  be  flattered  by  it. ' ' 
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?  I  "Yes,  yes,"  said  Levin  gloomily;  "but  you  noticed  it?" 
T    "Not  only  I,  but  Stiva  noticed  it.    Just  after  breakfast  he 
rsaid  to  me  in  so  many  words,  Je  crois  que  Veslovsky  fait  un 
T  petit  hrin  de  cour  a  Kitty." 

"Well,  that's  all  right  then;  now  I'm  satisfied.  I'll  send 
him  away, ' '  said  Levin. 
W"What  do  you  mean!  Are  you  crazy?"  Dolly  cried  in 
horror;  "nonsense,  Kostya,  only  think!"  she  said,  laughing. 
"You  can  go  now  to  Fanny,"  she  said  to  Masha.  "No,  if  you 
wish  it,  I'll  speak  to  Stiva.  He'll  take  him  away.  He  can 
say  you're  expecting  visitors.  Altogether  he  doesn't  fit  into 
the  house." 

"No,  no,  I'll  do  it  myself." 
* '  But  you  '11  quarrel  with  him  ? ' ' 

"Not  a  bit.    I  shall  so  enjoy  it,"  Levin  said,  his  eyes  flash- 
ing with  real  enjoyment.     "Come,   forgive  her,  Dolly,   she 

'won't  do  it  again,"  he  said  of  the  little  sinner,  who  had  not 
gone   to  Fanny,   but   was   standing  irresolutely   before   her 

*  mother,  waiting  and  looking  up  from  under  her  brows  to 

I  catch  her  mother 's  eye. 
The  mother  glanced  at  her.  The  child  broke  into  sobs,  hid 

her  face  on  her  mother's  lap,  and  Dolly  laid  her  thin,  tender hand  on  her  head. 

I  "And  what  is  there  in  common  between  us  and  him?" 
thought  Levin,  and  he  went  off  to  look  for  Veslovsky. 

As  he  passed  through  the  passage  he  gave  orders  for  the 
carriage  to  be  got  ready  to  drive  to  the  station. 

"The  spring  was  broken  yesterday,"  said  the  footman. 
"Well,  the  covered  trap  then,  and  make  haste.  Where's 

the  visitor?" 

"The  gentleman's  gone  to  his  room." 
Levin  came  upon  Veslovsky  at  the  moment. when  the  latter, 

having  unpacked  his  things  from  his  trunk,  and  laid  out  some 
new  songs,  was  putting  on  his  gaiters  to  go  out  riding. 
Whether  there  was  something  exceptional  in  Levin's  face, 

or  that  Vassenka  was  himself  conscious  that  ce  petit  hrin  de 
cour  he  was  making  was  out  of  place  in  this  family ;  but  he 
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was  somewhat  (as  much  as  a  young  man  in  society  can  be) 

disconcerted  at  Levin's  entrance. 

' '  You  ride  in  gaiters  ¥ '  • 
"Yes,  it's  much  cleaner,"  said  Vassenka,  putting  his  fa 

leg  on  a  chair,  fastening  the  bottom  hook,  and  smiling  witl 

simple-hearted  good  humor. 
He  was  undoubtedly  a  good-natured  fellow,  and  Levin  fel 

sorry  for  him  and  ashamed  of  himself,  as  his  host,  when  h 

saw  the  shy  look  on  Vassenka 's  face. 
On  the  table  lay  a  piece  of  stick  which  they  had  broke] 

together  that  morning,  trying  their  strength.  Levin  took  th( 

fragment  in  his  hands  and  began  smashing  it  up,  breaking 
bits  off  the  stick,  not  knowing  how  to  begin. 

"  I  wanted  .  .  ."  He  paused,  but  suddenly,  remember 
ing  Kitty  and  everything  that  had  happened,  he  said,  looking 

him  resolutely  in  the  face :  ' '  I  have  ordered  the  horses  to  b 

put-to  for  you." 
"How    so?"    Vassenka    began    in    surprise.     "To    driv 

where  % ' ' 
' '  For  you  to  drive  to  the  station, ' '  Levin  said  gloomily. 

"Are  you  going  away,  or  has  something  happened?" 

"It  happens  that  I  expect  visitors,"  said  Levin,  his  stron 
fingers  more  and  more  rapidly  breaking  off  the  ends  of  th< 

split  stick.  "And  I'm  not  expecting  visitors,  and  nothing! 

has  happened,  but  I  beg  you  to  go  away.  You  can  explain 

my  rudeness  as  you  like. ' ' 
Vassenka  drew  himself  up. 

"  I  beg  you  to  explain  .  .  . "  he  said  with  dignity,  under 
standing  at  last. 

"I  can't  explain,"  Levin  said  softly  and  deliberately,  try 

ing  to  control  the  trembling  of  his  jaw ;  "and  you'd  better  noj 

ask." And  as  the  split  ends  were  all  broken  off,  Levin  clutched 

the  thick  ends  in  his  finger,  broke  the  stick  in  two,  and  care 

fully  caught  the  end  as  it  fell. 

Probably  the  sight  of  those  nervous  fingers,  of  the  musclei 

he  had  proved  that  morning  at  gymnastics,  of  the  glittering 
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yes,  the  soft  voice,  and  quivering  jaws,  convinced  Vassenka 
better  than  any  words.  He  bowed,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
iind  smiling  contemptuously. 

"Can  I  not  see  Oblonsky?" 
[  )  The  shrug  and  the  smile  did  not  irritate  Levin. 

i '  What  else  was  there  for  him  to  do  V '  he  thought. 
•  "  I  '11  send  him  to  you  at  once.  • ' 
"What  madness  is  this?"  Stepan  Arkady evitch  said  when, 

after  hearing  from  his  friend  that  he  was  being  turned  out  of 
the  house,  he  found  Levin  in  the  garden,  where  he  was  walking 

jabout  waiting  for  his  guest's  departure.     "Mais  c'est  ridicule! 
jWhat  fly  has  stung  you?     Mais  c'est  du  dernier  ridicule! 
What  did  you  think,  if  a  young  man     .     .     . ' ' 
But  the  place  where  Levin  had  been  stung  was  evidently 

still  sore,  for  he  turned  pale  again,  when  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
would  have  enlarged  on  the  reason,  and  he  himself  cut  him 
Bort. 

.."Please  don't  go  into  it!  I  can't  help  it.  I  feel  ashamed 
of  how  I  'm  treating  you  and  him.  But  it  won 't  be,  I  imagine, 
i  great  grief  to  him  to  go,  and  his  presence  was  distasteful  to 

me  and  to  my  wife. ' ' 
■ ' But  it 's  insulting  to  him !     Et  puis  c 'est  ridicule." 
"And  to  me  it's  both  insulting  and  distressing!  And  I'm 

lot  in  fault  in  any  way,  and  there's  no  need  for  me  to  suffer." 
Well,  this  I  didn't  expect  of  you!  On  pent  etre  jaloux, 

mais  a  ce  point,  c'est  du  dernier  ridicule!" 
Levin  turned  quickly,  and  walked  away  from  him  into  the 

lepths  of  the  avenue,  and  he  went  on  walking  up  and  down 
done.  Soon  he  heard  the  rumble  of  the  trap,  and  saw  from 
)ehind  the  trees  how  Vassenka,  sitting  in  the  hay  (unluckily 
here  was  no  seat  in  the  trap)  in  his  Scotch  cap,  was  driven 
ilong  the  avenue,  jolting  up  and  down  over  the  ruts. 

u What's  this?"  Levin  thought,  when  a  footman  ran  out  of 
he  house  and  stopped  the  trap.  It  was  the  mechanician, 
vhom  Levin  had  totally  forgotten.  The  mechanician,  bowing 
ow,  said  something  to  Veslovsky,  then  clambered  into  the  trap, 
ind  they  drove  off  together. 
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Stepan  Arkadyevitch  and  the  princess  were  much  upset  b; 

Levin's  action.     And  he  himself  felt  not  only  in  the  highes 
degree  ridicule,  but  also  utterly  guilty  and  disgraced.     Bu 
remembering  what  sufferings  he  and  his  wife  had  been  throug 
when  he  asked  himself  how  he  should  act  another  time, 
answered  that  he  should  do  just  the  same  again. 

In  spite  of  all  this,  towards  the  end  of  that  day,  every  on 

except  the  princess,  who  could  not  pardon  Levin's  action,  b< 
came  extraordinarily  lively  and  good-humored,  like  childre 
after  a  punishment  or  grown-up  people  after  a  dreary,  ceri 

monious  reception,  so  that  by  the  evening  Vassenka's  di; 
missal  was  spoken  of,  in  the  absence  of  the  princess,  as  thoug 
it  were  some  remote  event.  And  Dolly,  who  had  inherited  he 

father's  gift  of  humorous  story-telling,  made  Varenka  helj 
less  with  laughter  as  she^related  for  the  third  and  fourth  tim 
always  with  fresh  humorous  additions,  how  she  had  only  jui 
put  on  her  new  shoes  for  the  benefit  of  the  visitor,  and  on  goin 
into  the  drawing-room,  heard  suddenly  the  rumble  of  the  tra] 
And  who  should  be  in  the  trap  but  Vassenka  himself,  with  h 
Scotch  cap,  and  his  songs  and  his  gaiters,  and  all,  sitting  i 
the  hay. 

1 ' If  only  you'd  ordered  out  the  carriage !  But  no !  and  the 
I  hear :  ' Stop ! '  Oh,  I  thought  they've  relented.  I  look  ou 
and  behold  a  fat  German  being  sat  down  by  him  and  drivir 
away    .    .    .    And  my  new  shoes  all  for  nothing!    .    . 

CHAPTER  XVI 

Darya  Alexandrovna  carried  out  her  intention  and  went 

see  Anna.  She  was  sorry  to  annoy  her  sister  and  to  do  an; 
thing  Levin  disliked.  She  quite  understood  how  right  tl 
Levins  were  in  not  wishing  to  have  anything  to  do  wr 
Vronsky.  But  she  felt  she  must  go  and  see  Anna,  and  sho 
her  that  her  feelings  could  not  be  changed,  in  spite  of  tl 
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fchange  in  her  position.  That  she  might  be  independent  of  the 
(Levins  in  this  expedition,  Darya  Alexandrovna  sent  to  the 
Milage  to  hire  horses  for  the  drive;  but  Levin  learning  of  it 
Iwent  to  her  to  protest. 

"  What  makes  you  suppose  that  I  dislike  your  going?  But, ;3ven  if  I  did  dislike  it,  I  should  still  more  dislike  your  not 
Itaking  my  horses, "  he  said.  "You  never  told  me  that  you 
Jwere  going  for  certain.  Hiring  horses  in  the  village  is  dis- 
fagreeable  to  me,  and,  what's  of  more  importance,  they'll  un- 

dertake the  job  and  never  get  you  there.  I  have  horses.  And 
if  you  don't  want  to  wound  me,  you'll  take  mine." 
Darya  Alexandrovna  had  to  consent,  and  on  the  day  fixed 

Levin  had  ready  for  his  sister-in-law  a  set  of  four  horses  and 
relays,  getting  them  together  from  the  farm  and  saddle- 
horses— not  at  all  a  smart-ldfoking  set,  but  capable  of  taking 
Darya  Alexandrovna  the  whole  distance  in  a  single  day.  At 
that  moment,  when  horses  were  wanted  for  the  princess,  who 
was  going,  and  for  the  midwife,  it  was  a  difficult  matter  for 
Levin  to  make  up  the  number,  but  the  duties  of  hospitality 
would  not  let  him  allow  Darya  Alexandrovna  to  hire  horses 
tfhen  staying  in  his  house.  Moreover,  he  was  well  aware  that 
the  twenty  roubles  that  would  be  asked  for  the  journey  were 
i  serious  matter  for  her;  Darya  Alexandrovna 's  pecuniary 
affairs,  which  were  in  a  very  unsatisfactory  state,  were  taken 
0  heart  by  the  Levins  as  if  they  were  their  own. 
Darya  Alexandrovna,  by  Levin's  advice,  started  before  day- 

)reak.  The  road  was  good,  the  carriage  comfortable,  the 
lorses  trotted  along  merrily,  and  on  the  box,  besides  the 
wachman,  sat  the  counting-house  clerk,  whom  Levin  was  send- 
ng  instead  of  a  groom  for  greater  security.  Darya  Alex- 
indrovna  dozed  and  waked  up  only  on  reaching  the  inn  where 
he  horses  were  to  be  changed. 
1  After  drinking  tea  at  the  same  well-to-do  peasant's  with 
vhom  Levin  had  stayed  on  the  way  to  Sviazhskv's,  and 
patting  with  the  women  about  their  children,  and  with  the 
Jld  man  about  Count  Vronsky.  whom  the  latter  praised  very 
nghly,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  at  ten  o'clock,  went  on  again. 
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At  home,  looking  after  her  children,  she  had  no  time  to  think 

So  now,  after  this  journey  of  four  hours,  all  the  thoughts  sh 

had  suppressed  before  rushed  swarming  into  her  brain,  am 

she  thought  over  all  her  life  as  she  never  had  before,  and  fror 

the  most   different   points  of  view.     Her  thoughts  seeme 

strange  even  to  herself.    At  first  she  thouglit  about  the  chi 

dren,  about  whom  she  was  uneasy,  although  the  princess  an 

Kitty   (she  reckoned  more  upon  her)   had  promised  to  loo 

after  them.     "If  only  Masha  does  not  begin  her  naught 

tricks,  if  Grisha  isn't  kicked  by  a  horse,  and  Lily's  stomac 

isn't  upset  again!"  she  thought.     But  these  questions  of  th 

present  were  succeeded  by  questions  of  the  immediate  futur* 

She  began  thinking  how  she  had  to  get  a  new  flat  in  Moscow 

for  the  coming  winter,  to  renew  the  drawing-room  furniture 

and  to  make  her  elder  girl  a  cloak.     Then  questions  of  th 

more  remote  future  occurred  to  her:  how  she  was  to  plac 

her  children  in  the  world.     "The  girls  are  all  right,"  sh 

thought;  "but  the  boys?" 
"It's  very  well  that  I'm  teaching  Grisha,  but  of  cours 

that's  only  because  I  am  free  myself  now,  I'm  not  with  chil 

Stiva,  of  course,  there's  no  counting  on.  And  with  the  he! 

of  good-natured  friends  I  can  bring  them  up ;  but  if  there 

another  baby  coming?  ..."  And  the  thought  struck  he
 

how  untruly  it  was  said  that  the  curse  laid  on  woman  wz 

that  in  sorrow  she  should  bring  forth  children. 

"The  birth  itself,  that's  nothing;  but  the  months  of  carr? 

ing  the  child— that's  what's  so  intolerable,"  she  though 

picturing  to  herself  her  last  pregnancy,  and  the  death  of  t 

last  baby.  And  she  recalled  the  conversation  she  had  jus 

had  with  the  young  woman  at  the  inn.  On  being  aske 

whether  she  had  any  children,  the  handsome  young  woman  ha 
answered  cheerfully: 

"I  had  a  girl  baby,  but  God  set  me  free;  I  buried  her  lai 

Lent," 

"Well,  did  you  grieve  very  much  for  her?"  asked  Darj Alexandrovna. 

"Why  grieve?     The  old  man  has  grandchildren  enough  « 
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t  is.     It  was  only  a  trouble.     No  working,  nor  nothing.     Only 
■to  tie." 

This  answer  had  struck  Darya  Alexandrovna  as  revolting  in 
{rite  of  the  good-natured  and  pleasing  face  of  the  young 
Woman;  but  now  she  could  not  help  recalling  these  words. 
Jn  those  cynical  words  there  was  indeed  a  grain  of  truth. 

'Yes,  altogether,"  thought  Darya  Alexandrovna,  looking •ack  over  her  whole  existence  during  those  fifteen  years  of  her 
larried  life,  "pregnancy,  sickness,  mental  incapacity,  indiffer- 
nce  to  everything,  and  most  of  all— hideousness.  Kitty, 
oung  and  pretty  as  she  is,  even  Kitty  has  lost  her  looks;  and 
when  I'm  with  child  become  hideous,  I  know  it.  The  birth, ae  agony,  the  hideous  agonies,  that  last  moment  .  .  .  then 

tie  nursing,  the  sleepless  nights,  the  fearful  pains.     .     .     { " 
Darya  Alexandrovna  shuddered  at  the  mere  recollection  of 

he  pain  from  sore  breasts  which  she  had  suffered  with  almost 
Very  child.     "Then  the  children's  illnesses,  that  everlasting pprehension ;  then  bringing  them  up;  evil  propensities"  (she 
bought  of  little  Masha's  crime  among  the  raspberries),  "edu- 
ition,  Latin— it's  all  so  incomprehensible  and  difficult!     And n  the  top  of  it  all,  the  death  of  these  children."    And  there 
we  again  before  her  imagination  the  cruel  memory,  that  al- 
ays  tore  her  mother's  heart,  of  the  death  of  her  last  little aby,  who  had  died  of  croup;  his  funeral,  the  callous  in- 

ference of  all  at  the  little  pink  coffin,  and  her  own  torn 
grt,  and  her  lonely  anguish  at  the  sight  of  the  pale  little 
row  with  its  projecting  temples,  and  the  open,  wondering 
ttle  mouth  seen  in  the  coffin  at  the  moment  when  it  was  being >vered  with  the  little  pink  lid  with  a  cross  braided  on  it 
And  all  this,  what's  it  for?  What  is  to  come  of  it  all* 

'hat  I'm  wasting  my  life,  never  having  a  moment's  peace 
'her  with  child,  or  nursing  a  child,  forever  irritable,  peevish' retched  myself  and  worrying  others,  repulsive  to  my  hus- 
nd,  while  the  children  are  growing  up  unhappy,  badly  edu- 
ted  and  penniless.  Even  now,  if  it  weren  't  for  spending  the 
immer  at  the  Levins',  I  don't  know  how  we  should  be  man- 
ring  to  live.     Of  course  Kostya  and  Kitty  have  so  much  tact 
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that  we  don't  feel  it;  but  it  can't  go  on.     They'll  have  chi 

dren,  they  won't  be  able  to  keep  us;  it's  a  drag  on  them  as 

is.    How  is  papa,  who  has  hardly  anything  left  for  himsel 

to  help  us?     So  that  I  can't  even  bring  the  children  up  t 

myself,  and  may  find  it  hard  with  the  help  of  other  people,  i 

the  cost  of  humiliation.     Why,  even  if  we  suppose  the  great© 

good  luck,  that  the  children  don't  die,  and  I  bring  them  v 

somehow.     At  the  very  best  they'll  simply  be  decent  peopl 

That's  all  I  can  hope  for.    And  to  gain  simply  that— wh; 

agonies,  what  toil!     .    .    .    One 's  whole  life  ruined !"    Aga: 
she  recalled  what  the  young  peasant  woman  had  said,  ar 

again  she  was  revolted  at  the  thought ;  but  she  could  not  he. 

admitting  that  there  was  a  grain  of  brutal  truth  in  the  wore 

"Is  it  far  now,  Mihail?"  Darya  Alexandrovna  asked  tl 

counting-house  clerk,  to  turn  her  mind  from  thoughts  th 
were  frightening  her. 

' '  From  this  village,  they  say,  it 's  five  miles. ' '     The  carria 

drove  along  the  village  street  and  onto  a  bridge.     On  tl 

bridge  was  a  crowd  of  peasant  women  with  coils  of  ties  for  t 

sheaves  on  their  shoulders,  gaily  and  noisily  chattering.     Th 

stood  still  on  the  bridge,  staring  inquisitively  at  the  carril 

All  the  faces  turned  to  Darya  Alexandrovna  looked  to  h 

healthy  and  happy,  making  her  envious  of  their  enjoym
e 

of  life.     "They're  all  living,  they're  all  enjoying  life,"  Dar; 
Alexandrovna  still  mused  when  she  had  passed  the  peasa 

women  and  was  driving  uphill  again  at  a  trot,  seated  
co: 

fortably  on  the  soft  springs  of  the  old  carriage,  "while  I
, 

out,  as  it  were  from  prison,  from  the  world  of  worrie
s  th 

fret  me  to  death,  am  only  looking  about  me  now  for  an  
instai 

They  all  live;  those  peasant  women  and  my  sister  Natal
ia  a: 

Varenka  and  Anna,  whom  I  am  going  to  see— all,  but  no
t 

"And  they  attack  Anna.    What  for?  am  I  any  better? 

have,  anyway,  a  husband  I  love— not  as  I  should  like 
 to  lc 

him,  still  I  do  love  him,  while  Anna  never  loved  hers.  ̂   H. 

is  she  to  blame?    She  wants  to  live.    God  has  put  that  in  o 

hearts.     Very  likely  I  should  have  done  the  same.     Even 

this  day  I  don't  feel  sure  I  did  right  in  listening  to  her 
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that  terrible  time  when  she  came  to  me  in  Moscow.  I  ought 
then  to  have  cast  off  my  husband  and  have  begun  my  life 
fresh.  I  might  have  loved  and  have  been  loved  in  reality. 
And  is  it  any  better  as  it  is?  I  don't  respect  him.  He's 
necessary  to  me,"  she  thought  about  her  husband,  "and  I  put ap  with  him.  Is  that  any  better?  At  that  time  I  could  still 
have  been  admired,  I  had  beauty  left  me  still,"  Darya  Alex- 
itdrovna  pursued  her  thoughts,  and  she  would  have  liked  to 
look  at  herself  in  the  looking-glass.  She  had  a  traveling  look- 
ng-glass  in  her  hand-bag,  and  she  wanted  to  take  it  out  •  but 
looking  at  the  backs  of  the  coachman  and  the  swaying  count- 

ing-house clerk,  she  felt  that  she  would  be  ashamed  if  either  of 
them  were  to  look  round,  and  she  did  not  take  out  the  glass. 
But  without  looking  in  the  glass,  she  thought  that  even  now 

^ras  not  too  late ;  and  she  thought  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who 
tfas  always  particularly  attentive   to  her,   of  Stiva's  good- 
aearted  friend,  Turovtsin,  who  had  helped  her  nurse  her  chil- 
Iren  through  the  scarlatina,  and  was  in  love  with  her.     And 
;here  was  some  one  else,  a  quite  young  man,  who— her  husband 
lad  told  her  it  as  a  joke— thought  her  more  beautiful  than 
fither  of  her  sisters.     And  the  most  passionate  and  impossible 
•omances    rose    before    Darya    Alexandrovna 's    imagination. /Anna  did  quite  right,  and  certainly  I  shall  never  reproach 
ier  for  it.     She  is  happy,  she  makes  another  person  happy,  and 
^he's  not  broken  down  as  I  am,  but  most  likely  just  as  she ^lways  was,  bright,  clever,  open  to  every  impression,"  thought 
)arya  Alexandrovna,— and.  a  sly  smile  curved  her  lips,  for, 
s  she  pondered  on  Anna's  love-affair,  Darya  Alexandrovna 
onstructed  on  parallel  lines  an  almost  identical  love-affair  for 
lerself,  with  an  imaginary  composite  figure,  the  ideal  man 
rtio  was  in  love  with  her.     She,  like  Anna,  confessed  the  whole 
ffair  to  her  husband.     And  the  amazement  and  perplexity  of Jtepan  Arkadyevitch  at  this  avowal  made  her  smile. 
In  such  day-dreams  she  reached  the  turning  of  the  high- oad  that  led  to  Vozdvizhenskoe. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

The  coachman  pulled  up  his  four  horses  and  looked  roun 

to  the  right,  to  a  field  of  rye,  where  some  peasants  were  sitt
in 

on  a  cart.  The  counting-house  clerk  was  just  going  to  jum 

down,  but  on  second  thoughts  he  shouted  peremptorily  to  tr. 

peasants  instead,  and  beckoned  to  them  to  come  up.  Tr 

wind,  that  seemed  to  blow  as  they  drove,  dropped  when  tr 

carriage  stood  still;  gadflies  settled  on  the  steaming  hors
< 

that  angrily  shook  them  off.  The  metallic  clank  of  a  whe 

stone  against  a  scythe,  that  came  to  them  from  the  cart,  cease 

One  of  the  peasants  got  up  and  came  towards  the  carriage. 

"Well,  you  are  slow!"  the  counting-house  clerk  shout*
 

angrily  to  the  peasant  who  was  stepping  slowly  with 
 his  ba" 

feet  over  the  ruts  of  the  rough  dry  road.     ''Come
  alon 

do!"  ,  .  ̂   .  I 
A  curly-headed  old  man  with  a  bit  of  bast  tied  round

  ft 

hair,  and  his  bent  back  dark  with  perspiration,  came
  towar* 

the  carriage,  quickening  his  steps,  and  took  hold  of 
 the  mu 

guard  with  his  sunburnt  hand. 

"Vozdvizhenskoe,  the  manor-house?  the  counts?  he  i 

peated;  "go  on  to  the  end  of  this  track.  Then  turn  
to  t 

left.  Straight  along  the  avenue  and  you'll  come  rig
ht  up 

it     But  whom  do  you  want?     The  count  himself
  V J 

"Well,  are  they  at  home,  my  good  man?"  Darya  
Alexa 

drovna  said  vaguely,  not  knowing  how  to  ask  abou
t  Anr 

even  of  this  peasant. 

"At  home  for  sure,"  said  the  peasant,  shifting  from  o 

bare  foot  to  the  other,  and  leaving  a  distinct  print  of 
 five  to 

and  a  heel  in  the  dust.     "Sure  to  be  at  home,"  he  r
epeate 

evidently  eager  to  talk.     "Only  yesterday  visitors
  arrivel 

There's  a  sight  of  visitors  come.     What  do  you  want?       II 

turned  round  and  called  to  a  lad,  who  was  shouting  so
methrJ 

to  him  from  the  cart.     "  Oh !     They  all  rode  by  here  not  loj 

since,  to  look  at  a  reaping-machine.     They'll  be  h
ome 

now.     And  who  will  you  be  belonging  to?     .     .     . . 
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'We've  come  a  long  way,"  said  the  coachman,  climbing >nto  the  box.     *  *  So  it 's  not  f  ar  V ' 

' '  I  tell  you,  it 's  just  here.  As  soon  as  you  get  out  .  .  „" le  said,  keeping  hold  all  the  while  of  the  carriage. 
A  healthy-looking,  broad-shouldered  young  fellow  came  up ROO. 

'What,  is  it  laborers  they  want  for  the  harvest ?•'  he  asked. 
"I  don't  know,  my  boy." 
"So,  you  keep  to  the  left,  and  you'll  come  right  on  it,"  said 

he  peasant,  unmistakably  loath  to  let  the  travelers  go,  and 
*ager  to  converse. 

The  coachman  started  the  horses,  but  they  were  only  just 
urning  off  when  the  peasant  shouted:  "Stop!  Hi,  friend! 
Stop ! "  called  the  two  voices.     The  coachman  stopped. 
r  They  're  coming !  They  're  yonder ! ' »  shouted  the  peasant. 

'See  what  a  turn-out!"  he  said,  pointing  to  four  persons  on 
orseback,  and  two  in  a  char-a-banc,  coming  along  the  road. 
They  were  Vronsky  with  a  jockey,  Veslovsky  and  Anna  on 

horseback,  and  Princess  Varvara  and  Sviazhsky  in  the  char-a- 
mnc.  They  had  gone  out  to  look  at  the  working  of  a  new 
eaping-machine. 

'  When  the  carriage  stopped,  the  party  on  horseback  were 
•oming  at  a  walking-pace.  Anna  was  in  front  beside  Ves- 
'3vsky.  Anna,  quietly  walking  her  horse,  a  sturdy  English V)  with  cropped  mane  and  short  tail,  her  beautiful  head  with 
to"  black  hair  straying  loose  under  her  high  hat,  her  full houlders,  her  slender  waist  in  her  black  riding-habit,  and  all 
he  ease  and  grace  of  her  deportment,  impressed  Dolly. 
>  For  the  first  minute  it  seemed  to  her  unsuitable  for  Anna 
)  be  on  horseback.  The  conception  of  riding  on  horseback  for 
lady  was,  in  Darya  Alexandrovna 's  mind,  associated  with 

leas  of  youthful  flirtation  and  frivolity,  which,  in  her  opin- 
>n,  was  unbecoming  in  Anna's  position.  But  when  she  had 
3rutinized  her,  seeing  her  closer,  she  was  at  once  reconciled  to 
ler  riding.  In  spite  of  her  elegance,  everything  was  so  simple, 
uiet,  and  dignified  in  the  attitude,  the  dress  and  the  move- 
lents  of  Anna,  that  nothing  could  have  been  more  natural. 
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Beside  Anna,  on  a  hot-looking  gray  cavalry-horse,  \va 

Vassenka  Veslovsky  in  his  Scotch  cap  with  floating  ribbons 

his  stout  legs  stretched  out  in  front,  obviously  pleased  with  hi 

own  appearance.  Darya  Alexandrovna  could  not  suppress 

good-humored  smile  as  she  recognized  him.  Behind  rod 

Vronsky  on  a  dark  bay  mare,  obviously  heated  from  gallopin 

He  was  holding  her  in,  pulling  at  the  reins. 

After  him  rode  a  little  man  in  the   dress   of  a  jockey 

Sviazhsky  and  Princess  Varvara  in  a  new  char-a-banc  with 

big,  raven-black  trotting-horse,  overtook  the  party  on  horse] 
back. 

Anna's  face  suddenly  beamed  with  a  joyful  smile  at  th| 

instant  when,  in  the  little  figure  huddled  in  a  corner  of  the  ol 

carriage,  she  recognized  Dolly.  She  uttered  a  cry,  started  i 

the  saddle,  and  set  her  horse  into  a  gallop.  On  reaching  th 

carriage  she  jumped  off  without  assistance,  and  holding  u 

her  riding-habit,  she  ran  up  to  greet  Dolly. 

"I  thought  it  was  you  and  dared  not  think  it.  How  d< 

lightful!  You  can't  fancy  how  glad  I  am!"  she  said,  at  on 

moment  pressing  her  face  against  Dolly  and  kissing  her,  and  i 

the  next  holding  her  off  and  examining  her  with  a  smile. 

" Here's  a  delightful  surprise,  Alexey!"  she  said,  lookjn 

round  at  Vronsky,  who  had  dismounted,  and  was  walkin 
towards  them. 

Vronsky,  taking  off  his  tall  gray  hat,  went  up  to  Dolly.^ 

"You  wouldn't  believe  how  glad  we  are  to  see  you,"  1 

said,  giving  peculiar  significance  to  the  words,  and  showing  
1 

strong  white  teeth  in  a  smile. 

Vassenka  Veslovsky,  without  getting  off  his  horse,  took  o 

his  cap  and  greeted  the  visitor  by  gleefully  waving  the  ribboi over  his  head. 

"That's  Princess  Varvara,"  Anna  said  in  reply  to  a  glan< 

of  inquiry  from  Dolly  as  the  char-a-banc  drove  up. 

"Ah!"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  and  unconsciously  h( 

face  betrayed  her  dissatisfaction. 

Princess  Varvara  was  her  husband's  aunt,  and  she  had  lor 

known  her,  and  did  not  respect  her.     She  knew  that  Prince 
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Varvara  had  passed  her  whole  life  toadying  on  her  rich  rela- 
tions, but  that  she  should  now  be  sponging  on  Vronsky,  a  man 

who  was  nothing  to  her,  mortified  Dolly  on  account  of  her 
kinship  with  her  husband.  Anna  noticed  Dolly's  expression, 
and  was  disconcerted  by  it.  She  blushed,  dropped  her  riding- habit,  and  stumbled  over  it. 

Darya  Alexandrovna  went  up  to  the  char-a-banc  and  coldly 
greeted  Princess  Varvara.  Sviazhsky  too  she  knew.  He  in- 

quired how  his  queer  friend  with  the  young  wife  was,  and 
running  his  eyes  over  the  ill-matched  horses  and  the  carriage 
with  its  patched  mud-guards,  proposed  to  the  ladies  that  they should  get  into  the  char-a-banc. 

"And  I'll  get  into  this  vehicle,"  he  said.  "The  horse  is 
quiet,  and  the  princess  drives  capitally. ' ' 

"No,  stay  as  you  were,"  said  Anna,  coming  up,  "and  we'll 
go  in  the  carriage,"  and  taking  Dolly's  arm,  she  drew  her away. 

Darya  Alexandrovna 's  eyes  were  fairly  dazzled  by  the  ele- 
gant carriage  of  a  pattern  she  had  never  seen  before,  the 

splendid  horses,  and  the  elegant  and  gorgeous  people  surround- 
ing her.    But  what  struck  her  most  of  all  was  the  change  that 

had  taken  place  in  Anna,  whom  she  knew  so  well  and  loved. 
Any  other  woman,  a  less  close  observer,  not  knowing  Anna 
before,  or  not  having  thought  as  Darya  Alexandrovna  had 
been  thinking  on  the  road,  would  not  have  noticed  anything 
special  in  Anna.    But  now  Dolly  was  struck  by  that  temporary 
beauty,  which  is  only  found  in  women  during  the  moments  of 
love,  and  which  she  saw  now  in  Anna's  face.    Everything  in 
ier  face,  the  clearly  marked  dimples  in  her  cheeks  and  chin, 
lie  line  of  her  lips,  the  smile  which,  as  it  were,  fluttered  about 
her  face,  the  brilliance  of  her  eyes,  the  grace  and  rapidity  of 
ier  movements,  the  fulness  of  the  notes  of  her  voice,  even  the 
nanner  in  which,  with  a  sort  of  angry  friendliness,  she  an- 

swered Veslovsky  when  he  asked  permission  to  get  on  her 
ob,  so  as  to  teach  it  to  gallop  with  the  right  leg  foremost— it 
^as  all  peculiarly  fascinating,  and  it  seemed  as  if  she  were 
lerself  aware  of  it,  and  rejoicing  in  it. 
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When  both  the  women  were  seated  in  the  carriage,  a 
 sudden 

embarrassment  came  over  both  of  them.     Anna 
 was  discon- 

certed by  the  intent  look  of  inquiry  Dolly  fixed  upon 
 her, 

Dolly  was  embarrassed  because  after  Sviazhsky  '
s  phrase  aboul 

"this  vehicle,"  she  could  not  help  feeling  ashamed  o
f  th( 

dirty  old  carriage  in  which  Anna  was  sitting  with  her
.     Th< 

coachman  Philip  and  the  counting-house  clerk  were
  expenenc 

ing  the  same  sensation.     The  counting-house  clerk,
  to  concea 

his  confusion,  busied  himself  settling  the  ladies,  but  
Philip  th. 

coachman  became  sullen,  and  was  bracing  himself  
not  to  b 

overawed  in  future  by  this  external  superiority.     H
e  smile* 

ironically,  looking  at  the  raven  horse,  and  was  a
lready  decid 

ing  in  his  own  mind  that  this  smart  trotter  i
n  the  char-a-ban 

was  only  good  for  promenage,  and  wouldn't  
do  thirty  milf 

straight  off  in  the  heat.  1 

The  peasants  had  all  got  up  from  the  cart 
 and  were  ir 

quisitively  and  mirthfully  staring  at  the  
meeting  of  th 

friends,  making  their  comments  on  i
t.  '• 

-They're  pleased,  too;  haven't  seen  each  other  f
or  a  lori 

while,"  said  the  curly-headed  old  man  with  the  b
ast  round  n 

<*I  say,  Uncle  Gerasim,  if  we  could  take 
 that  raven  hor? 

now,  to  cart  the  corn,  that  'ud  be  
quick  work ! ' ' 

"Look-ee!     Is  that  a  woman  in  breeche
s?"  said  one   ■ 

them,  pointing  to  Vessenka  Veslovsk
y  sitting  in  a  side-saddl 

■  <  Nay,  a  man !     See  how  smartly  he 's  going  it . 

-Eh  lads!  seems  we're  not  going  to  sleep,  th
en* 

-What  chance  of  sleep  to-day!"  said  the 
 old  man    wi* 

a  sidelong  look  at  the  sun     "  Midday 's
  past,  look-ee!    G 

your  hooks,  and  come  along!" 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

Anna  looked   at  Dolly's  thin,   care-worn 
 face,   with  I 

wrinkles  filled  with  dust  from  the  road,  and 
 she  was  on  t 
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point  of  saying  what  she  was  thinking,  that  is,  that  Dolly  had 
got  thinner.  But,  conscious  that  she  herself  had  grown  hand- 

somer, and  that  Dolly's  eyes  were  telling  her  so,  she  sighed 
and  began  to  speak  about  herself. 

1 1  You  are  looking  at  me, ' '  she  said,  ' '  and  wondering  how  I 
can  be  happy  in  my  position?  AVell!  it's  shameful  to  con- 

fess, but  I  .  .  .  I  'm  inexcusably  happy.  Something 
magical  has  happened  to  me,  like  a  dream,  when  you're  fright- 

ened, panic-stricken,  and  all  of  a  sudden  you  wake  up  and  all 
the  horrors  are  no  more.  I  have  waked  up.  I  have  lived 
through  the  misery,  the  dread,  and  now  for  a  long  while  past, 
especially  since  we  've  been  here,  I  've  been  so  happy !  .  .  . " 
'she  said,  with  a  timid  smile  of  inquiry  looking  at  Dolly. 
"How  glad  I  am!"  said  Dolly  smiling,  involuntarily  speak- 

ing more  coldly  than  she  wanted  to.  "I'm  very  glad  for  you. 
Why  haven't  you  written  to  me?" 

'Why?    .    .    .    Because  I  hadn't  the  courage.    .    .    .    You 
forget  my  position.     .     .     ." 

To  me  ?    Hadn  't  the  courage  ?    If  you  knew  how  I     .     .     . 
I  look  at     .     .     ." 

Darya  Alexandrovna  wanted  to  express  her  thoughts  of  the 
morning,  but  for  some  reason  it  seemed  to  her  now  out  of 
place  to  do  so. 

"But  of  that  we'll  talk  later.  What's  this,  what  are  all 
these  buildings?"  she  asked,  wanting  to  change  the  conversa- 

tion and  pointing  to  the  red  and  green  roofs  that  came  into 
view  behind  the  green  hedges  of  acacia  and  lilac.  "Quite  a 
little  town." 

But  Anna  did  not  answer  her. 

"No,  no!  How  do  you  look  at  my  position,  what  do  you 
think  of  it?"  she  asked. 

"I  consider  .  .  ."  Darya  Alexandrovna  was  beginning, 
but  at  that  instant  Vassenka  Veslovsky,  having  brought  the 
cob  to  gallop  with  the  right  leg  foremost,  galloped  past  them, 
bumping  heavily  up  and  down  in  his  short  jacket  on  the 
chamois  leather  of  the  side-saddle.  "He's  doing  it,  Anna 
Arkadyevna!"  he  shouted. 

l 
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Anna  did  not  even  glance  at  him;  but  again  it  seemed  ti 

Darya  Alexandrovna  out  of  place  to  enter  upon  such  a  lon< 

conversation  in  the  carriage,  and  so  she  cut  short  her  thought 

"I  don't  think  any  thing,"  she  said,  "but  I  always  lover 

you,  and  if  one  loves  any  one,  one  loves  the  whole  person,  jus 

as  they  are  and  not  as  one  would  like  them  to  be.     .     . 

Anna,  taking  her  eyes  off  her  friend's  face  and  droppin 

her  eyelids  (this  was  a  new  habit  Dolly  had  not  seen  in  he 

before),  pondered,  trying  to  penetrate  the  full  significance  
o 

the  words.  And  obviously  interpreting  them  as  she  wouL 

have  wished,  she  glanced  at  Dolly. 

"If  you  had  any  sins,"  she  said,  "they  would  all  be  foi 

given  you  for  your  coming  to  me  and  these  words. 

°  And  Dolly  saw  that  the  tears  stood  in  her  eyes.     She  presse 
Anna 's  hand  in  silence. 

"Well,  what  are  these  buildings?  How  many  there  are  c 

them!"    After  a  moment's  silence  she  repeated  her  questioi 

"These  are  the  servants'  houses,  barns,  and  stables,"  ar 

swered  Anna.     "And  there  the  park  begins.     It  had  all  gon 

to  ruin,  but  Alexey  had  everything  renewed.     He  is  very  f on 

of  this  place,  and,  what  I  never  expected,  he  has  become  n 

tensely  interested  in  looking  after  it.    But  his  is  such  a  rich  m 

ture !    Whatever  he  takes  up,  he  does  splendidly.     So  far  f roi 

being  bored  by  it,  he  works  with  passionate  interest.     H
e- 

with  his  temperament  as  I  know  it— he  has  become  careful  an 

businesslike,  a  first-rate  manager,  he  positively  reckons  evei 

penny  in  his  management  of  the  land.     But  only  in  tha 

When  it's  a  question  of  tens  of  thousands,  he  doesn't  think  
< 

money."    She  spoke  with  that  gleefully  sly  smile  with  whic 

women  often  talk  of  the  secret  characteristics  only  known  j 

them— of  those  they  love.     "Do  you  see  that  big  building 

that's  the  new  hospital.     I  believe  it  will  cost  over  a  hundrc 

thousand ;  that's  his  hobby  just  now.     And  do  you  know  ho 

it  all  came  about?     The  peasants  asked  him  for  some  mead
ow 

land,  I  think  it  was,  at  a  cheaper  rate,  and  he  refused,  and 

accused  him  of  being  miserly.     Of  course  it  was  not  really  b 

cause  of  that,  but  everything  together,  he  began  this  hospit 
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t(J  to  prove,  do  you  see,  that  he  was  not  miserly  about  money. 

fig  C'est  une  petit  esse,  if  you  like,  but  I  love  him  all  the  more  for 
Tfe.  And  now  you'll  see  the  house  in  a  moment.  It  was  his 

red  grandfather's  house,  and  he  has  had  nothing  changed  out- 
usiside." 

"How  beautiful !"  said  Dolly,  looking  with  involuntary 
infi  admiration  at  the  handsome  house  with  columns,  standing  out 
k\  among  the  different-colored  greens  of  the  old  trees  in  the 

garden. 

"Isn't  it  fine?    And  from  the  house,  from  the  top,  the 
view  is  wonderful." 

They  drove  into  a  courtyard  strewn  with  gravel  and  bright 
with  flowers,  in  which  two  laborers  were  at  work  putting  an 

sej  edging  of  stones  round  the  light  mould  of  a  flower-bed,  and 
drew  up  in  a  covered  entry. 

"Ah,  they're  here  already!"  said  Anna,  looking  at  the 
saddle-horses,  which  were  just  being  led  away  from  the  steps. 

dl'It  is  a  nice  horse,  isn't  it?  It's  my  cob;  my  favorite.  Lead 
ii  him  here  and  bring  me  some  sugar.  Where  is  the  coun 3  ?  "  she 
inn  inquired  of  two  smart  footmen  who  darted  out.  "Ah,  there 
in,  he  is!"  she  said,  seeing  Vronsky  coming  to  meet  her  with oa.  Veslovsky. 

on      "Where  are  you  going  to  put  the  princess?"  said  Vronsky 
u.  ill  French,  addressing  Anna,  and  without  waiting  for  a  reply, 
lDu  he  once  more  greeted  Darya  Alexandrovna,  and  this  time  he 
X  kissed  her  hand.    ' '  I  think  the  big  balcony  room. ' ' 
ia       "Oh,  no,  that's  too  far  off!     Better  in  the  corner  room,  we 
0  shall  see  each  other  more.  Come,  let's  go  up,"  said  Anna,  as 
ic  she  gave  her  favorite  horse  the  sugar  the  footman  had  brought t  her. 

ig  "Et  vous  oubliez  votre  'devoir/'  she  said  to  Veslovsky,  who re  came  out  too  on  the  steps. 

0i  •  "Pardon,  j'en  ai  tout  plein  les  poches,"  he  answered,  smil- ^  ing,  putting  his  fingers  in  his  waistcoat  pocket. 

1  "Mais  vous  venez  trop  tard,"  she  said,  rubbing  her  hand- 
to  kerchief  on  her  hand,  which  the  horse  had  made  wet  in  taking 
A  the  sugar. 
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Anna  turned  to  Dolly.  "You  can  stay  some  time?  For 

one  day  only  ?     That 's  impossible ! ' ' 
"I  promised  to  be  back,  and  the  children  .  .  .  ."  said 

Dolly,  feeling  embarrassed  both  because  she  had  to  get  hei 
bag  out  of  the  carriage,  and  because  she  knew  her  face  must  b* 
covered  with  dust. 

"No,  Dolly,  darling!  .  .  .  Well,  we  11  see.  Come  along, 
come  along !"  and  Anna  led  Dolly  to  her  room. 

That  room  was  not  the  smart  guest-chamber  Vronsky  hac 
suggested,  but  the  one  of  which  Anna  had  said  that  Dollj 
would  excuse  it.  And  this  room,  for  which  excuse  was  needed 
was  more  full  of  luxury  than  any  in  which  Dolly  had  evei 
stayed,  a  luxury  that  reminded  her  of  the  best  hotels  abroad 

"Well,  darling,  how  happy  I  am!"  Anna  said,  sitting  dowi 
in  her  riding-habit  for  a  moment  beside  Dolly.  "Tell  rm 
about  all  of  you.  Stiva  I  had  only  a  glimpse  of,  and  he  canno 
tell  one  about  the  children.  How  is  my  favorite,  Tanya 

Quite  a  big  girl,  I  expect  ? ' ' 
"Yes,  she's  very  tall,"  Darya  Alexandrovna  answerec 

shortly,  surprised  herself  that  she  should  respond  so  coolly 

about  her  children.  "We  are  having  a  delightful  stay  at  th 
Levins',"  she  added. 

' '  Oh,  if  I  had  known, ' '  said  Anna,  ' '  that  you  do  not  despis 
me!  .  .  .  You  might  have  all  come  to  us.  Stiva 's  an  oL 
friend  and  a  great  friend  of  Alexey's,  you  know,"  she  addec 
and  suddenly  she  blushed. 

1  i  Yes,  but  we  are  all     .     .     . "  Dolly  answered  in  conf usior 
"But  in  my  delight  I'm  talking  nonsense.  The  one  thing 

darling,  is  that  I  am  so  glad  to  have  you ! ' '  said  Anna,  kissin 
her  again.  "You  haven't  told  me  yet  how  and  what  you  thin 
about  me,  and  I  keep  wanting  to  know.  But  I'm  glad  yo 
will  see  me  as  I  am.  The  chief  thing  I  shouldn't  like  woul 
be  for  people  to  imagine  I  want  to  prove  anything.  I  don 
want  to  prove  anything;  I  merely  want  to  live,  to  do  no  on 

harm  but  myself.  I  have  the  right  to  do  that,  haven't  I 
But  it  is  a  big  subject,  and  we'll  talk  over  everything  properl 
later.     Now  I'll  go  and  dress  and  send  a  maid  to  you." 



ANNA  KARENINA  779 

CHAPTER  XIX 

Left  alone,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  with  a  good  housewife's 
eye,  scanned  her  room.  All  she  had  seen  in  entering  the  house 
and  walking  through  it,  and  all  she  saw  now  in  her  room,  gave 
her  an  impression  of  wealth  and  sumptuousness  and  of  that 
modern  European  luxury  of  which  she  had  only  read  in  Eng- 

lish novels,  but  had  never  seen  in  Russia  and  in  the  country. 
Everything  was  new  from  the  new  French  hangings  on  the 
walls  to  the  carpet  which  covered  the  whole  floor.  The  bed 
had  a  spring  mattress,  and  a  special  sort  of  bolster  and  silk 
pillow-cases  on  the  little  pillows.  The  marble  wash-stand,  the 
dressing-table,  the  little  sofa,  the  tables,  the  bronze  clock  on 
the  chimneypiece,  the  window-curtains  and  the  portieres  were 
all  new  and  expensive. 

The  smart  maid,  who  came  in  to  offer  her  services,  with  her 
hair  done  up  high,  and  a  gown  more  fashionable  than  Dolly's, 
[was  as  new  and  expensive  as  the  whole  room.  Darya  Alexan- 

drovna liked  her  neatness,  her  deferential  and  obliging 
manners,  but  she  felt  ill  at  ease  with  her.  She  felt  ashamed 
I  her  seeing  the  patched  dressing- jacket  that  had  unluckily 
been  packed  by  mistake  for  her.  She  was  ashamed  of  the  very 
patches  and  darned  places  of  which  she  had  been  so  proud  at 
lome.  At  home  it  had  been  so  clear  that  for  six  dressing- 
jackets  there  would  be  needed  twenty-four  yards  of  nainsook 
it  sixteenpence  the  yard,  which  was  a  matter  of  thirty  shillings 
oesides  the  cutting-out  and  making,  and  these  thirty  shillings 
,iad  been  saved.  But  before  the  maid  she  felt,  if  not  exactly ^shamed,  at  least  uncomfortable. 
Darya   Alexandrovna   had   a   great   sense   of  relief  when 

|\nnushka,  whom  she  had  known  for  years,  walked  in.     The 
Vnart  maid  was  sent  for  to  go  to  her  mistress,  and  Annushka 
•emained  with  Darya  Alexandrovna. 
Annushka  was  obviously  much  pleased  at  that  lady's  arrival, 

nd  began  to  chatter  away  without  a  pause.  Dolly  observed 
hat  she  was  longing  to  express  her  opinion  in  regard  to  her 
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mistress's  position,  especially  as  to  the  love  and  devotion  of  ih 
count  to  Anna  Arkadyevna,  but  Dolly  carefully  interruptec 
her  whenever  she  began  to  speak  about  this. 

"I  grew  up  with  Anna  Arkadyevna;  my  lady's  dearer  t 
me  than  anything.  Well,  it's  not  for  us  to  judge.  And,  t< 

be  sure,  there  seems  so  much  love    .     .     .*' 
"  Kindly  pour  out  the  water  for  me  to  wash  now,  please/ 

Darya  Alexandrovna  cut  her  short. 

"Certainly.  We've  two  women  kept  especially  for  wash 

ing  small  things,  but  most  of  the  linen's  done  by  machinery 
The  count  goes  into  everything  -himself.  Ah,  what  a  hua 

band!     ..." 
Dolly  was  glad  when  Anna  came  in,  and  by  her  entrancl 

put  a  stop  to  Annushka's  gossip. 
Anna  had  put  on  a  very  simple  batiste  gown.  Dolly  scruti 

nized  that  simple  gown  attentively.  She  knew  what  it  meantl 
and  the  price  at  which  such  simplicity  was  obtained. 

"An  old  friend,"  said  Anna  of  Annushka. 
Anna  was  not  embarrassed  now.  She  was  perfectly  com 

posed  and  at  ease.  Dolly  saw  that  she  had  now  completer! 
recovered  from  the  impression  her  arrival  had  made  on  hei 
and  had  assumed  that  superficial,  careless  tone  which,  as  u 
were,  closed  the  door  on  that  compartment  in  which  her  deepel 
feelings  and  ideas  were  kept. 

"Well,  Anna,  and  how  is  your  little  girl?"  asked  Dolly. 
"Annie?"  (this  was  what  she  called  her  little  daughte 

Anna).  "Very  well.  She  has  got  on  wonderfully.  WouL 
you  like  to  see  her?  Come,  I'll  show  her  to  you.  We  had 
terrible  bother, ' '  she  began  telling  her, ' '  over  nurses.  We  haJ 
an  Italian  wet-nurse.  A  good  creature,  but  so  stupid!  W 
wanted  to  get  rid  of  her,  but  the  baby  is  so  used  to  her  thai 

we've  gone  on  keeping  her  still." 
"But  how  have  you  managed?  .  .  ."  Dolly  was  be 

ginning  a  question  as  to  what  name  the  little  girl  would  have! 

but  noticing  a  sudden  frown  on  Anna's  face,  she  changed  th 
drift  of  her  question. 

■ ■  How  did  you  manage  ?  have  j7ou  weaned  her  yet  ? ' ' 
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3(S     But  Anna  had  understood. 

4       'You  didn't  mean  to  ask  that?     You  meant  to  ask  about her    surname.     Yes?     That    worries    Alexey.     She    has    no 
m name— that  is,  she's  a  Karenina,"  said  Anna,  dropping  her 
to  eyelids  till  nothing  could  be  seen  but  the  eyelashes  meeting. 
"But   we'll  talk  about   all  that  later,"  her  face  suddenly 

|  brightening.     ' ' Come,  I '11  show  you  her.    Elle  est  tres  gentille. She  crawls  now."  • 

In  the  nursery  the  luxury  which  had  impressed  Dolly  in 
the  whole  house  struck  her  still  more.  There  were  little  go- 
carts  ordered  from  England,  and  appliances  for  learning  to 
walk,  and  a  sofa  after  the  fashion  of  a  billiard-table,  purposely 
constructed  for  crawling,  and  swings  and  baths,  all  of  special 
pattern,  and  modern.     They  were  all  English,  solid,  and  of 

.good  make,  and  obviously  very  expensive.     The  room  was 
large,  and  very  light  and  lofty. 
When  they  went  in,  the  baby,  with  nothing  on  but  her  little 

smock,  was  sitting  in  a  little  elbow-chair  at  the  table,  having 
her  dinner  of  broth,  which  she  was  spilling  all  over  her  little 
chest.  The  baby  was  being  fed,  and  the  Russian  nursery-maid 
was  evidently  sharing  her  meal.  Neither  the  wet-nurse  nor 
the  head-nurse  were  there;  they  were  in  the  next  room,  from 
which  came  the  sound  of  their  conversation  in  the  queer 
French,  which  was  their  only  means  of  communication. 
Hearing  Anna's  voice,  a  smart,  tall  English  nurse  with  a disagreeable  face  and  a  dissolute  expression  walked  in  at  the 

door,  hurriedly  shaking  her  fair  curls,  and  immediatelv  began to  defend  herself  though  Anna  had  not  found  fault  with  her. 
At  every  word  Anna  said  the  English  nurse  said  hurriedly 
several  times,  '  *  Yes,  my  lady. ' ' 

The  rosy  baby  with  her  black  eyebrows  and  hair,  her  sturdy 
red  httle  body  with  tight  goose-flesh  skin,  delighted  Darya Alexandrovna  in  spite  of  the  cross  expression  with  which  she 
stared   at   the   stranger.     She   positively  envied   the   baby's 
,healthy  appearance.  She  was  delighted,  too,  at  the  baby's 
crawling.  Not  one  of  her  own  children  had  crawled  like  that. 
When  the  baby  was  put  on  the  carpet  and  its  little  dress  tucked 
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up  behind,  it  was  wonderfully  charming.  Looking  round  lib 

some  little  wild  animal  at  the  grown-up  big  people  with  he 

bright  black  eyes,  she  smiled,  unmistakably  pleased  at  thei 

admiring  her,  and  holding  her  legs  sideways,  she  presses 

vigorously  on  her  arms,  and  rapidly  drew  her  whole  back  u] 

after,  and  then  made  another  step  forward  with  her  little  arms 

But  the  whole  atmosphere  of  the  nursery,  and  especially  th 

English  nurse,  Darya  Alexandrovna  did  not  like  at  all.  It  wa 

only  on  the  supposition  that  no  good  nurse  would  have  entere 

so  irregular  a  household  as  Anna's  that  Darya  Alexandrovn 
could  explain  to  herself  how  Anna  with  her  insight  into  peopl 

could  take  such  an  unprepossessing,  disreputable-lookini 
woman  as  nurse  to  her  child. 

Besides,  from  a  few  words  that  were  dropped,  Darya  AlexM 

androvna  saw  at  once  that  Anna,  the  two  nurses  and  the  chili 

had  no  common  existence,  and  that  the  mother's  visit  wa| 
something  exceptional.  Anna  wanted  to  get  the  baby  he! 

plaything,  and  could  not  find  it. 

Most  amazing  of  all  was  the  fact  that  on  being  asked  hoi 

many  teeth  the  baby  had,  Anna  answered  wrong,  and  kne| 
nothing  about  the  two  last  teeth. 

"I  sometimes  feel  sorry  I'm  so  superfluous  here,"  sail 

Anna,  going  out  of  the  nursery  and  holding  up  her  skirt  si 

as  to  escape  the  plaything  standing  in  the  doorway.  "It  wJ 

very  different  with  my  first  child. ' ' 

"I  expected  it  to  be  the  other  way,"  said  Darya  Alexarl drovna  shyly.  I 

' '  Oh,  no !  By  the  way,  do  you  know  I  saw  Seryozha  ? ' '  sail 

Anna,  screwing  up  her  eyes,  as  though  looking  at  somethinl 

far  away.  "But  we'll  talk  about  that  later.  You  wouldnl 

believe  it,  I'm  like  a  hungry  beggar-woman  when  a  full  dinnel 

is  set  before  her,  and  she  does  not  know  what  to  begin  on  firs! 

The  dinner  is  you,  and  the  talks  I  have  before  me  with  yoi| 

which  I  could  never  have  with  any  one  else ;  and  I  don't  kno| 

which  subject  to  begin  upon  first.  Mais  je  ne  vous  feral  grac 

de  rien.     I  must  have  everything  out  with  you." 

"Oh,  I  ought  to  give  you  a  sketch  of  the  company  you  wi 
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meet  with  us, ' '  she  began.    ' '  I  '11  begin  with  the  ladies.    Prin- 
«f  cess  Varvara— yon  know  her,  and  I  know  your  opinion  and 
w  Stiva's  about  her.     Stiva  says  the  whole  aim  of  her  existence 
'■<!  is  to  prove  her  superiority  over  Auntie  Katerina  Pavlovna : 
if  that's  all  true;  but  she's  a  good-natured  woman,  and  I  am  so 
"  grateful  to  her.     In  Petersburg  there  was  a  moment  when  a chaperon  was  absolutely  essential  for  me.     Then  she  turned 
up.     But  really  she  is  good-natured.     She  did  a  great  deal  to 
alleviate  my  position*.     I  see  you  don't  understand  all  the 
difficulty  of  my  position     .     .     .     there  in  Petersburg,"  she 

If  added.     "Here  I'm  perfectly  at  ease  and  happy.     Well,  of 4  that  later  on,  though.     Then  Sviazhsky— he 's  the  marshal  of 
the  district,  and  he's  a  very  good  sort  of  man,  but  he  wants 

J  to  get  something  out  of  Alexey.     You  understand,  with  his 
4  property,  now  that  we  are  settled  in  the  country,  Alexey  can 
u exercise  great  influence.    Then  there's  Tushkevitch— you  have 
i  seen  him,  you  know— Betsy 's  admirer.    Now  he's  been  thrown 
over  and  he 's  come  to  see  us.    As  Alexey  says,  he 's  one  of  those 

"people  who  are  very  pleasant  if  one  accepts  them,  for  what 
Hhey  try  to  appear  to  be,  et  puis  il  est  comme  il  faut,  as  Prin- 

cess Varvara  says.     Then  Veslovsky     ...     you  know  him. 

A  very^nice  boy,"  she  said,  and  a  sly  smile  curved  her  lips' What 's  this  wild  story  about  him  and  the  Levins  f    Veslovsky told  Alexey  about  it,  and  we  don 't  believe  it.    II  est  tres  gentil 
et  naif,"  she  said  again  with  the  same  smile.     "Men  need occupation,  and  Alexey  needs  a  circle,  so  I  value  all  these 
people.     We  have  to  have  the  house  lively  and  gay,  so  that 
Alexey  may  not  long  for  any  novelty.     Then  you'll  see  the 
steward— a  German,  a  very  good  fellow,  and  he  understands 
his  work.     Alexey  has  a  very  high  opinion  of  him.     Then  the 
'doctor,  a  young  man,  not  quite  a  Nihilist  perhaps,  but  you know,  eats  with  his  knife    ...    but  a  very  good  doctor, lnen  the  architect    .    .     .     JJne  petite  cour." 
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CHAPTER  XX 

"Here's  Dolly  for  you,  princess,  you  wer.e  so  anxious  to  see 

her,"  said  Anna,  coming  out  with  Darya  Alexandrovna  ontc 
the  stone  terrace  where  Princess  Varvara  was  sitting  in  the 

shade  at  an  embroidery  frame,  working  at  a  cover  for  Coun 

Alexey  Kirillovitch 's  easy-chair.  "She  says  she  doesn't  want 
anything  before  dinner,  but  please  order  some  lunch  for  her. 

and  I'll  go  and  look  for  Alexey  and  bring  them  all  in." 
Princess  Varvara  gave  Dolly  a  cordial  and  rather  patron 

izing  reception,  and  began  at  once  explaining  to  her  that  she 

was  living  with  Anna  because  she  had  always  cared  more  foi 
her  than  her  sister  Katerina  Pavlovna,  the  aunt  that  hac 

brought  Anna  up,  and  that  now,  when  every  one  had  aban 

doned  Anna,  she  thought  it  her  duty  to  help  her  in  this  mosl 
difficult  period  of  transition. 

"Her  husband  will  give  her  a  divorce,  and  then  I  shall  g( 

back  to  my  solitude ;  but  now  I  can  be  of  use,  and  I  am  doin§ 

my  duty,  however  difficult  it  may  be  for  me — not  like  some 

other  people.  And  how  sweet  it  is  of  you,  how  right  of  yoi 

to  have  come !  They  live  like  the  best  of  married  couples ;  iff 

for  God  to  judge  them,  not  for  us.  And  didn't  Biryuzovskj 
and  Madame  Aveniev  ...  and  Sam  Nikandrov,  and  Vas 

siliev  and  Madame  Mamonov,  and  Liza  Neptunov.  .  . 

Did  no  one  say  anything  about  them?  And  it  has  ended  bj 

their  being  received  by  every  one.  And  then,  c'est^  un  in 

terieur  si  joli,  si  comme  U  faut.  Tout-a-fait  a  I'anglaise.  On 
se  reunit  le  matin  au  breakfast,  et  puis  on  se  separe.  Everj 

one  does  as  he  pleases  till  dinner-time.  Dinner  at  sever 

o'clock.  Stiva  did  very  rightly  to  send  you.  He  needs  theii 

support.  You  know  that  through  his  mother  and  brother  he 

can  do  anything.  And  then  they  do  so  much  good.  He 

didn  't  tell  you  about  his  hospital  t  Ce  sera  admirable— every 

thing  from  Paris. ' ' 
Their  conversation  was  interrupted  by  Anna,  who  had  f  ounc 

the  men  of  the  party  in  the  billiard-room,  and  returned  witl 
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them  to  the  terrace.  There  was  still  a  long  time  before  the 
dinner-hour,  it  was  exquisite  weather,  and  so  several  different 
methods  of  spending  the  next  two  hours  were  proposed.  There 

ee  were  very  many  methods  of  passing  the  time  at  Vozdvizhenskoe, to  and  these  were  all  unlike  those  in  use  at  Pokrovskoe. 
«  "Une  partie  de  lawn-tennis,"  Veslovsky  proposed,  with  his it handsome  smile.  "We'll  be  partners  again,  Anna  Arkad- 
rtlyevna." 

"No,  it's  too  hot;  better  stroll  about  the  garden  and  have 
a  row  in  the  boat,  show  Darya  Alexandrovna  the  river-banks, " Vronsky  proposed. 

"I  agree  to  anything, "  said  Sviazhsky. 
"I  imagine  that  what  Dolly  would  like  best  would  be  a 

stroll— wouldn't  you?  And  then  the  boat,  perhaps,''  said Anna. 

So  it  was  decided.  Veslovsky  and  Tushkevitch  went  off  to 
the  bathing-place,  promising  to  get  the  boat  ready  and  to  wait there  for  them. 

They  walked  along  the  path  in  two  couples,  Anna  with 
Sviazhsky,  and  Dolly  with  Vronsky.     Dolly  was  a  little  em- 

barrassed and  anxious  in  the  new  surroundings  in  which  she 
found  herself.     Abstractly,  theoretically,  she  did  not  merely justify,  she  positively  approved  of  Anna's  conduct.     As  is  in- 

deed not  unfrequent  with  women  of  unimpeachable  virtue 
weary  of  the  monotony  of  respectable  existence,  at  a  distance 
Nhe  not  only  excused  illicit  love,  she  positively  envied  it.    Be- 

sides, she  loved  Anna  with  all  her  heart,     But  seeing  Anna  in nctual  life  among  these  strangers,  with  this  fashionable  tone 
"iiat  was  so  new  to  Darya  Alexandrovna,  she  felt  ill  at  ease 
What  she  disliked  particularly  was  seeing  Princess  Varvara 
*eady  to  overlook  everything  for  the  sake  of  the  comforts  she enjoyed. 

As  a  general  principle,  abstractly,  Dolly  approved  of  Anna's 
iction ;  but  to  see  the  man  for  whose  sake  her  action  had  been 
aken  was  disagreeable  to  her.  Moreover,  she  had  never  liked 
/ronsky.  She  thought  him  very  proud,  and  saw  nothing  in um  of  which  he  could  be  proud  except  his  wealth.     But 
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against  her  own  will,  here  in  his  own  house,  he  overawed  hei 
more  than  ever,  and  she  could  not  be  at  ease  with  him.  Shi 
felt  with  him  the  same  feeling  she  had  had  with  the  maic 

about  her  dressing- jacket.  Just  as  with  the  maid  she  had  fel 
not  exactly  ashamed,  but  embarrassed  at  her  darns,  so  she  fel 
with  him  not  exactly  ashamed,  but  embarrassed  at  herself. 

Dolly  was  ill  at  ease,  and  tried  to  find  a  subject  of  con 
versation.  Even  though  she  supposed  that,  through  his  pride 
praise  of  his  house  and  garden  would  be  sure  to  be  disagree 
able  to  him,  she  did  all  the  same  tell  him  how  much  she  likec 
his  house. 

' '  Yes,  it 's  a  very  fine  building,  and  in  the  good  old-f  ashionec 
style, ' '  he  said. 

*  ■  I  like  so  much  the  court  in  front  of  the  steps.  Was  thai 

always  so?" 
' '  Oh,  no ! ' '  he  said,  and  his  face  beamed  with  pleasure.  ' '  I 

you  could  only  have  seen  that  court  last  spring ! ' ' 
And  he  began,  at  first  rather  diffidently,  but  more  and  mor< 

carried  away  by  the  subject  as  he  went  on,  to  draw  her  atten 
tion  to  the  various  details  of  the  decoration  of  his  house  ant 

garden.  It  was  evident  that;  having  devoted  a  great  deal  o 
trouble  to  improve  and  beautify  his  home,  Vronsky  felt  a  nee< 
to  show  off  the  improvements  to  a  new  person,  and  wa 

genuinely  delighted  at  Darya  Alexahdrovna 's  praise. 
1 '  If  you  would  care  to  look  at  the  hospital,  and  are  not  tired 

indeed,  it's  not  far.  Shall  we  go?"  he  said,  glancing  into  he: 
face  to  convince  himself  that  she  was  not  bored.  "Are  ybt 
coming,  Anna?"  he  turned  to  her. 
"We  will  come,  won't  we?"  she  said,  addressing  Sviazhsky 

"Mais  il  ne  faut  pas  laisser  le  pauvre  Veslovsky  et  TusJikevitcl 

se  morfondre  la  dans  le  bateau.    We  must  send  and  tell  them.' 
"Yes,  this  is  a  monument  he  is  setting  up  here,"  said  Anna 

turning  to  Dolly  with  that  sly  smile  of  comprehension  wit! 
which  she  had  previously  talked  about  the  hospital. 

"Oh,  it's  a  work  of  real  importance!"  said  Sviazhsky.  Bu 
to  show  he  was  not  trying  to  ingratiate  himself  with  Vronsky 
he  promptly  added  some  slightly  critical  remarks. 



ANNA  KARENINA  TOT 

"I  wonder,  though,  count,"  he  said,  "that  while  you  do  so 
1  much  for  the  health  of  the  peasants,  you  take  so  little  interest 
1  in  the  schools. ' ' 

"C'est  devenu  tellement  commun  les  ecoles,"  said  Vronsky. 
"You  understand  it's  not  on  that  account,  but  it  just  happens 
so,  my  interest  has  been  diverted  elsewhere.     This  way  then  to 

the  hospital,"  he  said  to  Darya  Alexandrovna,  pointing  to  a 
\  turning  out  of  the  avenue. 

The  ladies  put  up  their  parasols  and  turned  into  the  side- 
f  path.  After  going  down  several  turnings,  and  going  through 

[a  little  gate,  Darya  Alexandrovna  saw  standing  on  rising 
Aground  before  her  a  large  pretentious-looking  red  building, 
,  almost  finished.  The  iron  roof,  which  was  not  yet  painted, 
shone  with  dazzling  brightness  in  the  sunshine.  Beside  the 

i  finished  building  another  had  been  begun,  surrounded  by 
f  scaffolding.  Workmen  in  aprons,  standing  on  scaffolds,  were 
I  laying  bricks,  pouring  mortar  out  of  vats,  and  smoothing  it 

[with  trowels. 

"How  quickly  work  gets  done  with  you!"  said  Sviazhsky. 
1 '  When  I  was  here  last  time  the  roof  was  not  on. ' ' 

"By  the  autumn  it  will  all  be  ready.  Inside  almost  every- 
thing is  done, ' '  said  Anna. 

' '  And  what 's  this  new  building  ? ' ' 
"That's  the  house  for  the  doctor  and  the  dispensary,"  an- 

swered Vronsky,  seeing  the  architect  in  a  short  jacket  coming 
towards  him;  and  excusing  himself  to  the  ladies,  he  went  to 
meet  him. 

Going  round  a  hole  where  the  workmen  were  slaking  lime,  he 
stood  still  with  the  architect  and  began  talking  rather  warmly. 

"The  front  is  still  too  low,"  he  said  to  Anna,  who  had 
asked  what  was  the  matter. 

' '  I  said  the  foundation  ought  to  be  raised, ' '  said  Anna. 
"Yes,  of  course  it  would  have  been  much  better,  Anna 

Arkadyevna,"  said  the  architect,  "but  now  it's  too  late." 

' :  Yes,  I  take  a  great  interest  in  it, ' '  Anna  answered  Sviazh- 
sky, who  was  expressing  his  surprise  at  her  knowledge  of 

architecture.     "This  new  building  ought  to  have  been  in  har- 
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mony  with  the  hospital.     It  was  an  afterthought,  and  was 

begun  without  a  plan.  ■ ' 
Vronsky,  having  finished  his  talk  with  the  architect,  joinec 

the  ladies,  and  led  them  inside  the  hospital. 

Although  they  were  still  at  work  on  the  cornices  outside  anc 

were  painting  on  the  ground-floor,  up-stairs  almost  all  th< 

rooms  were  finished.  Going  up  the  broad  cast-iron  staircas< 

to  the  landing,  they  walked  into  the  first  large  room.  Th 

walls  were  stuccoed  to  look  like  marble,  the  huge  plate-glas 

windows  were  already  in,  only  the  parquet  floor  was  not  yel 

finished,  and  the  carpenters,  who  were  planing  a  block  of  it 

left  their  work,  taking  off  the  bands  that  fastened  their  hair 

to  greet  the  gentry. 

"This  is  the  reception-room, ' '  said  Vronsky.  "Here  then 

will  be  a  desk,  tables,  and  benches,  and  nothing  more.,' 

t ' This  way ;  let  us  go  in  here.  Don't  go  near  the  window,' 

said  Anna,  trying  the  paint  to  see  if  it  were  dry.  "Alexey 

the  paint's  dry  already,"  she  added. 
From  the  reception-room  they  went  into  the  corridor.  Her< 

Vronsky  showed  them  the  mechanism  for  ventilation  on  a  nove 

system.  Then  he  showed  them  marble  baths,  and  beds  witl 

extraordinary  springs.  Then  he  showed  them  the  wards  on< 

after  another,  the  store-room,  the  linen-room,  then  the  heating 

stove  of  a  new  pattern,  then  the  trolleys,  which  would  mak< 

no  noise  as  they  carried  everything  needed  along  the  corridors 

and  many  other  things.  Sviazhsky,  as  a  connoisseur  in  th 

latest  mechanical  improvements,  appreciated  everything  fully 

Dolly  simply  wondered  at  all  she  had  not  seen  before,  and 

anxious  to  understand  it  all,  made  minute  inquiries  abou 

everything,  which  gave  Vronsky  great  satisfaction. 

"Yes,  I  imagine  that  this  will  be  the  solitary  example  of  i 

properly  fitted  hospital  in  Russia,"  said  Sviazhsky. 

"And  won't  you  have  a  lying-in  ward?"   asked  Dolly 
* '  That 's  so  much  needed  in  the  country.    I  have  often    .    . 

In  spite  of  his  usual  courtesy,  Vronsky  interrupted  her.^ 

"This  is  not  a  lying-in  home,  but  a  hospital  for  the  sick 

and  is  intended  for  all  diseases,  except  infectious  complaints, ' 
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he  said.  "Ah!  look  at  this,"  and  he  rolled  up  to  Darya 
Alexandrovna  an  invalid-chair  that  had  just  been  ordered  for 

|  convalescents.  ' '  Look. ' '  He  sat  down  in  the  chair  and  began 
moving  it.  "The  patient  can't  walk — still  too  weak,  perhaps, 
[or  something  wrong  with  his  legs,  but  he  must  have  air,  and 

he  moves,  rolls  himself  along.     .    .    . ' ' 
Darya  Alexandrovna  was  interested  by  everything.  She 

liked  everything  very  much,  but  most  of  all  she  liked  Vronsky 

himself  with  his  natural,  simple-hearted  eagerness.  "Yes, 
he's  a  very  nice,  good  man,"  she  thought  several  times,  not 
hearing  what  he  said,  but  looking  at  him  and  penetrating  into 

his  expression,  while  she  mentally  put  herself  in  Anna 's  place. 
She  liked  him  so  much  just  now  with  his  eager  interest  that 
,she  saw  how  Anna  could  be  in  love  with  him. 

CHAPTER  XXI 

"No,  I  think  the  princess  is  tired,  and  horses  don't  interest 

|her,"  Vronsky  said  to  Anna,  who  wanted  to  go  on  to  the 
ptables,   where   Sviazhsky   wished    to   see   the   new   stallion. 

'You  go  on,  while  I  escort  the  princess  home,  and  we'll  have  a 
little  talk,"  he  said,  "if  you  would  like  that?"  he  added, rurning  to  her. 

"I  know  nothing  about  horses,  and  I  shall  be  delighted," mswered  Darya  Alexandrovna,  rather  astonished. 

She  saw#by  Vronsky 's  face  that  he  wanted  something  from 
ler.  She  was  not  mistaken.  As  soon  as  they  had  passed 
hrough  the  little  gate  back  into  the  garden,  he  looked  in  the 
lirection  Anna  had  taken,  and  having  made  sure  that  she 
wuld  neither  hear  nor  see  them,  he  began : 

'You  guess  that  I  have  something  I  want  to  say  to  you," 
le  said,  looking  at  her  with  laughing  eyes.  "  I  am  not  wrong 
n  believing  you  to  be  a  friend  of  Anna's."  He  took  off  his 
iat,  and  taking  out  his  handkerchief,  wiped  his  head,  which 
<ras  growing  bald. 
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Darya  Alexandrovna  made  no  answer,  and  merely  stared  at 

him  with  dismay.  When  she  was  left  alone  with  him,  she 

suddenly  felt  afraid;  his  laughing  eyes  and  stern  expression 
scared  her. 

The  most  diverse  suppositions  as  to  what  he  was  about  tc 

speak  of  to  her  flashed  into  her  brain.  "He  is  going  to  beg 
me  to  come  to  stay  with  them  with  the  children,  and  I  shall 

have  to  refuse;  or  to  create  a  set  that  will  receive  Anna  in 

Moscow.  ...  Or  isn't  it  Vassenka  Veslovsky  and  his 

relations  with  Anna?  Or  perhaps  about  Kitty,  that  he  feeld 

he  was  to  blame  ?"  All  her  conjectures  were  unpleasant,  but 

she  did  not  guess  what  he  really  wanted  to  talk  about  to  her. 

"You  have  so  much  influence  with  Anna,  she  is  so  fond  oi 

you, ' '  he  said ;  "  do  help  me. ' ' 
Darya  Alexandrovna  looked  with  timid  inquiry  into  his 

energetic  face,  which  under  the  lime-trees  was  continually 

being  lighted  up  in  patches  by  the  sunshine,  and  then  passing 

into  complete  shadow  again.  She  waited  for  him  to  say  more, 

but  he  walked  in  silence  beside  her,  scratching  with  his  cam 

in  the  gravel. 

"You  have  come  to  see  us,  you,  the  only  woman  of  Anna'* 

former  friends— I  don't  count  Princess  Varvara— but  I  know 

that  you  have  done  this  not  because  you  regard  our  positior 

as  normal,  but  because,  understanding  all  the  difficulty  of  the 

position,  you  still  love  her  and  want  to  be  a  help  to  her.  Have 

I  understood  you  rightly?"  he  asked,  looking  round  at  her. 

"Oh,  yes,"  answered  Darya  Alexandrovna,  putting  dowr 

her  sunshade,  "but     ..."  * 

"No,"  he  broke  in,  and  unconsciously,  oblivious  of  the 

awkward  position  in  which  he  was  putting  his  companion 

he  stopped  abruptly,  so  that  she  had  to  stop  short  too 

"No  one  feels  more  deeply  and  intensely  than  I  do  all  the 

difficulty  of  Anna's  position;  and  that  you  may  well  under- 

stand, if  you  do  me  the  honor  of  supposing  I  have  any  heart 

I   am  to  blame  for  that  position,   and  that  is  why  I  fee 

it." "I  understand,"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  involuntarily 
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admiring  the  sincerity  and  firmness  with  which  he  said  this. 

"But  just  because  you  feel  yourself  responsible,  you 

exaggerate  it,  I  am  afraid,"  she  said.  "Her  position  in  the 
world  is  difficult,  I  can  well  understand. ' ' 

' '  In  the  world  it  is  hell ! ' '  he  brought  out  quickly,  frowning 
darkly.  "You  can't  imagine  moral  sufferings  greater  than 
what  she  went  through  in  Petersburg  in  that  fortnight  .  .  . 

and  I  beg  you  to  believe  it. ' ' 
"Yes,  but  here,  so  long  as  neither  Anna  .  .  .  nor  you 

miss  society     .     .     . ' ' 
" Society !"  he  said  contemptuously,  "how  could  I  miss  so- 

ciety T" 
"So  far — and  it  may  be  so  always — you  are  happy  and 

at  peace.  I  see  in  Anna  that  she  is  happy,  perfectly  happy, 

she  has  had  time  to  tell  me  so  much  already,"  said  Darya 
Alexandrovna,  smiling;  and  involuntarily,  as  she  said  this, 
at  the  same  moment  a  doubt  entered  her  mind  whether  Anna 

really  were  happy. 
But  Vronsky,  it  appeared,  had  no  doubts  on  that  score. 

1 1  Yes,  yes, ' '  he  said,  ' '  I  know  that  she  has  revived  after  all 
her  sufferings;  she  is  happy.  She  is  happy  in  the  present. 
But  I  ?  ...  I  am  afraid  of  what  is  before  us  ...  I 

beg  your  pardon,  you  would  like  to  walk  on  ? ' ' 
"No,  I  don't  mind." 
*  *  Well,  then,  let  us  sit  here. ' ' 
Darya  Alexandrovna  sat  down  on  a  garden  seat  in  a  corner 

of  the  avenue.     He  stood  up  facing  her. 

"I  see  that  she  is  happy,"  he  repeated,  and  the  doubt 
whether  she  were  happy  sank  more  deeply  into  Darya 

Alexandrovna 's  mind.  "But  can  it  last?  Whether  we  have 
acted  rightly  or  wrongly  is  another  question,  but  the  die  is 

cast,"  he  said,  passing  from  Russian  to  French,  "and  we  are 
bound  together  for  life.  We  are  united  by  all  the  ties  of  love 
that  we  hold  most  sacred.  We  have  a  child,  we  may  have  other 
children.  But  the  law  and  all  the  conditions  of  our  position 
are  such  that  thousands  of  complications  arise  which  she  does 
not  see  and  does  not  want  to  see.     And  that  one  can  well 
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understand.    But  I  can't  help  seeing  them.    My  daughter 

is  by  law  not  my  daughter,  but  Karenina  's.    I  cannot  bear  this 
falsity!"  he  said,  with  a  vigorous  gesture  of  refusal,  and  he 

looked  with  gloomy  inquiry  towards  Darya  Alexandrovna. 

She  made  no  answer,  but  simply  gazed  at  him.     He  went 
on: 

"One  day  a  son  may  be  born,  my  son,  and  he  will  be  legally 

a  Karenina;  he  will  not  be  the  heir  of  my  name  nor  of  my 

property,  and  however  happy  we  may  be  in  our  home  life  and 

however  many  children  we  may  have,  there  will  be  no  real  tie 

between  us.  They  will  be  Kareninas.  You  can  understand 

the  bitterness  and  horror  of  this  position!  I  have  tried  to 

speak  of  this  to  Anna.  It  irritates  her.  She  does  not  under 

stand,  and  to  her  I  cannot  speak  plainly  of  all  this.  Now 

look  at  another  side.  I  am  happy,  happy  in  her  love,  but  I 

must  have  occupation.  I  have  found  occupation,  and  am 

proud  of  what  I  am  doing  and  consider  it  nobler  than  the 

pursuits  of  my  former  companions  at  court  and  in  the  army. 

And  most  certainly  I  would  not  change  the  work  I  am  doing 

for  theirs.  I  am  working  here,  settled  in  my  own  place,  and 

I  am  happy  and  contented,  and  we  need  nothing  more  to  make 

us  happy.  I  love  my  work  here.  Ce  n'est  pas  un  pis-aller 

on  the  contrary     .     .     ." 

Darya  Alexandrovna  noticed  that  at  this  point  in  his  ex- 

planation  he  grew  confused,  and  she  did  not  quite  understand 

this  digression,  but  she  felt  that  having  once  begun  to  speak 

of  matters  near  his  heart,  of  which  he  could  not  speak  to  Anna, 

he  was  now  making  a  clean  breast  of  everything,  and  that  the 

question  of  his  pursuits  in  the  country  fell  into  the  same  cate- 

gory of  matters  near  his  heart,  as  the  question  of  his  relations 
with  Anna. 

"Well,  I  will  go  on,"  he  said,  collecting  himself.  *  The 

great  thing  is  that  as  I  work  I  want  to  have  a  conviction  thai 

what  I  am  doing  will  not  die  with  me,  that  I  shall  have  heirs 

to  come  after  me,— and  this  I  have  not.  Conceive  the  position 

of  a  man  who  knows  that  his  children,  the  children  of  the 

woman  he  loves,  will  not  be  his,  but  will  belong  to  some 
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one  who  hates  them  and  cares  nothing  about  them'     It  is 
awful !" 
He  paused,  evidently  much  moved. 

"Yes,  indeed,  I  see  that.    But  what  can  Anna  do?"  queried Darya  Alexandrovna. 

'Yes,  that  brings  me  to  the  object  of  my  conversation, ' '  he 
said,  calming  himself  with  an  effort.    "Anna  can,  it  depends 
on  her.    .    .    .    Even  to  petition  the  Tsar  for  legitimization,  a 
divorce  is  essential.    And  that  depends  on  Anna.     Her  hus- 

band agreed  to  a  divorce— at  that  time  your  husband  had 
arranged  it  completely.     And  now,  I  know,  he  would  not 
refuse  it.     It  is  only  a  matter  of  writing  to  him.     He  said 
plainly  at  that  time  that  if  she  expressed  the  desire,  he  would 
not  refuse.    Of  course,"  he  said  gloomily,  "it  is  one  of  those 
Pharisaical  cruelties  of  which  only  such  heartless  men  are 
capable.    He  knows  what  agony  any  recollection  of  him  must 
give  her,  and  knowing  her,  he  must  have  a  letter  from  her.    I 
can  understand  that  it  is  agony  to  her.    But  the  matter  is  of 
such  importance,  that  one  must  passer  par-dessus  toutes  ces 
finesses  de  sentiment.    II  y  va  du  bonheur  el  de  V existence 
d'Anne  et  de  ses  enfants.    I  won't  speak  of  myself,  though  it's 
hard  for  me,  very  hard,"  he  said,  with  an  expression  as  though he  were  threatening  some  one  for  its  being  hard  for  him. 
"And  so  it  is,  princess,  that  I  am  shamelessly  clutching  at  you as  an  anchor  of  salvation.    Help  me  to  persuade  her  to  write 
to  him  and  ask  for  a  divorce." 

"Yes,  of  course, "  Darya  Alexandrovna  said  dreamily,  as  she vividly  recalled  her  last  interview  with  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
'Yes,  of  course,"  she  repeated  with  decision,  thinking  of Anna. 

"Use  your  influence  with  her,  make  her  write.  I  don't  like —I'm  almost  unable  to  speak  about  this  to  her." 
"Very  well,  I  will  talk  to  her.  But  how  is  it  she  does  not 

think  of  it  herself?"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  and  for  some 
reason  she  suddenly  at  that  point  recalled  Anna's  strange  new 
habit  of  half-closing  her  eyes.  And  she  remembered  that  Anna 
irooped  her  eyelids  just  when  the  deeper  questions  of  life  were 
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touched  upon.    "  Just  as  though  she  half -shut  her  eyes  to  her 

own  life,  so  as  not  to  see  everything,"  thought  Dolly.    "Yes, 

indeed,  for  my  own  sake  and  for  hers  I  will  talk  to  her,"  Dolly 
said  in  reply  to  his  look  of  gratitude. 

They  got  up  and  walked  to  the  house. 

CHAPTER  XXII 

When  Anna  found  Dolly  at  home  before  her,  she  looked 

intently  in  her  eyes,  as  though  questioning  her  about  the 

talk  she  had  had  with  Vronsky,  but  she  made  no  inquiry  in 
words. 

"I  believe  it's  dinner-time,"  she  said.  "We've  not  seen 

each  other  at  all  yet.  I  am  reckoning  on  the  evening.  Now  I 

want  to  go  and  dress.  I  expect  you  do  too ;  we  all  got  splashed 

at  the  buildings. ' ' 

Dolly  went  to  her  room  and  she  felt  amused.  To  change  her 

dress  was  impossible,  for  she  had  already  put  on  her  best  dress. 

But  in  order  to  signify  in  some  way  her  preparation  for  din- 

ner, she  asked  the  maid  to  brush  her  dress,  changed  her  cuffe 

and  tie,  and  put  some  lace  on  her  head. 

"This  is  all  I  can  do,"  she  said  with  a  smile  to  Anna,  whc 

came  in  to  her  in  a  third  dress,  again  of  extreme  simplicity. 

"Yes,  we  are  too  formal  here,"  she  said,  as  it  were  apologiz- 

ing  for  her  magnificence.  "Alexey  is  delighted  at  your  visit
 

as  he  rarely  is  at  anything.  He  has  completely  lost  his  hearl 

to  you, ' '  she  added.    ' 4  You  're  not  tired  ? ' ' 
There  was  no  time  for  talking  about  anything  before  dinner 

Going  into  the  drawing-room  they  found  Princess  Varv
ars 

already  there,  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  party  in  black  f
rock- 

coats.  The  architect  wore  a  swallow-tail  coat.  Vronsky  pre 

sented  the  doctor  and  the  steward  to  his  guest.  The  archit
ect 

he  had  already  introduced  to  her  at  the  hospital. 

A  stout  butler,  resplendent  with  a  smoothy  shaven  roun
c 

chin  and  a  starched  white  cravat,  announced  that  dinner  wa
* 
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ready,  and  the  ladies  got  up.  Vronsky  asked  Sviazhsky  to  take 
in  Anna  Arkadyevna,  and  himself  offered  his  arm  to  Dolly. 
Veslovsky  was  before  Tushkevitch  in  offering  his  arm  to  Prin- 

cess Varvara,  so  that  Tushkevitch  with  the  steward  and  the 
doctor  walked  in  alone. 

The  dinner,  the  dining-room,  the  service,  the  waiting  at 
table,  the  wine,  and  the  food,  were  not  simply  in  keeping  with 
the  general  tone  of  modern  luxury  throughout  the  house,  but 
seemed  even  more  sumptuous  and  modern.     Darya  Alexan- 
drovna  watched  this  luxury  which  was  novel  to  her,  and  as  a 
good  housekeeper  used  to  managing  a  household— though  she 

1  never  dreamed  of  adapting  anything  she  saw  to  her  own 
[household,  as  it  was  all  in  a  style  of  luxury  far  above  her  own 
manner  of  living— she  could  not  help  scrutinizing  every  detail, and  wondering  how  and  by  whom  it  was  all  done.    Vassenka 
Veslovsky,  her  husband,  and  even  Sviazhsky,  and  many  other 
people  she  knew,  would  never  have  considered  this  question, 
and  would  have  readily  believed  what  every  well-bred  host 
tries  to  make  his  guests  feel,  that  is,  that  all  that  is  well- 
ordered  in  his  house  has  cost  him,  the  host,  no  trouble  what- 

ever, but  comes  of  itself.    Darya  Alexandrovna  was  well  aware 
that  even  porridge  for  the  children's  breakfast  does  not  come 
of  itself,  and  that  therefore,  where  so  complicated  and  magnifi- 

cent a  style  of  luxury  was  maintained,  some  one  must  give 
earnest  attention  to  its  organization.     And  from  the  glance 
with  which  Alexey  Kirillovitch  scanned  the  table,  from  the 
way  he  nodded  to  the  butler,  and  offered  Darya  Alexandrovna 
her  choice  between  cold  soup  and  hot  soup,  she  saw  that  it  was 
all  organized  and  maintained  by  the  care  of  the  master  of  the 
house  himself.    It  was  evident  that  it  all  rested  no  more  upon 
Anna  than  upon  Veslovsky.    She,  Sviazhsky,  the  princess,  and 
Veslovsky,  were  equally  guests,  with  light  hearts  enjoying what  had  been  arranged  for  them. 
Anna  was  the  hostess  only  in  conducting  the  conversation. 

The  conversation  was  a  difficult  one  for  the  lady  of  the  house 
it  a  small  table  with  persons  present,  like  the  steward  and  the 
architect,  belonging  to  a  completely  different  world,  struggling 
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not  to  be  overawed  by  an  elegance  to  which  they  were  nnac 

customed,  and  unable  to  sustain  a  large  share  in  the  genera 

conversation.  But  this  difficult  conversation  Anna  directec 

with  her  usual  tact  and  naturalness,  and  indeed  she  did  so  witl 

actual  enjoyment,  as  Darya  Alexandrovna  observed.  The  con 

versation  began  about  the  row  Tushkevitch  and  Veslovsky  hac 

taken  alone  together  in  the  boat,  and  Tushkevitch  began  de 

scribing  the  last  boat-races  in  Petersburg  at  the  Yacht  Club 

But  Anna,  seizing  the  first  pause,  at  once  turned  to  the  archi 

tect  to  draw  him  out  of  his  silence. 

"Nikolay  Ivanitch  was  struck,"  she  said,  meaning  Sviazh 

sky,  ' '  at  the  progress  the  new  building  had  made  since  he  wa 

here  last ;  but  I  am  there  every  day,  and  every  day  I  wonder  a 

the  rate  at  which  it  grows." 

"It's  first-rate  working  with  his  excellency,"  said  the  archi 

tect  with  a  smile  (he  was  respectful  and  composed,  thoug 

with  a  sense  of  his  own  dignity) .  "  It 's  a  very  different  matte 

to  have  to  do  with  the  district  authorities.  Where  one  woul 

have  to  write  out  sheaves  of  papers,  here  I  call  upon  the  counl 

and  in  three  words  we  settle  the  business. 

"The  American  way  of  doing  business,"  said  Sviazhsky with  a  smile. 

"Yes,  there  they  build  in  a  rational  fashion     .     .     .  ' 
The  conversation  passed  to  the  misuse  of  political  powe 

in  the  United  States,  but  Anna  quickly  brought  it  round  t 

another  topic,  so  as  to  draw  the  steward  into  talk. 

' '  Have  you  ever  seen  a  reaping-machine, ' '  she  said,  address 

ing  Darya  Alexandrovna.  "We  had  just  ridden  over  to  loo. 

at  one  when  we  met.    It 's  the  first  time  I  ever  saw  one. ' ' 
' '  How  do  they  work  I ' '  asked  Dolly. 

"Exactly  like  little  scissors.  A  plank  and  a  lot  of  littl 

scissors.    Like  this. ' ' 

Anna  took  a  knife  and  fork  in  her  beautiful  white  hands 

covered  with  rings,  and  began  showing  how  the  machin 

worked.  It  was  clear  that  she  saw  nothing  would  be  undei 

stood  from  her  explanation  ;  but  aware  that  her  talk  was  pleas 

ant  and  her  hands  beautiful  she  went  on  explaining. 
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' 'More  like  little  penknives,"  Veslovsky  said  playfully, 4never  taking  his  eyes  off  her. 
Anna  gave  a  just  perceptible  smile,  but  made  no  answer. 

h" Isn't  it  true,  Karl  Fedoritch,  that  it's  just  like  little  scis- sors ? ' '  she  said  to  the  steward. 

"Oh,  ja,"  answered  the  German.  "Es  ist  ein  ganz  ein- 
4/ 'aches  Ding/'  and  he  began  to  explain  the  construction  of  the ^machine. 

"It's  a  pity  it  doesn't  bind  too.    I  saw  one  at  the  Vienna 
exhibition,  which  binds  with  a  wire,"  said  Sviazhsky.    "They 

i- would  be  more  profitable  in  use." 
"Es  kommt  drauf  an  .  .  .  Der  Preis  vom  Draht  muss 

tausgerechnet  werden."  And  the  German,  roused  from  his 
taciturnity,  turned  to  Vronsky.  "Das  lasst  sich  ausrechnen, 
\Erlaucht."  The  German  was  just  feeling  in  the  pocket  where 
I  Were  his  pencil  and  the  note-book  he  always  wrote  in,  but 
^recollecting  that  he  was  at  dinner,  and  observing  Vronsky 's 
(chilly  glance,  he  checked  himself.  "Zu  complicirt,  macht  zu 
\\viel  Klopot,"  he  concluded. 

"Wiinscht  man  Dorhots,  so  hat  man  aach  Klopots,"  said Vassenka  Veslovsky,  mimicking  the  German.  "J' adore  Valle- 
mand,"  he  addressed  Anna  again  with  the  same  smile. 
"Cessez/f  she  said  with  playful  severity. 
1  We  expected  to  find  you  in  the  fields,  Vassily  Semyonitch, " she  said  to  the  doctor,  a  sickly-looking  man;  "have  you  been 

there?" 

n  went  there,  but  I  had  taken  flight,"  the  doctor  answered with  gloomy  jocoseness. 

"Then  you've  taken  a  good  constitutional?" 
"Splendid!" 

"Well,  and  how  was  the  old  woman?  I  hope  it's  not :yphus?" 

"^ Typhus  it  is  not,  but  it's  taking  a  bad  turn." 
"What  a  pity!"  said  Anna,  and  having  thus  paid  the  dues \>f  civility  to  her   domestic  circle,   she  turned  to  her  own friends. 

Fit  would  be  a  hard  task,  though,  to  construct  a  machine 
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from  your  description,  Anna  Arkady evna, ' '  Sviazhsky  saic 
jestingly. 

"Oh,  no,  why  so?"  said  Anna  with  a  smile  that  betrayec 
that  she  knew  there  was  something  charming  in  her  disquisi 

tions  upon  the  machine  that  had  been  noticed  by  Sviazhsky 

This  new  trait  of  girlish  coquettishness  made  an  unpleasan 

impression  on  Dolly. 

"But  Anna  Arkadyevna's  knowledge  of  architecture  is  mar 
velous, ' '  said  Tushkevitch. 

"To  be  sure,  I  heard  Anna  Arkadyevna  talking  yesterday 

about  plinths  and  damp-courses,"  said  Veslovsky.  "Have  3 

got  it  right?" 
"There's  nothing  marvelous  about  it,  when  one  sees  anc 

hears  so  much  of  it,"  said  Anna.  "But,  I  dare  say,  you  don' 
even  know  what  houses  are  made  of  ? " 

Darya  Alexandrovna  saw  that  Anna  disliked  the  tone  o 

raillery  that  existed  between  her  and  Veslovsky,  but  fell  ii 
with  it  against  her  will. 

Vronsky  acted  in  this  matter  quite  differently  from  Levin 

He  obviously  attached  no  significance  to  Veslovsky 's  chatter 
ing;  on  the  contrary,  he  encouraged  his  jests. 

"Come  now,  tell  us,  Veslovsky,  how  are  the  stones  held  to 

gether?" 
"By  cement,  of  course." 
' '  Bravo !     And  what  is  cement  ? ' ' 

"Oh,  some  sort  of  paste  .  .  .  no,  putty, "  said  Veslovsky 
raising  a  general  laugh. 

The  company  at  dinner,  with  the  exception  of  the  docto 

the  architect,  and  the  steward,  who  remained  plunged  ii 

gloomy  silence,  kept  up  a  conversation  that  never  paused 

glancing  off  one  subject,  fastening  on  another,  and  at  time 

stinging  one  or  the  other  to  the  quick.  Once  Darya  Alexan 

drovna  felt  wounded  to  the  quick,  and  got  so  hot  that  sh 

positively  flushed  and  wondered  afterwards  whether  she  ha( 

said  anything  extreme  or  unpleasant.  Sviazhsky  began  talkini 

of  Levin,  describing  his  strange  view  that  machinery  is  simph 

pernicious  in  its  effects  on  Russian  agriculture. 
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"I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing  this  M.  Levin/ ' Vronsky  said,  smiling,  "but  most  likely  he  has  never  seen  the 
^machines  he  condemns;  or  if  he  has  seen  and  tried  any,  it 
j.  must  have  been  after  a  queer  fashion,  some  Russian  imitation, 
v.  not  a  machine  from  abroad.  What  sort  of  views  can  any  one 
i  have  on  such  a  subject  f " 

'Turkish  views,  in  general,"  Veslovsky  said,  turning  to rl  Anna  with  a  smile. 

"I  can't  defend  his  opinions/'  Darya  Alexandrovna  said, 
J  firing  up;  "but  I  can  say  that  he's  a  highly  cultivated  man,' I  and  if  he  were  here  he  would  know  very  well  how  to  answer 
I you,  though  I  am  not  capable  of  doing  so." 

d  "I  like  him  extremely,  and  we  are  great  friends,"  Sviazh- 
tjsky  said,  smiling  good-naturedly.  "Mais  pardon,  il  est  un  petit \peu  touqe;  he  maintains,  for  instance,  that  district  councils 
^and  arbitration  boards  are  all  of  no  use,  and  he  is  unwilling  to 
itake  part  in  anything." 

"It's  our  Russian  apathy,"  said  Vronsky,  pouring  water J  from  an  iced  decanter  into  a  delicate  glass  on  a  high  stem; 
"we've  no  sense  of  the  duties  our  privileges  impose  upon  us,' and  so  we  refuse  to  recognize  these  duties." 

"I  know  no  man  more  strict  in  the  performance  of  his 
duties,"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  irritated  by  Vronsky 's tone  of  superiority. 

"'For  my  part,"  pursued  Vronsky,  who  was  evidently  for some  reason  or  other  keenly  affected  by  this  conversation, 
such  as  I  am,  I  am,  on  the  contrary,  extremely  grateful  for 

the  honor  they  have  done  me,  thanks  to  Nikolay  Ivanitch"  (he 
indicated  Sviazhsky),  "in  electing  me  a  justice  of  the  peace  I consider  that  for  me  the  duty  of  being  present  at  the  ses- 

sion, of  judging  some  peasants'  quarrel  about  a  horse,  is  as  im- 
portant as  anything  I  can  do.  And  I  shall  regard  it  as  an 

honor  if  they  elect  me  for  the  district  council.  It's  only  in 
that  way  I  can  pay  for  the  advantages  I  enjoy  as  a  landowner. 
Unluckily  they  don't  understand  the  weight  that  the  big  land- awners  ought  to  have  in  the  state." 

p  was  strange  to  Darya  Alexandrovna  to  hear  how  serenely 
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confident  he  was  of  being  right  at  his  own  table.  She  thought 

how  Levin,  who  believed  the  opposite,  was  just  as  positive  ir 

his  opinions  at  his  own  table.  But  she  loved  Levin,  and  so  sh< 
was  on  his  side. 

"So  we  can  reckon  upon  you,  count,  for  the  coming  elec 

tions!"  said  Sviazhsky.  "But  you  must  come  a  little  before 

hand,  so  as  to  be  on  the  spot  by  the  eighth.  If  you  would  d( 

me  the  honor  to  stop  with  me. ' ' 

"I  rather  agree  with  your  beau-frere,"  said  Anna,  "thougl 

not  quite  on  the  same  ground  as  he,"  she  added  with  a  smile 
"I'm  afraid  that  we  have  too  many  of  these  public  duties  h 

these  latter  days.  Just  as  in  old  days  there  were  so  many  gov 

eminent  functionaries  that  one  had  to  call  in  a  functionary  f  oi 

every  single  thing,  so  now  every  one's  doing  some  sort  of  publi< 

duty.  Alexey  has  been  here  now  six  months,  and  he's  a  mem 
ber,  I  do  believe,  of  five  or  six  different  public  bodies.  Du  trail 

que  cela  va,  the  whole  time  will  be  wasted  on  it.  And  I'n 

afraid  that  with  such  a  multiplicity  of  these  bodies,  they'll  en< 

in  being  a  mere  form.  How  many  are  you  a  member  oi 

Nikolay  Ivanitch?"  she  turned  to  Sviazhsky— "  over  twenty, 

fancy. ' ' 
Anna  spoke  lightly,  but  irritation  could  be  discerned  in  he 

tone.  Darya  Alexandrovna,  watching  Anna  and  Vronsky  at 

tentively,  detected  it  instantly.  She  noticed,  too,  that  as  sb 

spoke  Vronsky 's  face  had  immediately  taken  a  serious  an< 

obstinate  expression.  Noticing  this,  and  that  Princess  Vai 

vara  at  once  made  haste  to  change  the  conversation  by  talkinj 

of  Petersburg  acquaintances,  and  remembering  what  Vronsk; 

had  without  apparent  connection  said  in  the  garden  of  his  wor] 

in  the  country,  Dolly  surmised  that  this  question  of  public  ac 

tivity  was  connected  with  some  deep  private  disagreement  be 

tween  Anna  and  Vronsky.  J 

The  dinner,  the  wine,  the  decoration  of  the  table,  was  a 

very  good;  but  it  was  all  like  what  Darya  Alexandrovna 
 ha 

seen  at  formal  dinners  and  balls  which  of  late  years  had  be 

come  quite  unfamiliar  to  her;  it  all  had  the  some  impersona 

and  constrained  character,  and  so  on  an  ordinary  day  and  m 
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little   circle  of  friends  it   made   a   disagreeable   impression Lfon  her. 

After  dinner  they  sat  on  the  terrace,  then  they  proceeded 
to  play  lawn  tennis.     The  players,  divided  into  two  parties, 
stood  on  opposite  sides  of  a  tightly  drawn  net  with  gilt  poles 
on  the  carefully  leveled  and  rolled  croquet-ground.     Darya 
Alexandrovna  made  an  attempt  to  play,  but  it  was  a  long 
time  before  she  could  understand  the  game,  and  by  the  time 
she  did  understand  it,  she  was  so  tired  that  she  sat  down  with 
Princess  Varvara  and  simply  looked  on  at  the  players.     Her 
partner,  Tushkevitch,  gave  up  playing  too,  but  the  others  kept 
the  game  up  for  a  long  time.     Sviazhsky  and  Vronsky  both 
played  very  well  and  seriously.    They  kept  a  sharp  lookout  on 
the  balls  served  to  them,  and  without  haste  or  getting  in  each 
other's  way,  they  ran  adroitly  up  to  them,  waited  for  the  re- bound, and  neatly  and  accurately  returned  them  over  the  net. 
Veslovsky  played  worse  than  the  others.    He  was  too  eager,  but 
he  kept  the  players  lively  with  his  high  spirits.    His  laughter 
and  outcries  never  paused.    Like  the  other  men  of  the  party, 
with  the  ladies'  permission,  he  took  off  his  coat,  and  his  solid,' comely  figure  in  his  white  shirt-sleeves,  with  his  red  perspiring 
face  and  his  impulsive  movements,  made  a  picture  that  im- 

printed itself  vividly  on  the  memory. 
When  Darya  Alexandrovna  lay  in  bed  that  night,  as  soon 

us  she  closed  her  eyes,  she  saw  Vassenka  Veslovsky  flying  about the  croquet-ground. 

During  the  game  Darya  Alexandrovna  was  not  enjoying 
herself.  She  did  not  like  the  light  tone  of  raillery  that  was 
vept  up  all  the  time  between  Vassenka  Veslovsky  and  Anna 
md  the  unnaturalness  altogether  of  grown-up  people,  all  alone 
•vithout  children,  playing  at  a  child's  game.  But  to  avoid 
peaking  up  the  party  and  to  get  through  the  time  somehow, ifter  a  rest  she  joined  the  game  again,  and  pretended  to  be 
mjoymg  it.  All  that  day  it  seemed  to  her  as  though  she 
vere  acting  in  a  theatre  with  actors  cleverer  than  she,  and 
hat  her  bad  acting  was  spoiling  the  whole  performance 
'5he  had  come  with  the  intention  of  staying  two  days,  if  all 
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went  well.  But  in  the  evening,  during  the  game,  she  made  up 
her  mind  that  she  would  go  home  next  day.  The  maternal 
cares  and  worries,  which  she  had  so  hated  on  the  way,  now, 
after  a  day  spent  without  them,  struck  her  in  quite  another 
light,  and  tempted  her  back  to  them. 

When,  after  evening  tea  and  a  row  by  night  in  the  boat, 
Darya  Alexandrovna  went  alone  to  her  room,  took  off  hei 
dress,  and  began  arranging  her  thin  hair  for  the  night,  she 
had  a  great  sense  of  relief. 

It  was  positively  disagreeable  to  her  to  think  that  Anna  was 
coming  to  see  her  immediately.  She  longed  to  be  alone  wit! 
her  own  thoughts. 

CHAPTER  XXIII 

Dolly  was  wanting  to  go  to  bed  when  Anna  came  in  to  see 
her,  attired  for  the  night.  In  the  course  of  the  day  Anna  hac 
several  times  begun  to  speak  of  matters  near  her  heart,  anc 

every  time  after  a  few  words  she  had  stopped :  ' '  Afterwards 
by  ourselves,  we'll  talk  about  everything.  I've  got  so  much 
want  to  tell  you, ' '  she  said. 

Now  they  were  by  themselves,  and  Anna  did  not  know  wha 
to  talk  about.  She  sat  in  the  window  looking  at  Dolly,  anc 

going  over  in  her  own  mind  all  the  stores  of  intimate  tall 
which  had  seemed  so  inexhaustible  beforehand,  and  she  founc 

nothing.  At  that  moment  it  seemed  to  her  that  everything  ha( 
been  said  already. 

"Well,  what  of  Kitty ?"  she  said  with  a  heavy  sigh,  lookinj 

penitently  at  Dolly.  "Tell  me  the  truth,  Dolly:  isn't  sb 

angry  with  me?" 
' '  Angry  ?    Oh,  no ! "  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  smiling. 
'  *  But  she  hates  me,  despises  me?" 

"Oh,  no!    But  you  know  that  sort  of  thing  isn't  forgiven.' 
"Yes,  yes,"  said  Anna,  turning  away  and  looking  out  of  th 

open  window.     "But  I  was  not  to  blame.     And  who  is  t< 
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blame?     What's  the  meaning  of  being  to  blame?     Could  it 
have  been  otherwise  ?    What  do  you  think  ?    Could  it  possibly 

have  happened  that  you  didn't  become  the  wife  of  Stiva?" 
' '  Really  I  don 't  know.    But  this  is  what  I  want  you  to  tell 

me    .    .    ." 

"Yes,  yes,  but  we've  not  finished  about  Kitty.     Is  she 
happy?    He's  a  very  nice  man,  they  say." 
"He's  much  more  than  very  nice.    I  don't  know  a  better 

man." 

! '  Ah,  how  glad  lam!  I  'm  so  glad !  Much  more  than  very 
nice, ' '  she  repeated. 

Dolly  smiled. 

"But  tell  me  about  yourself.  We've  a  great  deal  to  talk 
about.  And  I  've  had  a  talk  with  .  .  . "  Dolly  did  not  know 
what  to  call  him.  She  felt  it  awkward  to  call  him  either  the 

count  or  Alexey  Kirillovitch. 

"With  Alexey,"  said  Anna,  "I  know  what  you  talked  about. 
But  I  wanted  to  ask  you  directly  what  you  think  of  me,  of  my 

life?" 
"How  am  I  to  say  like  that  straight  off?  I  really  don't 

know." 
"  No,  tell  me  all  the  same.  .  .  .  You  see  my  life.  But  you 

mustn  't  forget  that  you  're  seeing  us  in  the  summer,  when  you 
have  come  to  us  and  we  are  not  alone.  .  .  .  But  we  came  here 

?arly  in  the  spring,  lived  quite  alone,  and  shall  be  alone  again, 
md  I  desire  nothing  better.  But  imagine  me  living  alone 
without  him,  alone,  and  that  will  be  ...  I  see  by  everything 
:hat  it  will  often  be  repeated,  that  he  will  be  half  the  time 

iway  from  home, ' '  she  said,  getting  up  and  sitting  down  close 
|  Dolly. 

"Of  course,"  she  interrupted  Dolly,  who  would  have  an- 
iwered,  ' '  of  course  I  won 't  try  to  keep  him  by  force.  I  don 't 
teep  him  indeed.  The  races  are  just  coming,  his  horses  are  mil- 

ling, he  will  go.  I'm  very  glad.  But  think  of  me,  fancy  my 
>osition.  .  .  .  But  what's  the  use  of  talking  about  it  ?"  She 
smiled.    "Well,  what  did  he  talk  about  with  you?" 
"He  spoke  of  what  I  want  to  speak  about  of  myself,  and  it's 
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easy  for  me  to  be  his  advocate ;  of  whether  there  is  not  a  possi 

bility    .    .    .    whether  you  could  not    .    .    ."     (Darya  Alex 
androvna  hesitated)  "  correct,  improve  your  position.    .    .    . 
You  know  how  I  look  at  it.    .    .    .    But  all  the  same,  if  pos 

sible,  you  should  get  married.     .     .     ." 
'  *  Divorce,  you  mean  ? ' '  said  Anna.  '  ■  Do  you  know,  the  onl} 

woman  who  came  to  see  me  in  Petersburg  was  Betsy  Tverskoy 

You  know  her,  of  course?  An  fond,  c'est  la  femme  la  plu 

depravee  qui  existe.  She  had  an  intrigue  with  Tushkevitch 

deceiving  her  husband  in  the  basest  way.  And  she  told  m< 

that  she  did  not  care  to  know  me  so  long  as  my  position  wa 

irregular.  Don't  imagine  I  would  compare  ...  I  knov 

you,  darling.  But  I  could  not  help  remembering  .  .  .  Well 

so  what  did  he  say  to  you  V '  she  repeated. 
"He  said  that  he  was  unhappy  on  your  account  and  his  own 

Perhaps  you  will  say  that  it's  egoism,  but  what  a  legitimat 

and  nob,le  egoism.  He  wants  first  of  all  to  legitimize  his  daugh 

ter,  and  to  be  your  husband,  to  have  a  legal  right  to  you.'' 
"What  wife,  what  slave  can  be  so  utterly  a  slave  as  I,  in  m? 

position?"  she  put  in  gloomily. 
"The  chief  thing  he  desires  ...  he  desires  that  yoi 

should  not  suffer." 

* '  That 's  impossible.    Well  f ' ' 

"Well,  and  the  most  legitimate  desire— he  wishes  that  you 
children  should  have  a  name. 

"What  children?"  Anna  said,  not  looking  at  Dolly,  am 
half  closing  her  eyes. 

* '  Annie  and  those  to  come     .     .     . " 
"He  need  not  trouble  on  that  score;  I  shall  have  no  mor 

children." 

"How  can  you  tell  that  you  won't?" 

"I  shall  not,  because  I  don't  wish  it."  And,  in  spite  of  al 

her  emotion,  Anna  smiled,  as  she  caught  the  naive  expressioi 

of  curiosity,  wonder,  and  horror  on  Dolly's  face. 
1 '  The  doctor  told  me  after  my  illness     .     .     ." 

"Impossible!"  said  Dolly,  opening  her  eyes  wide. 
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For  her  this  was  one  of  those  discoveries  the  consequences 
and  deductions  from  which  are  so  immense  that  all  that  one 
feels  for  the  first  instant  is  that  it  is  impossible  to  take  it  all 
in,  and  that  one  will  have  to  reflect  a  great,  great  deal  upon  it. 

This  discovery,  suddenly  throwing  light  on  all  those  families 
of  one  or  two  children,  which  had  hitherto  been  so  incompre- 

hensible to  her,  aroused  so  many  ideas,  reflections,  and  contra- 
dictory emotions,  that  she  had  nothing  to  say,  and  simply 

gazed  with  wide-open  eyes  of  wonder  at  Anna.  This  was  the 
very  thing  she  had  been  dreaming  of,  but  now  learning  that  it 
was  possible,  she  was  horrified.  She  felt  that  it  was  too  simple 
a  solution  of  too  complicated  a  problem. 

"N'est-ce  pas  immoral?"  was  all  she  said,  after  a  brief 
pause. 

"Why  so?  Think,  I  have  a  choice  between  two  alterna- 
tives: either  to  be  with  child,  that  is  an  invalid,  or  to  be  the 

friend  and  companion  of  my  husband — practically  my  hus- 

band/' Anna  said  in  a  tone  intentionally  superficial  and [frivolous. 

'Yes,  yes,"  said  Darya  Alexandrovna,  hearing  the  very  ar- 
iguments  she  had  used  to  herself,  and  not  finding  the  same  force 
in  them  as  before. 

"For  you,  for  other  people,"  said  Anna,  as  though  divining 
fher  thoughts,  "there  may  be  reason  to  hesitate;  but  for  me 

.  .  You  must  consider,  I  am  not  his  wife ;  he  loves  me  as 
|long  as  he  loves  me.  And  how  am  I  to  keep  his  love  ?  Not  like 
this!" 
She  moved  her  white  hands  in  a  curve  before  her  waist  with 

extraordinary  rapidity,  as  happens  during  moments  of  excite- 
ment ;  ideas  and  memories  rushed  into  Darya  Alexandrovna 's 

head.  "I,"  she  thought,  "did  not  keep  my  attraction  for Stiva ;  he  left  me  for  others,  and  the  first  woman  for  wh<3m  he 
betrayed  me  did  not  keep  him  by  being  always  pretty  and 
lively.  He  deserted  her  and  took  another.  And  can  Anna  at- 

tract and  keep  Count  Vronsky  in  that  way  !  If  that  is  what  he 
looks  for,  he  will  find  dresses  and  manners  still  more  attractive 
md  charming.     And  however  white  and  beautiful  her  bare 
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arms  are,  however  beautiful  her  full  figure  and  her  eager  face 

under  her  black  curls,  he  will  find  something  better  still,  just  as 

my  disgusting,  pitiful,  and  charming  husband  does." 
Dolly  made  no  answer,  she  merely  sighed.  Anna  noticed 

this  sigh,  indicating  dissent,  and  she  went  on.  In  her  armory 

she  had  other  arguments  so  strong  that  no  answer  could  be 
made  to  them. 

"Do  you  say  that  it's  not  right?  But  you  must  consider, 

she  went  on ; ' '  you  forget  my  position.  How  can  I  desire  chil- 

dren? I'm  not  speaking  of  the  suffering,  I'm  not  afraid  of 

that.  Think  only,  what  are  my  children  to  be?  Ill-fated  chil- 

dren, who  will  have  to  bear  a  stranger's  name.  For  the  very 
fact  of  their  birth  they  will  be  forced  to  be  ashamed  of  their 

mother,  their  father,  their  birth." 

"But  that  is  just  why  a  divorce  is  necessary."  But  Anna 

did  not  hear  her.  She  longed  to  give  utterance  to  all  the 

arguments  with  which  she  had  so  many  times  convinced  her- self. 

"What  is  reason  given  me  for,  if  I  am  not  to  use  it  to  avoid 

bringing  unhappy  beings  into  the  world?"  She  looked 
 at 

Dolly,  but  without  waiting  for  a  reply  she  went  on: 

"I  should  always  feel  I  had  wronged  these  unhappy  chil 

dren, ' '  she  said.  ' '  If  they  are  not,  at  any  rate  they  are  not  un 

happy ;  while  if  they  are  unhappy,  I  alone  should  be  to  blame 

forit."  ;  , 
These  were  the  very  arguments  Darya  Alexandrovna  na

c 

used  in  her  own  reflections ;  but  she  heard  them  without  under 

standing  them.  "How  can  one  wrong  creatures  that 
 don'1 

exist?"  she  thought.  And  all  at  once  the  idea  struck  heri 

could  it  possibly,  under  any  circumstances,  have  been  b
ettei 

for  her  favorite  Grisha  if  he  had  never  existed?  And  thii
 

seemed  to  her  so  wild,  so  strange,  that  she  shook  her  head  tc 

drive  away  this  tangle  of  whirling,  mad  ideas. 

"  No,  I  don 't  know ;  it 's  not  right, ' '  was  all  she  said,  with  ar 
expression  of  disgust  on  her  face.  . 

"Yes,  but  you  mustn't  forget  that  you  and  I    .    .    .    Anc 

besides  that,"  added  Anna,  in  spite  of  the  wealth  of  her  argu 
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ments  and  the  poverty  of  Dolly's  objections,  seeming  still  to 
admit  that  it  was  not  right,  "don't  forget  the  chief  point,  that 
I  am  not  now  in  the  same  position  as  you.  For  you  the 
question  is :  do  you  desire  not  to  have  any  more  children ; 

while  for  me  it  is:  do  I  desire  to  have  them.  And  that's  a 

great  difference.  You  must  see  that  I  can't  desire  it  in  my 

position. ' ' 
Darya  Alexandrovna  made  no  reply.  She  suddenly  felt  that 

she  had  got  far  away  from  Anna ;  that  there  lay  between  them 

a  barrier  of  questions  on  which  they  could  never  agree,  and 
about  which  it  was  better  not  to  speak. 

CHAPTER  XXIV 

"Then  there  is  all  the  more  reason  for  you  to  legalize  your 
position,  if  possible, ' '  said  Dolly. 

"Yes,  if  possible,"  said  Anna,  speaking  all  at  once  in  an 
utterly  different  tone,  subdued  and  mournful. 

* '  Surely  you  don 't  mean  a  divorce  is  impossible  ?  I  was  told 
your  husband  had  consented  to  it." 

"Dolly,  I  don't  want  to  talk  about  that." 
"Oh,  we  won't  then,"  Darya  Alexandrovna  hastened  to  say, 

inoticing  the  expression  of  suffering  on  Anna's  face.  "All  I 
see  is  that  you  take  too  gloomy  a  view  of  things. ' ' 
"I?  Not  at  all!  I'm  alwa3^s  bright  and  happy.  You  see, 

je  fais  des  passions.    Veslovsky     .     .     . " 

"Yes,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  don't  like  Veslovsky 's  tone,"  said 
Darya  Alexandrovna,  anxious  to  change  the  subject. 

"Oh,  that's  nonsense!  It  amuses  Alexey,  and  that's  all; 
out  he 's  a  boy,  and  quite  under  my  control.  You  know,  I  turn 
lim  as  I  please.     It's  just  as  it  might  be  with  your  Grisha. 

.  .  Dolly!" — she  suddenly  changed  the  subject — "you  say 
[  take  too  gloomy  a  view  of  things.  You  can't  understand. 
[fs  too  awful !    I  try  not  to  take  any  view  of  it  at  all. " 

"But  I  think  you  ought  to.    You  ought  to  do  all  you  can. " 
"But  what  can  I  do?     Nothing.     You  tell  me  to  marry 
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Alexey,  and  say  I  don't  think  about  it.  I  don't  think  about 
it!"  she  repeated,  and  a  flush  rose  into  her  face.  She  got  up, 

straightening  her  chest,  and  sighed  heavily.  With  her  light 

step  she  began  pacing  up  and  down  the  room,  stopping  now 

and  then.  "I  don't  think  of  it?  Not  a  day,  not  an  hour 

passes  that  I  don't  think  of  it,  and  blame  myself  for  thinking 
of  it  .  .  .  because  thinking  of  that  may  drive  me  mad. 

Drive  me  mad!"  she  repeated.  "When  I  think  of  it,  I  can't 
sleep  without  morphine.  But  never  mind.  Let  us  talk  quietly. 

They  tell  me,  divorce.  In  the  first  place,  he  won't  give  me  a 
divorce.     He's  under  the  influence  of  Countess  Lidia  Ivan 

ovna  now. ' ' 

Darya  Alexandrovna,  sitting  erect  on  a  chair,  turned  her 

head,  following  Anna  with  a  face  of  sympathetic  suffering. 

"You  ought  to  make  the  attempt,"  she  said  softly. 

"Suppose  I  make  the  attempt.  What  does  it  mean?"  sh€ 
said,  evidently  giving  utterance  to  a  thought,  a  thousand  times 

thought  over  and  learned  by  heart.  "It  means  that  I,  hating 

him,  but  still  recognizing  that  I  have  wronged  him— and  I  con 

side'r  him  magnanimous— that  I  humiliate  myself  to  write  to 
him  .  .  .  Well,  suppose  I  make  the  effort ;  I  do  it.  Either  I 

receive  a  humiliating  refusal  or  consent  .  .  .  Well,  I  have 

received  his  consent,  say  ... "  Anna  was  at  that  moment  at 

the  furthest  end  of  the  room,  and  she  stopped  there,  doing 

something  to  the  curtain  at  the  window  .  .  .  "I  receive  his 

consent,  but  my  ...  my  son?  They  won't  give  him  up  tc 

me.  He  will  grow  up  despising  me,  with  his  father,  whom 

I've  abandoned.  Do  you  see,  I  love  .  .  .  equally,  I  think 

but  both  more   than   myself— two  creatures,  Seryozha   and 

Alexey. ' ' 
She  came  out  into  the  middle  of  the  room  and  stood  f acini 

Dolly,  with  her  arms  pressed  tightly  across  her  chest.  In  hei 

white  dressing-gown  her  figure  seemed  more  than  usually 

grand  and  broad.  She  bent  her  head,  and  with  shining,  wel 

eyes  looked  from  under  her  brows  at  Dolly,  a  thin  little  pitifu] 

figure  in  her  patched  dressing- jacket  and  night-cap,  shaking all  over  with  emotion. 
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"It  is  only  those  two  creatures  that  I  love,  and  one  excludes 
the  other.  I  can't  have  them  together,  and  that's  the  only 
thing  I  want.  And  since  I  can't  have  that,  I  don't  care  about 
the  rest.  I  don't  care  about  anything,  anything.  And  it  will 
end  one  way  or  another,  and  so  I  can't,  I  don't  like  to  talk  of 
it.  So  don't  blame  me,  don't  judge  me  for  anything.  You 
can't  with  your  pure  heart  understand  all  that  I'm  suffering." 
She  went  up,  sat  down  beside  Dol^,  and  with  a  guilty  look, 
peeped  into  her  face  and  took  her  hand. 

"What  are  you  thinking?  What  are  you  thinking  about 
'me?  Don't  despise  me.  I  don't  deserve  contempt.  I'm 
simply  unhappy.  If  any  one  is  unhappy,  I  am,"  she  articu- 

lated, and  turning  away,  she  burst  into  tears. 
Left  alone,  Darya  Alexandrovna  said  her  prayers  and  went 

to  bed.  She  had  felt  for  Anna  with  all  her  heart  while  she 
was  speaking  to  her,  but  now  she  could  not  force  herself  to 
think  of  her.  The  memories  of  home  and  of  her  children  rose 
up  in  her  imagination  with  a  peculiar  charm  quite  new  to  her, 
with  a  sort  of  new  brilliance.  That  world  of  her  own  seemed 
to  her  now  so  sweet  and  precious  that  she  would  not  on  any 
account  spend  an  extra  day  outside  it,  and  she  made  up  her 
mind  that  she  would  certainly  go  back  next  day. 
Anna  meantime  went  back  to  her  boudoir,  took  a  wine-glass 

and  dropped  into  it  several  drops  of  a  medicine,  of  which  the 
principal  ingredient  was  morphine.  After  drinking  it  off  and 
sitting  still  a  little  while,  she  went  into  her  bedroom  in  a 
soothed  and  more  cheerful  frame  of  mind. 
When  she  went  into  the  bedroom,  Vronsky  looked  intently 

at  her.  He  was  looking  for  traces  of  the  conversation  which 
he  knew  that,  staying  so  long  in  Dolly's  room,  she  must  have 
had  with  her.  But  in  her  expression  of  restrained  excitement, 
and  of  a  sort  of  reserve,  he  could  find  nothing  but  the  beauty 
that  always  bewitched  him  afresh  though  he  was  used  to  it,  the 
consciousness  of  it,  and  the  desire  that  it  should  affect  him.  He 
did  not  want  to  ask  her  what  they  had  been  talking  of,  but  he 
hoped  that  she  would  tell  him  something  of  her  own  accord. 
But  she  only  said : 
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nt 

.  "  I  am  so  glad  you  like  Dolly.     You  do,  don 't  you  ? '  '• 

"Oh,  I've  known  her  a  long  while,  you  know.  She's  very 
good-hearted,  I  suppose,  mais  excessivement  terre-a-terre.  Still 

I'm  very  glad  to  see  her." 
He  took  Anna's  hand  and  looked  inquiringly  into  her  eyes 

Misinterpreting  the  look,  she  smiled  to  him.  Next  morning 

in  spite  of  the  protests  of  her  hosts,  Darya  Alexandrovna  pre 

pared  for  her  homeward  journey.  Levin's  coachman,  in  his 
by  no  means  new  coat  and  shabby  hat,  with  his  ill-matched 
horses  and  his  coach  with  the  patched  mud-guards,  drove  witl 

gloomy  determination  into  the  covered  gravel  approach. 

Darya  Alexandrovna  disliked  taking  leave  of  Princess  Var 

vara  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  party.  After  a  day  spent  to 

gether,  both  she  and  her  hosts  were  distinctly  aware  that  thej 

did  not  get  on  together,  and  that  it  was  better  for  them  not  t( 

meet.  Only  Anna  Avas  sad.  She  knew  that  now,  from  Dolly 'j 
departure,  no  one  again  would  stir  up  within  her  soul  th< 

feelings  that  had  been  roused  by  their  conversation.  It  hur. 

her  to  stir  up  these  feelings,  but  yet  she  knew  that  that  was  the 

best  part  of  her  soul,  and  that  that  part  of  her  soul  woulc 

quickly  be  smothered  in  the  life  she  was  leading. 

As  she  drove  out  into  the  open  country,  Darya  Alexan 

drovna  had  a  delightful  sense  of  relief,  and  she  felt  tempted  t< 

ask  the  two  men  how  they  had  liked  being  at  Vronsky's,  wher 

suddenly  the  coachman,  Philip,  expressed  himself  unasked : 

"Rolling  in  wealth  they  may  be,  but  three  pots  of  oats  was 

all  they  gave  us.  Everything  cleared  up  till  there  wasn't  i 

grain  left  by  cockcrow.  What  are  three  pots?  A  men 

mouthful!  .And  oats  now  down  to  forty-five  kopecks.  A 

our  place,  no  fear,  all  comers  may  have  as  much  as  they  <M 

eat." "The  master's  a  screw,"  put  in  the  counting-house  clerk. 

1 '  Well,  did  you  like  their  horses  f ' '  asked  Dolly. 
"The  horses! — there's  no  two  opinions  about  them.  Anc 

the  food  was  good.  But  it  seemed  to  me  sort  of  dreary  there 

Darya  Alexandrovna.  I  don't  know  what  you  thought,"  hi 
said,  turning  his  handsome,  good-natured  face  to  her. 
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"I  thought  so  too.    Well,  shall  we  get  home  by  evening?" 
"Eh,  we  must!" 
On  reaching  home  and  finding  every  one  entirely  satisfac- 

tory and  particularly  charming,  Darya  Alexandrovna  began 
with  great  liveliness  telling  them  how  she  had  arrived,  how 
warmly  they  had  received  her,  of  the  luxury  and  good  taste  in 
which  the  Vronskys  lived,  and  of  their  recreations,  and  she 
would  not  allow  a  word  to  be  said  against  them. 

- '  One  has  to  know  Anna  and  Vronsky — I  have  got  to  know 
him  better  now — to  see  how  nice  they  are,  and  how  touching, '  • 
she  said,  speaking  now  with  perfect  sincerity,  and  forgetting 
the  vague  feeling  of  dissatisfaction  and  awkwardness  she  had 
experienced  there. 

CHAPTER  XXV 

Vronsky  and  Anna  spent  the  whole  summer  and  part  of  the 
winter  in  the  country,  living  in  just  the  same  conditions,  and 
still  taking  no  steps  to  obtain  a  divorce.  It  was  an  under- 

stood thing  between  them  that  they  should  not  go  away  any- 
where ;  but  both  felt,  the  longer  they  lived  alone,  especially  in 

the  autumn,  without  guests  in  the  house,  that  they  could  not 
stand  this  existence,  and  that  they  would  have  to  alter  it. 

Their  life  was  apparently  such  that  nothing  better  could  be 
desired.  They  had  the  fullest  abundance  of  everything ;  they 
had  a  child,  and  both  had  occupation.  Anna  devoted  just  as 
much  care  to  her  appearance  when  they  had  no  visitors,  and 
she  did  a  great  deal  of  reading,  both  of  novels  and  of  what 
serious  literature  was  in  fashion.  She  ordered  all  the  books 
that  were  praised  in  the  foreign  papers  and  reviews  she  re- 

ceived, and  read  them  with  that  concentrated  attention  which 
is  only  given  to  what  is  read  in  seclusion.  Moreover,  every 
subject  that  was  of  interest  to  Vronsky,  she  studied  in  books 
and  special  journals,  so  that  he  often  went  straight  to  her 
with  questions  relating  to  agriculture  or  architecture,  some- 



B12  ANNA  KARENINA 

times  even  with  questions  relating  to  horse-breeding  or  sport. 
He  was  amazed  at  her  knowledge,  her  memory,  and  at  first  was 
disposed  to  doubt  it,  to  ask  for  confirmation  of  her  facts ;  and 
she  would  find  what  he  asked  for  in  some  book,  and  show  it 
him. 

The  building  of  the  hospital,  too,  interested  her.  She  did 
not  merely  assist,  but  planned  and  suggested  a  great  deal  her 

self.  But  her  chief  thought  was  still  of  herself — how  far  she 
was  dear  to  Vronsky,  how  far  she  could  make  up  to  him  for  all 
he  had  given  up.  Vronsky  appreciated  this  desire  not  only  to 
please,  but  to  serve  him,  which  had  become  the  sole  aim  of  her 
existence,  but  at  the  same  time  he  wearied  of  the  loving  snares 
in  which  she  tried  to  hold  him  fast.  As  time  went  on,  and  he 
saw  himself  more  and  more  often  held  fast  in  these  snares,  he 

had  an  ever-growing  desire,  not  so  much  to  escape  from  them, 
as  to  try  whether  they  hindered  his  freedom.  Had  it  not  been 
for  this  growing  desire  to  be  free,  not  to  have  scenes  every 
time  he  wanted  to  go  to  the  town  to  a  meeting  or  a  race 
Vronsky  would  have  been  perfectly  satisfied  with  his  life 
The  role  he  had  taken  up,  the  role  of  a  wealthy  landowner 
one  of  that  class  which  ought  to  be  the  very  heart  of  the 
Russian  aristocracy,  was  entirely  to  his  taste;  and  now,  after 
spending  six  months  in  that  character,  he  derived  even  greater 
satisfaction  from  it.  And  his  management  of  his  estate,  which 

occupied  and  absorbed  him  more  and  more,  was  most  success- 
ful. In  spite  of  the  immense  sums  cost  him  by  the  hospital, 

by  machinery,  by  cows  ordered  from  Switzerland,  and  many 
other  things,  he  was  convinced  that  he  was  not  wasting,  but 
increasing  his  substance.  In  all  matters  affecting  income,  the 
sales  of  timber,  wheat,  and  wool,  the  letting  of  lands,  Vronsky 
was  hard  as  a  rock,  and  knew  well  how  to  keep  up  prices.  In 
all  operations  on  a  large  scale  on  this  and  on  his  other  estates 
he  kept  to  the  simplest  methods  involving  no  risk,  and  in 
trifling  details  he  was  careful  and  exacting  to  an  extreme 
degree.  In  spite  of  all  the  cunning  and  ingenuity  of  the 
German  steward,  who  would  try  to  tempt  him  into  purchases 
by  making  his  original  estimate  always  far  larger  than  really 
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required,  and  then  representing  to  Vronsky  that  he  might  get 
the  thing  cheaper,  and  so  make  a  profit,  Vronsky  did  not 
give  in.  He  listened  to  his  steward,  cross-examined  him,  and 
only  agreed  to  his  suggestions  when  the  implement  to  be  or- 

dered or  constructed  was  the  very  newest,  not  yet  known  in 
Russia,  and  likely  to  excite  wonder.  Apart  from  such  excep- 

tions, he  resolved  upon  an  increased  outlay  only  where  there 
was  a  surplus,  and  in  making  such  an  outlay  he  went  into  the 
minutest  details,  and  insisted  on  getting  the  very  best  for  his 
money;  so  that  by  the  method  on  which  he  managed  his 
affairs,  it  was  clear  that  he  was  not  wasting,  but  increasing  his 
substance. 

In  October  there  were  the  provincial  elections  in  the 
Kashinsky  province,  where  were  the  estates  of  Vronsky, 
Sviazhsky,  Koznishev,  Oblonsky,  and  a  small  part  of  Levin's land. 

These  elections  were  attracting  public  attention  from  several 
circumstances  connected  with  them,  and  also  from  the  people 
taking  part  in  them.  There  had  been  a  great  deal  of  talk 
about  them,  and  great  preparations  were  being  made  for  them. 
Persons  who  never  attended  the  elections  were  coming  from 
Moscow,  from  Petersburg,  and  from  abroad  to  attend  these. 
Vronsky  had  long  before  promised  Sviazhsky  to  go  to  them. 
Before  the  elections  Sviazhsky,  who  often  visited  Vozdvizhen- 
skoe,  drove  over  to  fetch  Vronsky.  On  the  day  before  there 
had  been  almost  a  quarrel  between  Vronsky  and  Anna  over 
this  proposed  expedition.  It  was  the  very  dullest  autumn 
weather,  which  is  so  dreary  in  the  country,  and  so,  preparing 
himself  for  a  struggle,  Vronsky,  with  a  hard  and  cold  expres- 

sion, informed  Anna  of  his  departure  as  he  had  never  spoken 
to  her  before.  But,  to  his  surprise,  Anna  accepted  the  infor- 

mation with  great  composure,  and  merely  asked  when  he  would 
be  back.  He  looked  intently  at  her,  at  a  loss  to  explain  this 
composure.  She  smiled  at  his  look.  He  knew  that  way  she  had 
of  withdrawing  into  herself,  and  knew  that  it  only  happened 
when  she  had  determined  upon  something  without  letting  him 
know  her  plans.    He  was  afraid  of  this ;  but  he  was  so  anxious 
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to  avoid  a  scene  that  he  kept  up  appearances,  and  half  sin- 

cerely believed  in  what  he  longed  to  believe  in — her  reason 
ableness. 

' '  I  hope  you  won 't  be  dull  ? ' ' 
"I  hope  not,"  said  Anna.  "I  got  a  box  of  books  yesterday 

from  Gautier's.    No,  I  shan't  be  dull." 
"She's  trying  to  take  that  tone,  and  so  much  the  better, 

he  thought,  ' '  or  else  it  would  be  the  same  thing  over  and  over 

again." And  he  set  off  for  the  elections  without  appealing  to  her 

for  a  candid  explanation.  It  was  the  first  time  since  the 

beginning  of  their  intimacy  that  he  had  parted  from  her 

without  a  full  explanation.  From  one  point  of  view  this 

troubled  him,  but  on  the  other  side  he  felt  that  it  was  better 

so.  "At  first  there  will  be,  as  this  time,  something  undefined 
kept  back,  and  then  she  will  get  used  to  it.  In  any  case  I 

can  give  up  anything  for  her,  but  not  my  masculine  independ 

ence, ' '  he  thought. 

CHAPTER  XXVI 

In  September  Levin  moved  to  Moscow  for  Kitty's  confine- 
ment. He  had  spent  a  whole  month  in  Moscow  with  nothing 

to  do,  when  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who  had  property  in  the  Kash- 

insky  province,  and  took  great  interest  in  the  question  of  th€ 

approaching  elections,  made  ready  to  set  off  to  the  elections. 

He  invited  his  brother,  who  had  a  vote  in  the  Seleznevsky 

district,  to  come  with  him.  Levin  had,  moreover,  to  transact 

in  Kashin  some  extremely  important  business  relating  to  the 

wardship  of  land  and  to  the  receiving  of  certain  redemption- 
money  for  his  sister,  who  was  abroad. 

Levin  still  hesitated,  but  Kitty,  who  saw  that  he  was  bored 

in  Moscow,  and  urged  him  to  go,  on  her  own  authority  ordered 

him  the  proper  nobleman's  uniform,  costing  seven  pounds. 
And  that  seven  pounds  paid  for  the  uniform  was  the  chiei 

cause  that  finally  decided  Levin  to  go.   He  went  to  Kashin.  . 
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Leviu  had  been  six  days  in  Kashin,  visiting  the  assembly 
each  day,  and  busily  engaged  about  his  sister's  business,  which 
still  dragged  on.     The  district  marshals  of  nobility  were  all 
occupied  with  the  elections,  and  it  was  impossible  to  get  the 
simplest  thing  done  that  depended  upon  the  court  of  wardship. 
The  other  matter,  the  payment  of  the  sums  due,  was  met  too 
by  difficulties.    After  long  negotiations  over  the  legal  details, 
the  money  was  at  last  ready  to  be  paid;  but  the  notary,  a 
most  obliging  person,  could  not  hand  over  the  order,  because  it 
nust  have  the  signature  of  the  president,  and  the  president, 
though  he  had  not  given  over  his  duties  to  a  deputy,  was  at 
:he  elections.     All  these  Avorrying  negotiations,  this  endless 
?oing  from  place  to  place,  and  talking  with  pleasant  and  ex- 

cellent people,  who  quite  saw  the  unpleasantness  of  the  peti- 
ioner's  position,  but  were  powerless  to  assist  him— all  these 
efforts  that  yielded  no  result,  led  to  a  feeling  of  misery  in 
jevin  akin  to  the  mortifying  helplessness  one  experiences  in 
Ireams  when  one  tries  to  use  physical  force.     He  felt  this 
?requently  as  he  talked  to  his  most  good-natured  solicitor. This  solicitor  did,  it  seemed,  everything  possible,  and  strained 
ivery  nerve  to  get  him  out  of  his  difficulties.    "I  tell  you  what 
'ou  might  try,"  he  said  more  than  once;  -go  to  so-and-so  and 
o-and-so,"  and  the  solicitor  drew  up  a  regular  plan  for  getting ound  the  fatal  point  that  hindered  everything.    But  he  would 
dd  immediately,  -It'll  mean  some  delay,  anywav,  but  you 
light  try  it. "    And  Levin  did  try,  and  did  go.    Every  one  was md  and  civil,  but  the  point  evaded  seemed  to  crop  up  again 
i  the  end,  and  again  to  bar  the  way.    What  was  particularly 
rymg,  was  that  Levin  could  not  make  out  with  whom  he  was 
truggling,  to  whose  interest  it  was  that  his  business  should 
ot  be  done.    That  no  one  seemed  to  know;  the  solicitor  cer- 
unly  did  not  know.     If  Levin  could  have  understood  why 
ist  as  he  saw  why  one  can  only  approach  the  booking-office  of 
railway  station  in  single  file,  it  would  not  have  been  so  vexa- 
ous  and  tiresome  to  him.    But  with  the  hindrances  that  con- 
wonted  him  in  his  business,  no  one  could  explain  why  th^v usted.  . 
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"^BuTLevin  had"changed  a  good"deal  since  his  marriage;  h
 

was  patient,  and  if  he  could  not  see  wh
y  it  was  all  arrange, 

like  this,  he  told  himself  that  he  conld  not 
 judge  without  know 

ing  all  about  it,  and  that  most  likely  it  must
  be  so,  and  he  trie. 

In  attending  the  elections,  too,  and  taking 
 part  in  them,  h 

tried  now  not  to  judge,  not  to  fall  foul 
 of  them  but  to  corr 

prehend  as  fully  as  he  could  the  questi
on  which  was  so  ea 

nestly  and  ardently  absorbing  honest  a
nd  excellent  men  who 

he  respected.  Since  his  marriage  there
  had  been  revealed  1 

Levin  so  many  new  and  serious  aspects  
of  life  that  had  pr 

viously,  through  his  frivolous  attitude  t
o  them,  seemed  of  d 

importance,  that  in  the  question,  of  th
e  elections  too  he  a 

sumed  and  tried  to  find  some  serious  si
gnificance. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  explained  to  him  the  m
eaning  and  obje 

of  the  proposed  revolution  at  the  elect
ions.    The  marshal 

the  province  in  whose  hands  the  law  had 
 placed  the  control 

so  many  important  public  function
s-the  guard.anship  J 

wards  (the  very  department  which  was 
 giving  Levin  so  mu 

trouble  just  now),  the  disposal  of  large 
 sums  subscribed  by  t 

nobility  of  the  province,  the  high  scho
ols,  female,  male,  at 

military,   and  popular  instruction  on  the 
 «—    » 

finally,  the  district  council-the  ma
rshal  of  the  provin 

Snetkov,  was  a  nobleman  of  the  old  sch
ool.-diss.pating  an  I 

Lise  fortune,  a  good-hearted  man,  h
onest  after  his  own  fa, 

ion,  but  utterly  without  any  compreh
ension  of  the  needs 

modern  days.    He  always  took,  in  eve
ry  quest. on  the  side 

the  nobility,  he  was  positively  antago
nistic  to  the  spread 

popular  education,  and  he  succeeded  ,n  givi
ng  a  P^ypa. 

character  to  the  district  council  which  ou
ght  by _right tc .be 

such  an  immense  importance.    What  was
  needed  was  to  put 

his  place  a  fresh,  capable,  perfectly  modern  ̂ - <*  ̂  

porary  ideas,  and  to  frame  their  policy
  so  as  from  the  rig 

conferred  upon  the  n.obles,  not  as  the  no
bility,  but  as  an 

ment  of  the  district  council,  to  extract  al
l  the  powers  of  4 

government  that  could  possibly  be  derive
d  from  them.    In 

wealthy  Kashinsky  province,  which  
always  took  the  lead 
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Jtrther  provinces  in  everything,  there  was  now  such  a  prepon- 
derance of  forces  that  this  policy  once  carried  through  prop- 

erly there,  might  serve  as  a  model  for  other  provinces  for  all 
^Russia.  And  hence  the  whole  question  was  of  the  greatest  im- 
portance.  It  was  proposed  to  elect  as  marshal  in  place  of 

HSnetkov  either  Sviazhsky,  or,  better  still,  Nevyedovsky,  a former  university  professor,  a  man  of  remarkable  intelligence 
» Mid  a  great  friend  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

The  meeting  was  opened  by  the  governor,  who  made  a  speech 
*o  the  nobles,  urging  them  to  elect  the  public  functionaries,  not 
■«from  regard  for  persons,  but  for  the  service  and  welfare  of kheir  fatherland,  and  hoping  that  the  honorable  nobility  of 
pie  Kashinsky  province  would,  as  at  all  former  elections,  hold their  duty  as  sacred,  and  vindicate  the  exalted  confidence  of ^.he  monarch. 

f   When  he  had  finished  his  speech,  the  governor  walked  out 
«)f  the  hall,  and  the  noblemen  noisily  and  eagerly— some  even Enthusiastically— followed  him  and  thronged  round  him  while 
^e  put  on  his  fur  coat  and  conversed  amicably  with  the  mar- 

shal of  the  province.     Levin,  anxious  to  see  into  everything i*nd  not  to  miss  anything,  stood  there  too  in  the  crowd    and 
fteard  the  governor  say:    " Please  tell  Marva  Ivanovna  my tofe  is  very  sorry  she  couldn't  come  to  the  Home."     And 
^hereupon  the  nobles  in  high  good  humor  sorted  out  their mr  coats  and  all  drove  off  to  the  cathedral. 
'  In  the  cathedral  Levin,  lifting  his  hand  like  the  rest  and epeatmg  the  words  of  the  archdeacon,  swore  with  the  most  ter- 
lble  oaths  to  do  all  the  governor  had  hoped  they  would  do 
church  services  always  affected  Levin,  and  as  he  uttered  the 
'ords  "I  kiss  the  cross,"  and  glanced  round  at  the  crowd  of I  (rang  and  old  men  repeating  the  same,  he  felt  touched. 
On  the  second  and  third  days  there  was  business  relating  to 

i  ie  finances  of  the  nobility  and  the  female  high  school,  of  no 
aportance  whatever,   as  Sergey  Ivanovitch  explained    and 
*evm,  busy  seeing  after  his  own  affairs,  did  not  attend  the 
teetmgs.     On  the  fourth  day  the  auditing  of  the  marshal's 
counts  took  place  at  the  high  table  of  the  marshal  of  the 
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province.    And  then  there  occurred  the  first  ski
rmish  bctweci 

the  new  party  and  the  old.     The  committee  who 
 had  bcei 

deputed  to  verify  the.  accounts  reported  to  the  mee
ting  tha 

all  was  in  order.    The  marshal  of  the  province  got  up,  t
hankee 

the  nobility  for  their  confidence,  and  shed  tears.    The
  noble 

«ave  him  a  loud  welcome,  and  shook  hands  with  him.    But  a
 

that  instant  a  nobleman  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch's  party  sa
id  tha 

he  had  heard  that  the  committee  had  not  verified  the
  accounts 

considering  such  a  verification  an  insult  to  the  marshal
  of  th 

province.    One  of  the  members  of  the  committee  
mcautiousl; 

admitted  this.     Then  a  small  gentleman,  very  youn
g-lookm 

but  very  malignant,  began  to  say  that  it  would  proba
bly  b 

agreeable  to  the  marshal  of  the  province  to  give  a
n  accoun 

of  his  expenditure  of  the  public  moneys,  and  that  t
he  mil 

placed  delicacy  of  the  members  of  the  committee  wa
s  deprivin 

him  of  this  moral  satisfaction.    Then  the  members  of  t
he  con 

mittee  tried  to  withdraw  their  admission,  and  Serg
ey  Ivanc 

vitch  began  to  prove  that  they  must  logically  adm
it  either  thi 

they  had  verified  the  accounts  or  that  they  had  not,  a
nd  he  d< 

veloped  this  dilemma  in  detail.     Sergey  Ivanov
itch  was  ai 

swered  by  the  spokesman  of  the  opposite  party.   
  Then  SviazJ 

sky  spoke,  and  then  the  malignant  gentleman  
again.   The  di 

cussion  lasted  a  long  time  and  ended  in  nothing.    Levin 
 J 

surprised  that  they  should  dispute  upon  this 
 subject  so  loni 

especially  as,  when  he  asked  Sergey  Ivan
ovitch  whether  I 

supposed  that  money  had  been  misappropri
ated,  Sergey  lvai 

ovitch  answered:  I 

-Oh    no!     He's  an  honest  man.     But  those 
 old-fashiom 

methods  of  paternal  family  arrangements  
in  the  managemei 

of  provincial  affairs  must  be  broken  down."  ^
  ' 

On  the  fifth  day  came  the  elections  of  the  
district  marshaJ 

It  was  rather  a  stormy  day  in  several  districts.
    In  the  feele 

"  nevsky  district  Sviazhsky  was  elected  unanimous
ly  without 

ballot,  and  he  gave  a  dinner  that  evening. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

The  sixth  day  was  fixed  for  the  election  of  the  marshal  of 
i  ihe  province.  The  rooms,  large  and  small,  were  full  of  noble- 

men in  all  sorts  of  uniforms.  Many  had  come  only  for  that 
t  lay.  Men  who  had  not  seen  each  other  for  years,  some  from 
I  ihe  Crimea,  some  from  Petersburg,  some  from  abroad,  met 
3  n  the  rooms  of  the  Hall  of  Nobility.  There  was  much  dis- 

cussion around  the  governor's  table  under  the  portrait  of  the :  Tsar. 

The   nobles,   both   in   the   larger   and   the   smaller   rooms, 
i  grouped  themselves  in  camps,  and  from  their  hostile  and  sus- 
l  )icious  glances,  from  the  silence  that  fell  upon  them  when 
Outsiders  approached  a  group,  and  from  the  way  that  some, 

vhispering  together,  retreated  to' the  further  corridor,  it  was Evident  that  each  side  had  secrets  from  the  other.     In  ap- 
>earance  the  noblemen  were  sharply  divided  into  two  classes: 
he  old  and  the  new.    The  old  were  for  the  most  part  either 
n  old  uniforms  of  the  nobility,   buttoned  up  closely,   with 
Ipurs  and  hats,  or  in  their  own  special  naval,  cavalry,  infantry, 
\t  official  uniforms.    The  uniforms  of  the  older  men  were  em- 

broidered in  the  old-fashioned  way  with  epaulets  on  their 
boulders;   they  were  unmistakably   tight   and   short  in   the 
raists,  as  though  their  wearers  had  grown  out  of  them.     The 
ounger  men  wore  the  uniform  of  the  nobility  with  long  waists 
nd  broad  shoulders,  unbuttoned  over  white  waistcoats,   or 
miforms  with  black  collars  and  with  the  embroidered  badges 
£  justices  of  the  peace.     To  the  younger  men  belonged  the 
ourt  uniforms  that  here  and  there  brightened  up  the  crowd. 
But  the  division  into  young  and  old  did  not  correspond 

rith  the  division  of  parties.     Some  of  the  young  men,   as 
evin  observed,  belonged  to  the  old  party;  and  some  of  the 
ery  oldest  noblemen,  on  the  contrary,  were  whispering  with 
viazhsky,  and  were  evidently  ardent  partisans  of  the  new arty. 

Levin  stood  in  the  smaller  room,  where  they  were  smoking 
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and  taking  light  refreshments,  close  to  his  own  friends,  an 
listening  to  what  they  were  saying,  he  conscientiously  exertc 
all  his  intelligence  trying  to  understand  what  was  sai- 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  the  centre  round  which  the  othe 
grouped  themselves.  He  was  listening  at  that  moment 

Sviazhsky  and  Hliustov,  the  marshal  of  another  district,  w' 
belonged  to  their  party.  Hliustov  would  not  agree  to  go  wil 
his  district  to  ask  Snetkov  to  stand,  while  Sviazhsky  was  pe 
suading  him  to  do  so,  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  approvir 
of  the  plan.  Levin  could  not  make  out  why  the  oppositic 
was  to  ask  the  marshal  to  stand  whom  they  wanted 
supersede. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who  had  just  been  drinking  and  ta 
ing  some  lunch,  came  up  to  them  in  his  uniform  of  a  gent 
man  of  the  bedchamber,  wiping  his  lips  with  a  perfurru 
handkerchief  of  bordered  batiste. 

"We  are  placing  our   forces,"   he  said,   pulling   out 
whiskers,  "Sergey  Ivanovitch !" 

And  listening  to  the  conversation,  he  supported  Sviazhsky 
contention. 

"One  district's  enough,  and  Sviazhsky 's  obviously  of  t 
opposition, ' '  he  said,  words  evidently  intelligible  to  all  exce 
Levin. 

"Why,  Kostya,  you  here  too!  I  suppose  you're  converte 
eh  ? ' '  he  added,  turning  to  Levin  and  drawing  his  arm  throuj 
his.  Levin  would  have  been  glad  indeed  to  be  converted,  b 
could  not  make  out  what  the  point  was,  and  retreating  a  fe 

steps  from  the  speakers,  he  explained  to  Stepan  Arkadyevit< 
his  inability  to  understand  why  the  marshal  of  the  provin 
should  be  asked  to  stand. 

"0  sancta  simplicitas!"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  ai 
briefly  and  clearly  he  explained  it  to  Levin.  If,  as  at  previo 
elections,  all  the  districts  asked  the  marshal  of  the  province 
stand,  then  he  would  be  elected  without  a  ballot.  That  mu 
not  be.  Now  eight  districts  had  agreed  to  call  upon  hir 
if  two  refused  to  do  so,  Snetkov  might  decline  to  stand  at  al 
and  then  the  old  party  might  choose  another  of  their  part 
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mtfhich  would  throw  them  completely  out  in  their  reckoning. 

e,3ut  if  only  one  district,  Sviazhsky's,  did  not  call  upon  him 
io  stand,  Snetkov  would  let  himself  be  balloted  for.     They 
eivere  even,  some  of  them,  going  to  vote  for  him,  and  purposely 

tjo  let  him  get  a  good  many  votes,  so  that  the  enemy  might  be 
h)hrown  off  the  scent,  and  when  a  candidate  of  the  other  side 
vas  put  up,  they  too  might  give  him  some  votes.    Levin  under- 
itood  to  some  extent,  but  not  fully,  and  would  have  put  a  few 

injaore  questions,  when  suddenly  every  one  began  talking  and 
iiaking  a  noise  and  they  moved  towards  the  big  room. 

' l  What  is  it ?  eh ?  whom V '    "No  guarantee !  whose !  what ? ' ' 
They  won't  pass  him?"    " No  guarantee  V '    " They  won 't  let 

ta^lerov  in  ? ' '  "  Eh,  because  of  the  charge  against  him  ?  "  ' '  Why, 
tl  ft  this  rate,  they  won 't  admit  any  one.  It 's  a  swindle ! "  * '  The 

jaw!"    Levin  heard  exclamations  on  all  sides,  and  he  moved 
ato  the  big  room  together  with  the  others,  all  hurrying  some- 

where and  afraid  of  missing  something.     Squeezed  by  the 
rowding  noblemen,  he  drew  near  the  high  table  where  the 

kj|iarshal  of  the  province,  Sviazhsky,  and  the  other  leaders  were 
otly  disputing  about  something. 

n 

CHAPTER  XXVIII 

VI' 

Levin  was  standing  rather  far  off.  A  nobleman  breathing, 
leavily  and  hoarsely  at  his  side,  and  another  whose  thick  boots 
ere  creaking,  prevented  him  from  hearing  distinctly.  He 
f)uld  only  hear  the  soft  voice  of  the  marshal  faintly,  then  the 
irill  voice  of  the  malignant  gentleman,  and  then  the  voice  of 
viazhsky.  They  were  disputing,  as  far  as  he  could  make  out, 
}  to  the  interpretation  to  be  put  on  the  act  and  the  exact 

eaning  of  the  words:  "liable  to  be  called  up  for  trial.,, 
The  crowd  parted  to  make  way  for  Sergey  Ivanovitch  ap- 
oaching  the  table.  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  waiting  till  the  malig- 
mt  gentleman  had  finished  speaking,  said  that  he  thought 
te  best  solution  would  be  to  refer  to  the  act  itself,  and  asked 

c 
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the  secretary  to  find  the  act.    The  act  said  that  in  case
  of  differ 

ence  of  opinion,  there  must  be  a  ballot. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  read  the  act  and  began  to  explai
n  it 

meaning,  but  at  that  point  a  tall,  stout,  roun
d-shouldere. 

landowner,  with  dyed  whiskers,  in  a  tight  uniform  
that  cu 

the  back  of  his  neck,  interrupted  him.  He  went  up  to 
 th 

table,  and  striking  it  with  his  finger-ring,  he  shouted 
 loudly 

" A  ballot!  Put  it  to  the  vote!  No  need  for  more  ta
lking!' 

Then  several  voices  began  to  talk  all  at  once,  and  the
  tal 

nobleman  with  the  ring,  getting  more  and  more  exa
speratec 

shouted  more  and  more  loudly.    But  it  was  impossible  to 
 mal^ 

out  what  he  said. 

He  was  shouting  for  the  very  course  Sergey  Ivanovitch
  ha 

proposed;  but  it  was  evident  that  he  hated  him  an
d  all  h: 

party,  and  this  feeling  of  hatred  spread  through 
 the  who! 

party  and  roused  in  opposition  to  it  the  same  
vmdictivenes 

though  in  a  more  seemly  form,  on  the  other  side.  S
houts  wei 

raised,  and  for  a  moment  all  was  confusion,  so  tha
t  the  ma 

shal  of  the  province  had  to  call  for  order. 

"  A  ballot'    A  ballot!    Every  nobleman  sees  it!    Leslie 

our  blood  for  our  country!    .    .    .    The  confide
nce  of  the  moi 

arch  No  checking  the  accounts  of  the  marshal;  he 

not  a  cashier.     .    .    .    But  that 's  not  the  point 
    ...    Vote 

please!    Beastly!     .    .    ."  shouted  furious  
and  violent  void 

on  all  sides.     Looks  and  faces  were  even  mo
re  violent  an 

.furious  than  their  words.    They  expressed  the  m
ost  implacab 

hatred     Levin  did  not  in  the  least  understand 
 what  was  tl 

matter,  and  he  marveled  at  the  passion  with  whi
ch  it  was  di 

puted  whether  or  not  the  decision  about  Flerov  shou
ld  be  pj 

to  the  vote.    He  forgot,  as  Sergey  Ivanovitch  exp
lained  to  hi 

afterwards,  this  syllogism :  that  it  was  necessary  for  the  publ 

good  to  get  rid  of  the  marshal  of  the  province;  tha
t  to  get  i 

of  the  marshal  it  was  necessary  to  have  a  majorit
y  of  vote 

that  to  get  a  majority  of  votes  it  was  necess
ary  to  secu 

Flerov 's  right  to  vote;   that   to   secure   the   recognit
ion  ̂ 

Flerov 's  right  to  vote  they  must  decide  on  the  interpre
tati 

to  be  put  on  the  act. 
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i-  "  And  one  vote  may  decide  the  whole  question,  and  one  must 
e  serious  and  consecutive,  if  one  wants  to  be  of  use  in  public 

ti  if e, ' '  concluded  Sergey  Ivanovitch.  But  Levin  forgot  all  that, 
*lnd  it  was  painful  to  him  to  see  all  these  excellent  persons, 
%r  whom  he  had  a  respect,  in  such  an  unpleasant  and 

Vicious  state  of  excitement.  To  escape  from  this  painful  feel- 
y  ig  he  went  away  into  the  other  room  where  there  was  nobody 
■  xcept  the  waiters  at  the  refreshment-bar.  Seeing  the  waiters 
il  usy  over  washing  up  the  crockery  and  setting  in  order  their 
Elates  and  wine-glasses,  seeing  their  calm  and  cheerful  faces, 
t  <evin  felt  an  unexpected  sense  of  relief  as  though  he  had  come 
at  of  a  stuffy  room  into  the  fresh  air.  He  began  walking 

*  p  and  down,  looking  with  pleasure  at  the  waiters.  He  par- 
ncularly  liked  the  way  one  gray- whiskered  waiter,  who  showed 
us  scorn  for  the  other  younger  ones  and  was  jeered  at  by 
siiem,  was  teaching  them  how  to  fold  up  napkins  properly, 
^'evin  was  just  about  to  enter  into  conversation  with  the  old 
i  aiter,  when  the  secretary  of  the  court  of  wardship,  a  little 
Id  man  whose  specialty  it  was  to  know  all  the  noblemen  of  the 

it  rovince  by  name  and  patronymic,  drew  him  away. 
"Please  come,  Konstantin  Dmitri evitch,"  he  said,  "your 

I  rother's  looking  for  you.  They  are  voting  on  the  legal  point." 
1  Levin  walked  into  the  room,  received  a  white  ball,  and  fol- 

I  wed   his  brother,    Sergey   Ivanovitch,    to   the   table  where 
viazhsky  was  standing  with  a  significant  and  ironical  face, 
biding  his  beard  in  his  fist  and  sniffing  at  it.    Sergey  Ivano- 
tch  put  his  hand  into  the  box,  put  the  ball  somewhere,  and 
aking  room  for  Levin,  stopped.    Levin  advanced,  but  utterly 
•rgetting  what  he  was  to  do,   and  much  embarrassed,   he 
irned  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch  with  the  question,  "Where  am  I 
put  it  ? ' J    He  asked  this  softly,  at  a  moment  when  there  was 
Iking  going  on  near,  so  that  he  had  hoped  his  question  would 
)t  be  overheard.    But  the  persons  speaking  paused,  and  his 
lproper     question     was     overheard.      Sergey     Ivanovitch 
owned. 

That  is  a  matter  for  each  man's  own  decision,' '  he  said 
merely. 
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Several  people  smiled.  Levin  crimsoned,  hurriedly  thrus 

his  hand  under  the  cloth,  and  put  the  ball  to  the  right  as  it  wa 

in  his  right  hand.  Having  put  it  in,  he  recollected  that  h« 

ought  to  have  thrust  his  left  hand  in  too,  and  so  he  thrust  i 

in  though  too  late,  and,  still  more  overcome  with  confusion,  h 

beat  a  hasty  retreat  into  the  background.  | 

"A  hundred  and  twenty-six  for  admission!  Ninety-eigi 

against!"  sang  out  the  voice  of  the  secretary,  who  could  nc 

pronounce  the  letter  r.  Then  there  was  a  laugh ;  a  button  an 

two  nuts  were  found  in  the  box.  The  nobleman  was  allowe 

the  right  to  vote,  and  the  new  party  had  conquered. 

But  the  old  party  did  not  consider  themselves  conquerec 

Levin  heard  that  they  were  asking  Snetkov  to  stand,  and  I  n> 

saw  that  a  crowd  of  noblemen  was  surrounding  the  marsha 

who  was  saying  something.     Levin  went  nearer.     In  rep] 

Snetkov  spoke  of  the  trust  the  noblemen  of  the  province  ha  ' 

placed  in  him,  the  affection  they  had  shown  him,  which  he  di  ' 
not  deserve,  as  his  only  merit  had  been  his  attachment  to  tl  B 

nobility,  to  whom  he  had  devoted  twelve  years  of  servic  n 

Several  times  he  repeated  the  words:  "I  have  served  to  tl  L 

best  of  my  powers  with  truth  and  good  faith,  I  value  yoi  ] 

goodness  and  thank  you,"  and  suddenly  he  stopped  short  fro  % 

the  tears  that  choked  him,  and  went  out  of  the  room.    Wheth" 
these  tears  came  from  a  sense  of  the  injustice  being  done  hii 

from  his  love  for  the  nobility,  or  from  the  strain  of  the  positic 

he  was  placed  in,  feeling  himself  surrounded  by  enemies,  1 

emotion  infected  the  assembly,  the  majority  were  touched, 

Levin  felt  a  tenderness  for  Snetkov. 

In  the  doorway  the  marshal  of  the  province  jostled  agair 
Levin. 

"Beg  pardon,  excuse  me,  please,"  he  said  as  to  a  strang< 

but  recognizing  Levin,  he  smiled  timidly.  It  seemed  to  Lev 

that  he  would  have  liked  to  say  something,  but  could  not  spe 

for  emotion.  His  face  and  his  whole  figure  in  his  unifoi 

with  the  crosses,  and  white  trousers  striped  with  braid,  as 

moved  hurriedly  along,  reminded  Levin  of  some  hunted  bej 

who  sees  that  he  is  in  evil  case.    This  expression  in  the  mi 
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fehal's  face  was  particularly  touching  to  Levin,  because,  only the  day  before,  he  had  been  at  his  house  about  his  trustee 
business  and  had  seen  him  in  all  his  grandeur,  a  kind-hearted, 
fatherly  man.  The  big  house  with  the  old  family  furniture  \ 
lie  rather  dirty,  far  from  stylish,  but  respectful  footmen,' 
mmistakably  old  house  serfs  who  had  stuck  to  their  master,' he  stout,  good-natured  wife  in  a  cap  with  lace  and  a  Turkish 
hawl,  petting  her  pretty  grandchild,  her  daughter's  daughter; 
he  young  son,  a  sixth  form  high  school  boy,  coming  home 
rom  school,  and  greeting  his  father,  kissing  his  big  hand;  the 
genuine,  cordial  words  and  gestures  of  the  old  man— all' this tad  the  day  before  roused  an  instinctive  feeling  of  respect 
tad  sympathy  in  Levin.  This  old  man  was  a  touching  and 
■athetic  figure  to  Levin  now,  and  he  longed  to  say  something ileasant  to  him. 

' 'So  you're  sure  to  be  our  marshal  again/'  he  said. 
'It's  not  likely,"  said  the  marshal,  looking  round  with  a cared  expression.    "I'm  worn  out,  I  'm  old.    If  there  are  men ounger  and  more  deserving  than  I,  let  them  serve." 
And  the  marshal  disappeared  through  a  side-door. 
The  most  solemn  moment  was  at  hand.  They  were  to  pro- 

eed  immediately  to  the  election.  The  leaders  of  both  parties ere  reckoning  white  and  black  on  their  fingers. 
The  discussion  upon  Flerov  had  given  the  new  party  not 

nly  Flerov 's  vote,  but  had  also  gained  time  for  them,  so  that ley  could  send  to  fetch  three  noblemen  who  had  been  ren- 
ewed unable  to  take  part  in  the  elections  by  the  wiles  of  the :her  party.  Two  noble  gentlemen,  who  had  a  weakness  for 

rong  drink,  had  been  made  drunk  by  the  partisans  of  Snet- dv,  and  a  third  had  been  robbed  of  his  uniform. 
On  learning  this,  the  new  party  had  made  haste,  during  the 
■rate  about  Flerov,  to  send  some  of  their  men  in  a  sledge  to 

ie  the  stripped  gentleman,  and  to  bring  along  one  of  the toxicated  to  the  meeting. 

"I've  brought  one,  drenched  him  with  water,"  said  the ndowner,  who  had  gone  on  this  errand  to  Sviazhskv  "He's 'right?  he'll  do." 



826  ANNA  KARENINA 

'  'Not  too  drunk,  he  won't  fall  down?"  said  Sviazhsky, 
shaking  his  head. 

"No,  he's  first-rate.  If  only  they  don't  give  him  any  more 

here    .'   .    .    I've  told  the  waiter  not  to  give  him  anything  or 

any  account." 

Ire 

)i 

CHAPTER  XXIX 

Br 

ait 

The  narrow  room,  in  which  they  were  smoking  and  takinji 

refreshments,  was  full  of  noblemen.  The  excitement  gre\ 

more  intense,  and  every  face  betrayed  some  uneasiness.  Th 

excitement  was  specially  keen  for  the  leaders  of  each  party 

who  knew  every  detail,  and  had  reckoned  up  every  vote.  The; 

were  the  generals  organizing  the  approaching  battle.  The  resl 

like  the  rank  and  file  before  an  engagement,  though  they  wer 

getting  ready  for  the  fight,  sought  for  other  distractions  
in  th 

interval.  Some  were  lunching,  standing  at  the  bar,  or  sittin 

at  the  table ;  others  were  walking  up  and  down  the  long  ro
orr 

smoking  cigarettes,  and  talking  with  friends  whom  they  
ha 

not  seen  for  a  long  while.  1 

Levin  did  not  care  to  eat,  and  he  was  not  smoking;  he  d
i 

not  want  to  join  his  own  friends,  that  is  Sergey  
Ivanovitcl 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  Sviazhsky  and  the  rest,  be
cause  Vronsk 

in  his  equerry's  uniform  was  standing  with  them  in  eage
r  cor 

versation.  Levin  had  seen  him  already  at  the  meeting  
on  th 

previous  day,  and  he  had  studiously  avoided  him,
  not  cann 

to  greet  him.  He  went  to  the  window  and  sat  down
,  scannin 

the  groups,  and  listening  to  what  was  being  said 
 around  hir, 

He  felt  depressed,  especially  because  every  one  else  w
as,  i 

he  saw,  eager,  anxious,  and  interested,  and  he  alone
,  with  a 

old,  toothless  little  man  with  mumbling  lips  wearing  
a  nav; 

uniform,  sitting  beside  him,  had  no  interest  in  it  a
nd  nothir 

to  do.  .        , 

"He's  such  a  blackguard!    I  have  told  him  so,  but  it  mafc 

no  difference.     Only  think  of  it!     He  couldn't  collect 
 it 
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tiree  years*"  he  heard  vigorously  uttered  by  a  round-shoul- 
ered  short  country  gentleman,  who  had  pomaded  hair  hang- 
ag  on  his  embroidered  collar,  and  new  boots,  obviously  put  on 
or  the  occasion,  with  heels  that  tapped  energetically  as  he 
poke.  Casting  a  displeased  glance  at  Levin,  this  gentleman fiarply  turned  his  back. 

'Yes,  it's  a  dirty  business,  there's  no  denying,"  a  small entleman  assented  in  a  high  voice. 
Next  a  whole  crowd  of  country  gentlemen,  surrounding  a 

:out  general,  hurriedly  came  near  Levin.  These  persons  were 
nmistakably  seeking  a  place  where  they  could  talk  without eing  overheard. 

"How  dare  he  say  I  had  his  breeches  stolen !  Pawned  them )r  drink,  I  expect.  Damn  the  fellow,  prince  indeed!  He'd 
etter  not  say  it,  the  beast !" 
TBut  excuse  me!  They  take  their  stand  on  the  act,"  was 
ang  said  in  another  group;  "the  wife  must  be  registered  as pble." 

"Oh,  damn  your  acts!    I  speak  from  my  heart.    We're  all mtlemen,  aren't  we?    Above  suspicion." 
"Shall  we  go  on,. your  excellency,  fine  champagne?" Another  group  was  following  a  nobleman,  who  was  shouting 
.methmg  m  a  loud  voice;  it  was  one  of  the  three  intoxicated intlemen. 

"I  always  advised  Marya  Semyonovna  to  let  for  a  fair  rent I  she  can  never  save  a  profit,"  he  heard  a  pleasant  voice  sav 
fie  speaker  was  a  country  gentleman  with  gray  whiskers 
|nng  the  regimental  uniform  of  an  old  general  staff-officer' was  the  very  landowner  Levin  had  met  at  Sviazhsky's  He 
tew  him  at  once.  The  landowner  too  stared  at  Levin,  and ey  exchanged  greetings. 

■Very  glad  to  see  you !  To  be  sure !  I  remember  you  very 
311.  Last  year  at  our  district  marshal,  Nikolay  Ivanovitch  's. " Well,  and  how  is  your  land  doing?"  asked  Levin. 
Oh,  still  just  the  same,  always  at  a  loss,"  the  landowner 

swered  with  a  resigned  smile,  but  with  an  expression  of 
renity  and  conviction  that  so  it  must  be.    "And  how  do  you 
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come  to  be  in  our  province?"  he  asked.    "Come  to  take  pai 
in  our  coup  d'etat?"  he  said,  confidently  pronouncing  t 
French  words  with  a  bad  accent.     • '  All  Russia 's  here — gentl 
men  of  the  bedchamber,  and  everything  short  of  the  ministry. 

He  pointed  to  the  imposing  figure  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
white  trousers  and  his  court  uniform,   walking  by  with 

general. 

' '  I  ought  to  own  that  I  don 't  very  well  understand  the  dr; 
of  the  provincial  elections, ' '  said  Levin. 

The  landowner  looked  at  him. 

"Why,  what  is  there  to  understand?  There's  no  meanii 
in  it  at  all.  It's  a  decaying  institution  that  goes  on  runnii 
only  by  the  force  of  inertia.  Just  look,  the  very  uniforms  te 

you  that  it's  an  assembly  of  justices  of  the  peace,  permane] 

members  of  the  court,  and  so  on,  but  not  of  noblemen." 
"Then  why  do  you  come?"  asked  Levin. 
"From  habit,  nothing  else.  Then,  too,  one  must  keep  \ 

connections.  It's  a  moral  obligation  of  a  sort.  And  then, 

tell  the  truth,  there's  one's  own  interests.  -My  son-in-law  war 

to  stand  as  a  permanent  member ;  they  're  not  rich  people,  ai 
he  must  be  brought  forward.  These  gentlemen,  now,  wh 

do  they  come  for?"  he  said,  pointing  to  the  malignant  gent 
man,  who  was  talking  at  the  high  table. 

"That's  the  new  generation  of  nobility."  . 

"New  it  may  be,  but  nobility  it  isn't.    Tht.   .  3  proprietc 

of  a  sort,  but  we're  the  landowners.     As  noblemen,  they 

cutting  their  own  throats." 

' '  But  you  say  it 's  an  institution  that 's  served  its  time. ' ' 
"That  it  may  be,  but  still  it  ought  to  be  treated  a  lit 

more  respectfully.  Snetkov,  now  ...  We  may  be  of  use, 

we  may  not,  but  we're  the  growth  of  a  thousand  years, 

we  're  laying  out  a  garden,  planning  one  before  the  house,  y 

know,  and  there  you've  a  tree  that's  stood  for  centuries  in  f 
very  spot.  .  .  .  Old  and  gnarled  it  may  be,  and  yet  y 

don't  cut  down  the  old  fellow  to  make  room  for  flow 

beds,  but  lay  out  your  beds  so  as  to  take  advantage  of  the  tr 

You  won't  grow  him  again  in  a  year,"  he  said  cautiously,  a 
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i'e  immediately  changed  the  conversation.    "Well,  and  how  is 
irour  land  doing ?" 

!  "Oh,  not  very  well.    I  make  five  per  cent.,, 
"Yes,  but  you  don't  reckon  your  own  work.  Aren't  you 

ijrorth  something  too?  I'll  tell  you  my  own  case.  Before  I ook  to  seeing  after  the  land,  I  had  a  salary  of  three  hundred 
ounds  from  the  service.  Now  I  do  more  work  than  I  did  in 
lie  service,  and  like  you  I  get  five  per  cent,  on  the  land,  and 

lank  God  for  that.  But  one's  work  is  thrown  in  for  nothing. " 
' '  Then  why  do  you  do  k,  if  it 's  a  clear  loss  ? " 

"Oh,  well,  one  does  it!  What  would  you  have?  It's  habit, 
nd  one  knows  it's  how  it  should  be.  And  what's  more/'  the 
indowner  went  on,  leaning  his  elbows  on  the  window  and 

hatting  on,  "my  son,  I  must  tell  you,  has  no  taste  for  it. 
here's  no  doubt  he'll  be  a  scientific  man.  So  there'll  be  no 
ae  to  keep  it  up.  And  yet  one  does  it.  Here  this  year  I  've 
(anted  an  orchard." 

Yes,  yes,"  said  Levin,  "that's  perfectly  true.  I  always 
;el  there's  no  real  balance  of  gain  in  my  work  on  the  land, 
tid  yet  one  does  it.  .  .  .  It's  a  sort  of  duty  one  feels  to 
le  land. ' ' 

"But  I  tell  you  what,"  the  landowner  pursued;  "a  neigh- )r  of  mine,  a  merchant,  was  at  my  place.  We  walked  about 
le  fields  and  the  garden.  'No,'  said  he,  'Stepan  Vassilie- 
tch,  everything's  well  looked  after,  but  your  garden's  neg- 

ated.' But,  as  a  fact,  it's  well  kept  up.  'To  my  thinking 
d  cut  down  that  lime-tree.  Here  you've  thousands  of  limes, 
id  each  would  make  two  good  bundles  of  bark.  And  nowa- 

tys  that  bark's  worth  something.    I'd  cut  down  the  lot.'  " 
And  with  what  he  made  he'd  increase  his  stock,  or  buy 

me  land  for  a  trifle,  and  let  it  out  in  lots  to  the  peasants," 
:vin  added,  smiling.  He  had  evidently  more  than  once  come 
poss  those  commercial  calculations.  "And  he'd  make  his 
rtune.  But  you  and  I  must  thank  God  if  we  keep  what 
(Ve  got  and  leave  it  to  our  children." 
'You're  married,  I've  heard?"  said  the  landowner. 
'Yes,"  Levin  answered,  with  proud  satisfaction.     "Yes, 
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it 's  rather  strange, ' '  he  went  on.    "  So  we  live  without  makin 

anything,  as  though  we  were  ancient  vestals  set  to  keep  
in 

fire." The  landowner  chuckled  under  his  white  mustaches. 

"  There  are  some  among  us,  too,  like  our  friend  Nikola 

Ivanovitch,  or  Count  Vronsky,  that's  settled  here  lately,  wl 

try  to  carry  on  their  husbandry  as  though  it  were  a  factor] 

but  so  far  it  leads  to  nothing  but  making  away  with  capit 

onit.,,  , 
' '  But  why  is  it  we  don 't  do  like  the  merchants  i    Why  don 

we  cut  down  our  parks  for  timber?"  said  Levin,  returning 

a  thought  that  had  struck  him. 

"Why,  as  you  said,  to  keep  the  fire  in.  Besides,  that's  n
 

work  for  a  nobleman.  And  our  work  as  noblemen  isn't 
 doi 

here  at  the  elections,  but  yonder,  each  in  our  corner.  ̂   There 

a  class  instinct,  too,  of  what  one  ought  and  oughtn't  to 
 d 

There's  the  peasants,  too,  I  wonder  at  them  sometimes;  ai 

good  peasant  tries  to  take  all  the  land  he  can.  Howeve
r  bi 

the  land  is,  he'll  work  it.    Without  a  return  too.    At  a  simp 

loss."  '    a      t 
< '  Just  as  we  do, ' '  said  Levin.    * '  Very,  very  glad  to  have  m 

you  "  he  added,  seeing  Sviazhsky  approaching  him. 

"And  here  we've  met  for  the  first  time  since  we  met  at  yo 

place,"  said  the  landowner  to  Sviazhsky,  "and
  we've  had 

good  talk  too. " 

"Well,  have  you  been  attacking  the  new  orde
r  of  things 

said  Sviazhsky  with  a  smile. 

'  l  That  we  're  bound  to  do. ' ' 

"You've  relieved  your  feelings?" 

CHAPTER  XXX 

Sviazhsky  took  Levin's  arm,  and  went  with  him  to 
 his  o^ 

friends. 

This  time  there  was  no  avoiding  Vronsky.     He  was
  star 
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1  ng  with  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  and 1  ookmg  straight  at  Levin  as  he  drew  near. 

"Delighted!     I  believe  I've  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting ou     .     .     .     at  Princess  Shtcherbatsky  's, ' '  he  said,  giving u  uevin  his  hand. 

"Yes,  I  quite  remember  our  meeting,"  said  Levin,  and lushing  crimson,  he  turned  away  immediately,  and  began hiking  to  his  brother. 

With  a  slight  smile  Vronsky  went  on  talking  to  Sviazhsky bviously  without  the  slightest  inclination  to  enter  into  con- 
dition with  Levin.     But  Levin,  as  he  talked  to  his  brother 

'as  continually  looking  round  at  Vronsky,  trying  to  think  of tonething  to  say  to  him  to  gloss  over  his  rudeness. 

"What  are  we  waiting  for  now?"  asked  Levin,  looking  at viazhsky  and  Vronsky. 

"For  Snetkov.  He  has  to  refuse  or  to  consent  to  stand  " iswered  Sviazhsky. 

"Well,  and  what  has  he  done,  consented  or  not?" 
^That's  the  point,  that  he's  done  neither,"  said  Vronsky. And  if  he  refuses,  who  will  stand  then?"  asked  Levin, •oking  at  Vronsky. 

"Whoever  chooses  to,"  said  Sviazhsky.  ' "Shall  you?"  asked  Levin. 

"Certainly  not  I,"  said  Sviazhsky,  looking  confused,  and mmg  an  alarmed  glance  at  the  malignant  gentleman,  who is  standing  beside  Sergey  Ivanovitch 

"Who  then?     Nevyedovsky?"  said' Levin,  feeling  he  was 
■ting  his  foot  into  it. 

But  this  was  worse  still.     Nevyedovsky  and  Sviazhsky  were e  two  candidates. 

I  certainly  shall  not,  under  any  circumstances,"  answered malignant  gentleman. 

This  was  Nevyedovsky  himself.     Sviazhsky  introduced  him Levin. 

"Well,  you  find  it  exciting  too?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch okmg  at  Vronsky.    "It's  something  like  a  race.    One  might 
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"Yes,  it  is  keenly  exciting,"  said  Vronsky.     "And  one 

taking  the  thing  up,  one's  eager  to  see  it  through.     It's 
fight!"  he  said,  scowling  and  setting  his  powerful  jaws. 

"What   a   capable   fellow    Sviazhsky   is!     Sees   it   all 

clearly. ' ' 
"Oh,  yes!"  Vronsky  assented  indifferently. 
A  silence  followed,  during  which  Vronsky — since  he  had 

look  at  something — looked  at  Levin,  at  his  feet,  at  his  unifom 
then  at  his  face,  and  noticing  his  gloomy  eyes  fixed  upon  hir 
he  said,  in  order  to  say  something : 

"How  is  it  that  you,  living  constantly  in  the  country,  ai 
not  a  justice  of  the  peace?     You  are  not  in  the  uniform  < 

one. ' ' i  i 

It's  because  I  consider  that  the  justice  of  the  peace  is 

silly  institution, ' '  Levin  answered  gloomily.  He  had  been 
the  time  looking  for  an  opportunity  to  enter  into  conversatk 

with  Vronsky,  so  as  to  smooth  over  his  rudeness  at  their  fir 
meeting. 

"I  don't  think  so,  quite  the  contrary,"  Vronsky  said,  m| 
quiet  surprise. 

"It's  a  plaything,"  Levin  cut  him  short.  "We  don't  wa: 

justices  of  the  peace.  I've  never  had  a  single  thing  to  < 
with  them  during  eight  years.  And  what  I  have  had  w 

decided  wrongly  by  them.  The  justice  of  the  peace  is  ov 

thirty  miles  from  me.  For  some  matter  of  two  roubles 

should  have  to  send  a  lawyer,  who  costs  me  fifteen. 

And  he  related  how  a  peasant  had  stolen  some  flour  frc 

the  miller,  and  when  the  miller  told  him  of  it,  had  lodged 

complaint  for  slander.  All  this  was  utterly  uncalled  for  ai 

stupid,  and  Levin  felt  it  himself  as  he  said  it. 

"Oh,  this  is  such  an  original  fellow!"  said  Stepan  Arkad: 

vitch  with  his  most  soothing,  almond-oil  smile.  "But  coi 

along;  I  think  they're  voting     ..." 
And  they  separated. 

"I  can't  understand,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  who  had  ( 

served  his  brother's  clumsiness,  "I  can't  understand  how  a 

«me  can  be  so  absolutely  devoid  of  political  tact.     That's  wh< 
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yve  Russians  are  so. deficient.  The  marshal  of  the  province  is 
pur  opponent,  and  with  him  you're  ami  cochon,  and  you  beg 
lim  to  stand.  Count  Vronsky,  now  .  .  .  I'm  not  making 
i  friend  of  him;  he's  asked  me  to  dinner,  and  I'm  not  going; 
mt  he's  one  of  our  side— why  make  an  enemy  of  him?  Then 
rou  ask  Nevyedovsky  if  he's  going  to  stand.  That's  not  a 
thing  to  do. " 

"Oh,  I  don't  understand  it  at  all!  And  it's  all  such  non- ense, ' '  Levin  answered  gloomily. 
'You  say  it's  all  such  nonsense,  but  as  soon  as  you  have Jiything  to  do  with  it,  you  make  a  muddle." 
Levin  did  not  answer,  and  they  walked  together  into  the »ig  room. 

The  marshal  of  the  province,  though  he  was  vaguely  con- 
cious  in  the  air  of  some  trap  being  prepared  for  him  and 
hough  he  had  not  been  called  upon  by  all  to  stand,  had  still 
lade  up  his  mind  to  stand.  All  was  silence  in  the  room  The 
scretary  announced  in  a  loud  voice  that  the  captain  of  the 
,uards,  Mihail  Stepanovitch  Snetkov,  would  now  be  balloted 3r  as  marshal  of  the  province. 
I  The  district  marshals  walked  carrying  plates,  on  which  were alls,  from  their  tables  to  the  high  table,  and  the  election egan. 

"Put  it  in  the  right  side,"  whispered  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 5 1  I*,  °thCT  Levin  foIIowed  the  m«rahal  of  his  district .  the  table.  But  Levin  had  forgotten  by  now  the  calcula- 
011s  that  had  been  explained  to  him,  and  was  afraid  Stepan 
rkadyevitch  might  be  mistaken  in  saying  "the  right  side  " urely  Snetkov  was  the  enemy.  As  he  went  up,  he  held  the 
ill  in  his  right  hand,  but  thinking  he  was  wrong,  just  at  the 
.x  he  changed  to  the  left  hand,  and  undoubtedly  put  the  ball the  left.  An  adept  in  the  business,  standing  at  the  box  and 
eing  by  the  mere  action  of  the  elbow  where  each  put  his 11,  scowled  with  annoyance.  It  was  no  good  for  him  to ;e  his  insight. 

Everything  was  still,  and  the  counting  of  the  balls  was 
aru.    then  a  single  voice  rose  and  proclaimed  the  numbers 
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for  and  against.     The  marshal  had  been  voted  for  by  a  con
-  „ 

siderable  majority.     All  was  noise  and  eager  movement  t
o-  fc 

wards  the  doors.     Snetkov  came  in,  and  the  nobles  throngec  i(
 

round  him,  congratulating  him. 

"Well,  now  is  it  over?"  Levin  asked  Sergey  Ivanovitcn. 

"It's  only  just  beginning,"  Sviazhsky  said,  replying  f o)  p 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  with  a  smile.     ' '  Some  other  candidate  maj  |d
l 

receive  more  votes  than  the  marshal. 

Levin  had  quite  forgotten  about  that.     Now  he  could  onl] , 

remember  that  there  was  some  sort  of  trickery  in  it,  but  h
i  i 

was  too  bored  to  think  what  it  was  exactly.  He  felt  depresse
d  j 

and  longed  to  get  out  of  the  crowd.  i 

As  no  one  was  paying  any  attention  to  him,  and  no  o
n  j 

apparently  needed  him,  he  quietly  slipped  away  into  th
e  littl  lfl 

room  where  the  refreshments  were,  and  again  had  a  great
  sens  Q 

of  comfort  when  he  saw  the  waiters.     The  little  ol
d  waite  ̂  

pressed  him  to  have  something,   and  Levin   agre
ed.     Afte 

eating  a  cutlet  with  beans  and  talking  to  the  
waiters  of  thei 

former  masters,  Levin,  not  wishing  to  go  back 
 to  the  ha 

where  it  was  all  so  distasteful  to  him,  procee
ded  to  wa 

through  the  galleries.    The  galleries  were 
 full  of  fashionable 

dressed  ladies,  leaning  over  the  balustrade  and  trying
  no| 

lose  a  single  word  of  what  was  being  said  be
low     With  tl) 

ladies  were  sitting  and  standing  smart  lawyer
s,  high  seho< , 

teachers  in  spectacles,  and  officers.     Everyw
here  they  wei 

talking  of  the  election,  and  of  how  worried 
 the  marshal  wa 

and  how  splendid  the  discussions  had  been.   
  In  one  gran 

Levin  heard  his  brother's  praises.     One  lady
  was  telling 

1 1\  w  ver  *  • 

"How  glad  I  am  I  heard  Koznishev!  It
's  worth  losir 

one 's  dinner.  He 's  exquisite !  So  clear  and  distinct
  all  of  i 

There's  not  one  of  you  in  the  law-courts  that  spe
aks  like  W 

The  only  one  is  Meidel,  and  he's  not  so  eloq
uent  by  a  lor 

way  '  j 

Finding  a  free  place,  Levin  leaned  over  th
e  balustrade  ar 

began  looking  and  listening. 

All  the  noblemen  were  sitting  railed  off  b
ehind  barne 

) 
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fecording  to  their  districts.  In  the  middle  of  the  room 
ood  a  man  in  a  uniform,  who  shouted  in  a  loud  high oice: 

"As  candidate  for  the  marshalship  of  the  nobility  of  the rovince  we  call  upon  staff-captain  Yevgeney  Ivanovitch 
fcfuhtin!"  A  dead  silence  followed,  and  then  a  weak  old bice  was  heard : ' '  Declined ! ' ' 

'We  call  upon  the  privy  councilor  Pyotr  Petrovitch  Bol," le  voice  began  again. 

"  Declined !"  a  high  boyish  voice  replied. 
Again  it  began,  and  again  "Declined."  And  so  it  went  on 
>r  about  an  hour.  Levin,  with  his  elbows  on  the  balustrade, 
oked  and  listened.  At  first  he  wondered  and  wanted  to 
low  what  it  meant ;  then  feeling  sure  that  he  could  not  make 
out  he  began  to  be  bored.  Then  recalling  all  the  excitement 
id  vindictiveness  he  had  seen  on  all  the  faces,  he  felt  sad;  he 
ade  up  his  mind  to  go,  and  went  down-stairs.  As  he  passed 
irough  the  entry  to  the  galleries  he  met  a  dejected  high- 
hool  boy  walking  up  and  down  with  tired-looking  eyes.  On 
e  stairs  he  met  a  couple— a  lady  running  quickly  on  her 
gh  heels  and  the  jaunty  deputy  prosecutor. 
II  told  you  you  weren't  late,"  the  deputy  prosecutor  was 
ying  at  the  moment  when  Levin  moved  aside  to  let  the  lady iss. 

Levin  was  on  the  stairs  to  the  way  out,  and  was  just  feeling 
his  waistcoat  pocket  for  the  number  of  his  overcoat,  when e  secretary  overtook  him. 

"This   way,    please,    Konstantin   Dmitrievitch ;    they   are ting." 
The  candidate  who  was  being  voted  on  was  Nevyedovsky 10  had  so  stoutly  denied  all  idea  of  standing.  Levin  went 
[  to  the  door  of  the  room;  it  was  locked.  The  secretary ocked,  the  door  opened,  and  Levin  was  met  by  two  red- ded gentlemen,  who  darted  out. 

'I  can't  stand  any  more  of  it,"  said  one  red-faced  gentle- in.  
& 

After  them  the  face  of  the  marshal  of  the  province  was 
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poked  out.  His  face  was  dreadful-looking  from  exhaustio: 
and  dismay. 

' '  I  told  you  not  to  let  any  one  out ! "  he  cried  to  the  dooi 
keeper. 

"I  let  some  one  in,  your  excellency ! ' ' 
> '  Mercy  on  us ! "  and  with  a  heavy  sigh  the  marshal  of  th 

province  walked  with  downcast  head  to  the  high  table  in  th 
middle  of  the  room,  his  legs  staggering  in  his  white  trousers. 

Nevyedovsky  had  scored  a  higher  majority,  as  they  ha 
planned,  and  he  was  the  new  marshal  of  the  province.  Man 
people  were  amused,  many  were  pleased  and  happy,  man 
were  in  ecstasies,  many  were  disgusted  and  unhappy.  Tl 
former  marshal  of  the  province  was  in  a  state  of  despair,  whic 
he  could  not  conceal.  When  Nevyedovsky  went  out  of  tl 
room,  the  crowd  thronged  round  him  and  followed  him  ei 
thusiastically,  just  as  they  had  followed  the  governor  who  ha 

opened  the  meetings,  and  just  as  they  had  followed  Snetko 
when  he  was  elected. 

CHAPTER  XXXI 

The  newly  elected  marshal  and  many  of  the  successful  part 
dined  that  day  with  Vronsky. 

Vronsky  had  come  to  the  elections  partly  because  he  wi 

bored  in  the  country  and  wanted  to  show  Anna  his  right ' 
independence,  and  also  to  repay  Sviazhsky  by  his  support  i 
the  election  for  all  the  trouble  he  had  taken  for  Vronsky  j 

the  district  council  election,  but  chiefly  in  order  strictly^ 

perform  all  those  duties  of  a  nobleman  and  landowner  whu 

he  had  taken  upon  himself.  But  he  had  not  in  the  least  «: 

pected  that  the  election  would  so  interest  him,  so  keenly  exci 

him,  and  that  he  would  be  so  good  at  this  kind  of  thing.  I 

was  quite  a  new  man  in  the  circle  of  the  nobility  of  tl 

province,  but  his  success  was  unmistakable,  and  he  was  n 

wrong  in  supposing  that  he  had  already  obtained  a  certain  i 
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uence.    This  influence  was  due  to  his  wealth  and  reputa- 
lon,  the  capital  house  in  the  town  lent  him  by  his  old  friend 
hirkov,  who  had  a  post  in  the  department  of  finances  and  was 
irector  of  a  flourishing  bank  in  Kashin;  the  excellent  cook 
;ronsky  had  brought  from  the  country,  and  his  friendship 
;ith  the  governor,  who  was  a  schoolfellow  of  Vronsky's— a 
fhoolfellow  he  had  patronized  and  protected  indeed.     But 
hat  contributed  more  than  all  to  his  success  was  his  direct 
luable  manner  with  every  one,  which  very  quickly  made  the 
kjority  of  the  noblemen  reverse  the  current  opinion  of  his 
ipposed  haughtiness.     He  was  himself  conscious  that,  except 
lat  whimsical  gentleman  married  to  Kitty  Shtcherbatsky ho  had  a  propos  de  bottes  poured  out  a  stream  of  irrelevant 
^surdities   with   such   spiteful   fury,   every   nobleman   with horn  he  had  made  acquaintance  had  become  his  adherent.  He 
Iw  clearly,  and  other  people  recognized  it,  too,  that  he  had 
pne  a  great  deal  to  secure  the  success  of  Nevyedovsky.     And 
[>w  at  his  own  table,  celebrating  Nevyedovsky 's  election,  he as  experiencing  an  agreeable  sense  of  triumph  over  the  suc- 
|  of  his  candidate.     The  election  itself  had  so  fascinated 
m  that,  if  he  could  succeed  in  getting  married  during  the It  three  years,  he  began  to  think  of  standing  himself— much 
after  winning  a  race  ridden  by  a  jockey,  he  had  longed  to de  a  race  himself. 

To-day  he  was  celebrating  the  success  of  his  jockey fonsky  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  on  his  right  hand  sat 
e  young  governor,  a  general  of  high  rank.     To  all  the  rest 
was  the  chief  man  in  the  province,  who  had  solemnly 

ened  the  elections  with  his  speech,  and  aroused  a  feeling  of spect  and  even  of  awe  in  many  people,  as  Vronsky  saw:  to 
•onsky  he  was  little  Katka  Maslov-that  had  been  his  nick- me  m  the  Pages'  Corps-whom  he  felt  to  be  shy  and  tried mettre  a  son  aise.     On  the  left  hand  sat  Nevyedovsky  with youthful,    stubborn,    and    malignant    face.    With    him onsky  was  simple  and  deferential. 
Sviazhsky  took  his  failure  very  light-heartedly.     It  was  in- 
3d  no  failure  m  his  eyes,  as  he  said  himself,  turning,  glass 
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in  hand,  to  Nevyedovsky ;  they  could  not  have  found  a  bettei 

representative  of  the  new  movement,  which  the  nobility  ou
gh 

to  follow.  And  so  every  honest  person,  as  he  said,  was  on  th
 

side  of  to-day's  success  and  was  rejoicing  over  it. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  glad,  too,  that  he  was  having 

good  time,  and  that  every  one  was  pleased.  The  episod
e  o 

the  elections  served  as  a  good  occasion  for  a  capital  di
nnei 

Sviazhsky  comically  imitated  the  tearful  discourse  of
  th 

marshal,  and  observed,  addressing  Nevyedovsky,  that  his  ex 

cellency  would  have  to  select  another  more  complicated  m
ethoi 

of  auditing  the  accounts  than  tears.  Another  no
blemai 

jocosely  described  how  footmen  in  stockings  had  been 
 ordere- 

for  the  marshal's  ball,  and  how  now  they  would  have  to  1 

sent  back  unless  the  new  marshal  would  give  a  ball  with 
 fool 

men  in  stockings. 

Continually  during  dinner  they  said  of  Nevyedovsky :     Ou 

marshal,"  and  "your  excellency."  t 

This  was  said  with  the  same  pleasure  with  which  a  bride  i 

called  "Madame"  and  her  husband's  name.  Nevyedovsk 

affected  to  be  not  merely  indifferent  but  scornful  
of  th 

appellation,  but  it  was  obvious  that  he  was  highly  
delightec 

and  had  to  keep  a  curb  on  himself  not  to  betray  the  tnum
p 

which  was  unsuitable  to  their  new  liberal  tone. 

After  dinner  several  telegrams  were  sent  to  people  int
ereste 

in  the  result  of  the  election.  And  Stepan  Arkadyevi
tch,  wr. 

was  in  high  good-humor,  sent  Darya  Alexandrovna 
 a  telegrarr 

"Nevyedovsky  elected  by  twenty  votes.  Congr
atulation 

Tell  people."  He  dictated  it  aloud,  saying:  'We
  must  1» 

them  share  our  rejoicing. ' '  Darya  Alexandrovna,  getting  I 

message,  simply  sighed  over  the  rouble  wasted  on
  it,  and  w 

derstood  that  it  was  an  after-dinner  affair.  She  
knew  btn 

had  a  weakness  after  dining  for  faire  jouer  le  telegr
aphe 

Everything,   together  with  the  excellent  dinn
er  and  I 

wine,  not  from  Russian  merchants,  but  importe
d  direct  fro 

abroad,  was  extremely  dignified,  simple,  and  enjoyable.
     1 

party_some  twenty— had  been  selected  by  Svi
azhsky  Iro 

among  the  more  active  new  liberals,  all  of  the  sa
me  way  - 
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Junking,  who  were  at  the  same  time  clever  and  well  bred. 
They  drank,  also  half  in  jest,  to  the  health  of  the  new  marshal 
tf  the  province,  of  the  governor,  of  the  bank  director,  and  of 
'our  amiable  host." 
Vronsky  was  satisfied.  He  had  never  expected  to  find  so 

pleasant  a  tone  in  the  provinces. 

Towards  the  end  of  dinner  if  was  still  more  lively.  The 
governor  asked  Vronsky  to  come  to  a  concert  for  the  benefit 
)f  the  Servians  which  his  wife,  who  was  anxious  to  make  his 
icquaintance,  had  been  getting  up. 

'   "There'll  be  a  ball,  and  you'll  see  the  belle  of  the  province. W  orth  seeing,  really. ' ' 

"Not  in  my  line,"  Vronsky  answered.  He  liked  that  Eng- ish  phrase.     But  he  smiled,  and  promised  to  come. 
Before  they  rose  from  the  table,  when  all  of  them  were 

anoking,  Vronsky 's  valet  went  up  to  him  with  a  letter  on  a ray. 

4 'From  Vozdvizhenskoe  by  special  messenger,"  he  said  with i  significant  expression. 

"Astonishing!  how  like  he  is  to  the  deputy  prosecutor 
Sventitsky,"  said  one  of  the  guests  in  French  of  the  valet, Vhile  Vronsky,  frowning,  read  the  letter. 
The  letter  was  from  Anna.  Before  he  read  the  letter,  he mew  its  contents.  Expecting  the.  elections  to  be  over  in  five 

lays,  he  had  promised  to  be  back  on  Friday.  To-day  was 
Saturday,  and  he  knew  that  the  letter  contained  reproaches 
or  not  being  back  at  the  time  fixed.  The  letter  he  had  sent 
he  previous  evening  had  probably  not  reached  her  yet. 
The  letter  was  what  he  had  expected,  but  the  form  of  it  was 

nexpected,  and  particularly  disagreeable  to  him.  "Annie  is 
ery  ill,  the  doctor  says  it  may  be  inflammation.  I  am  losing 
iy  head  all  alone.  Princess  Varvara  is  no  help,  but  a 
mdrance.  I  expected  you  the  day  before  yesterday,  and 
esterday,  and  now  I  am  sending  to  find  out  where  you  are 
nd  what  you  are  doing.  I  wanted  to  come  myself,  but  thought 
etter  of  it,  knowing  you  would  dislike  it.  Send  some  answer, aat  I  may  know  what  to  do." 
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The  child  ill,  yet  she  had  thought  of  coming  herself.  Their 

daughter  ill,  and  this  hostile  tone. 

The  innocent  festivities  over  the  election,  and  this  gloomy, 

burdensome  love  to  which  he  had  to  return  struck  Vronsky 

by  their  contrast.     But  he  had  to  go,  and  by  the  first  train 

that  night  he  set  off  home. I 

CHAPTER  XXXII 

Before  Vronsky  's  departure  for  the  elections,  Anna  hac 

reflected  that  the  scenes  constantly  repeated  between  then 

each  time  he  left  home,  might  only  make  him  cold  to  her  in- 

stead of  attaching  him  to  her,  and  resolved  to  do  all  she  coulc 

to  control  herself  so  as  to  bear  the  parting  with  composure 

But  the  cold,  severe  glance  with  which  he  had  looked  at  hei 

when  he  came  to  tell  her  he  was  going  had  wounded  her,  am 

before  he  had  started  her  peace  of  mind  was  destroyed. 

In  solitude  afterwards,  thinking  over  that  glance  which  hac 

expressed  his  right  to  freedom,  she  came,  as  she  always  did,  t< 

the  same  point— the  sense  of  her  own  humiliation.  "He  hai 

the  right  to  go  away  when  and  where  he  chooses.  Not  simpl: 

to  go  away,  but  to  leave  me.  He  has  every  right,  and  I  hav< 

none.  But  knowing  that,  he  ought  not  to  do  it.  What  hai 

he  done,  though  ?  ...  He  looked  at  me  with  a  cold,  seven 

expression.  Of  course  that  is  something  indefinable,  im 

palpable,  but  it  has  never  been  so  before,  and  that  glanc< 

means  a  great  deal,"  she  thought.  "That  glance  shows  tin 

beginning  of  indifference. " 
And  though  she  felt  sure  that  a  coldness  was  beginning 

there  was  nothing  she  could  do,  she  could  not  in  any  way  alte 

her  relations  to  him.  Just  as  before,  only  by  love  and  k 

charm  could  she  keep  him.  And  so,  just  as  before,  only  b; 

occupation  in  the  day,  by  morphine  at  night,  could  she  still 

the  fearful  thought  of  what  would  be  if  he  ceased  to  love  hei 

It  is  true  there  was  still  one  means ;  not  to  keep  him— for  tha 
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she  wanted  nothing  more  than  his  love — but  to  be  nearer  to 
him,  to  be  in  such  a  position  that  he  would  not  leave  her. 
That  means  was  divorce  and  marriage.  And  she  began  to  long 
for  that,  and  made  up  her  mind  to  agree  to  it  the  first  time 
he  or  Stiva  approached  her  on  the  subject. 
Absorbed  in  such  thoughts,  she  passed  five  days  without 

him,  the  five  days  that  he  was  to  be  at  the  elections. 
Walks,  conversation  with  Princess  Varvara,  visits  to  the 

lospital,  and,  most  of  all,  reading — reading  of  one  book  after 
another — filled  up  her  time.  But  on  the  sixth  day,  when  the 
coachman  came  back  without  him,  she  felt  that  now  she  was 
utterly  incapable  of  stifling  the  thought  of  him  and  of  what 
le  was  doing  there,  just  at  that  time  her  little  girl  was  taken 

ill.  Anna  began  to  look  after  her,  but  even  that  did  not  dis- 
ract  her  mind,  especially  as  the  illness  was  not  serious.  How- 

ever hard  she  tried,  she  could  not  love  this  little  child,  and  to 
leign  love  was  beyond  her  powers.  Towards  the  evening  of 
hat  day,  still  alone,  Anna  was  in  such  a  panic  about  him 
hat  she  decided  to  start  for  the  town,  but  on  second  thoughts 
wrote  him  the  contradictory  letter  that  Vronsky  received,  and, 
without  reading  it  through,  sent  it  off  by  a  special  messenger. 
The  next  morning  she  received  his  letter  and  regretted  her 
3wn.  She  dreaded  a  repetition  of  the  severe  look  he  had  flung 
it  her  at  parting,  especially  when  he  knew  that  the  baby  was 
lot  dangerously  ill.  But  still  she  was  glad  she  had  written  to 

lim.  At  this  moment  Anna  was  positively  admitting  to  her- 
self that  she  was  a  burden  to  him,  that  he  would  relinquish 

lis  freedom  regretfully  to  return  to  her,  and  in  spite  of  that 
she  was  glad  he  was  coming.  Let  him  weary  of  her,  but  he 
vould  be  here  with  her,  so  that  she  would  see  him,  would  know 
)f  every  action  he  took. 

She  was  sitting  in  the  drawing-room  near  a  lamp,  with  a 
lew  volume  of  Taine,  and  as  she  read,  listening  to  the  sound 
)f  the  wind  outside,  and  every  minute  expecting  the  carriage 
o  arrive.  Several  times  she  had  fancied  she  heard  the  sound 

>f  wheels,  but  she  had  been  mistaken.  At  last  she  heard  not 

he  sound  of  wheels,  but  the  coachman's  shout  and  the  dull 
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rumble  in  the  covered  entry.  Even  Princess  Varvara,  play- 

ing patience,  confirmed  this,  and  Anna,  flushing  hotly,  got  up ; 

but  instead  of  going  down,  as  she  had  done  twice  before,  she 

stood  still.  She  suddenly  felt  ashamed  of  her  duplicity,  but 

even  more  she  dreaded  how  he  might  meet  her.  All  feeling 

of  wounded  pride  had  passed  now ;  she  was  only  afraid  of  the 

expression  of  his  displeasure.  She  remembered  that  her  chile 

had  been  perfectly  well  again  for  the  last  two  days.  She  felt 

positively  vexed  with  her  for  getting  better  from  the  very 

moment  her  letter  was  sent  off.  Then  she  thought  of  him. 

that  he  was  here,  all  of  him,  with  his  hands,  his  eyes.  She 

heard  his  voice.  And  forgetting  everything,  she  ran  joyfully 
to  meet  him. 

"Well,  how  is  Annie?"  he  said  timidly  from  below,  looking 

up  to  Anna  as  she  ran  down  to  him. 

He  was  sitting  on  a  chair,  and  a  footman  was  pulling  ofl 

his  warm  over-boot. 

"Oh,  she  is  better. " 
1 '  And  you ! "  he  said,  shaking  himself. 
She  took  his  hand  in  both  of  hers,  and  drew  it  to  her  waist 

never  taking  her  eyes  off  him.   . 

"Well,  I'm  glad,"  he  said,  coldly  scanning  her,  her  hair 

her  dress,  which  he  knew  she  had  put  on  for  him.  All  wai 

charming,  but  how  many  times  it  had  charmed  him!  An
e 

the  stern,  stony  expression  that  she  so  dreaded  settled  upor
 

his  face.  .   . 

"Well,  I'm  glad.  And  are  you  well?"  he  said,  wiping  hi; 

damp  beard  with  his  handkerchief  and  kissing  her  hand. 

"Never  mind,"  she  thought,  "only  let  him  be  here,  and  s< 

long  as  he's  here  he  cannot,  he  dare  not,  cease  to  love  me." 

The  evening  was  spent  happily  and  gaily  in  the  presence  
o: 

Princess  Varvara,  who  complained  to  him  that  Anna  had  be
ei 

taking  morphine  in  his  absence. 

"What  am  I  to  do?  I  couldn 't  sleep  .  .  .  My  thought 

prevented  me.     When  he 's  here  I  never  take  it— hardly  ever
. 

He  told  her  about  the  election,  and  Anna  knew  how  b: 

adroit  questions  to  bring  him  to  what  gave  him  most  pleasure- 
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his  own  success.  She  told  him  of  everything  that  interested 
him  at  home ;  and  all  that  she  told  him  was  of  the  most  cheer- 

ful description. 

But  late  in  the  evening,  when  they  were  alone,  Anna,  seeing 
that  she  had  regained  complete  possession  of  him,  wanted  to 

hlerase  the  painful  impression  of  the  glance  he  had  given  her for  her  letter.     She  said : 

:Tell  me  frankly,  you  were  vexed  at  getting  my  letter,  and t]  you  didn 't  believe  me!" 
^  As  soon  as  she  had  said  it,  she  felt  that  however  warm  his 
feelings  were  to  her,  he  had  not  forgiven  her  for  that. 

Yes, ' '  he  said,  ' '  the  letter  was  so  strange.    First,  Annie  ill, and  then  you  thought  of  coming  yourself." 
i    "It  was  all  the  truth." 

"Oh,  I  don't  doubt  it." 
Yes,  you  do  doubt  it.     You  are  vexed,  I  see. ' ' 

| '  Not  for  one  moment.     I  'm  only  vexed,  that 's  true,  that  you seem  somehow  unwilling  to  admit  that  there  are  duties    ..." 
"The  duty  of  going  to  a  concert     .     .     ." 
"But  we  won't  talk  about  it,"  he  said. 
"Why  not  talk  about  it?"  she  said. 
FI  only  meant  to  jay  that  matters  of  real  importance  may urn  up.  Now,  for  instance,  I  shall  have  to  go  to  Moscow  to 

grange  about  the  house.  .  .  .  Oh,  Anna,  why  are  you  so 
rritable^  Don't  you  know  that  I  can't  live  without  you?" 

If  so,  "said  Anna,  her  voice  suddenly  changing,  < '  it  means hat  you  are  sick  of  this  life     .     .     .     Yes,  you  will  come  for i  day  and  go  away,  as  men  do     .     .     ." 

"Anna,  that 's  cruel.     I  am  ready  to  give  up  my  whole  life. ' ' But  she  did  not  hear  him. 

"If  you  go  to  Moscow,  I  will  go  too.     I  will  not  stay  here, lather  we  must  separate  or  else  live  together. " 
Why,  you  know,  that 's  my  one  desire.  But  for  that  ' ' 
We  must  get  a  divorce.     I  will  write  to  him      I  see' I 

W/"  °n  ̂   ̂    *     "     *     But  X  wil1  eome  with  you  to 
You  talk  as  if  you  were  threatening  me.  But  I  desire  noth- 
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ing  so  much  as  never  to  be  parted  from  you,"  said  Vronsky smiling. 

But  as  he  said  these  words  there  gleamed  in  his  eyes  no 

merely  a  cold  look,  but  the  vindictive  look  of  a  man  persecute 
and  made  cruel. 

She  saw  the  look  and  correctly  divined  its  meaning. 

"If  so,  it's  a  calamity!"  that  glance  told  her.     It  was 
moment's  impression,  but  she  never  forgot  it. 
Anna  wrote  to  her  husband  asking  him  about  a  divorc* 

and  towards  the  end  of  November,  taking  leave  of  Princes 

Varvara,  who  wanted  to  go  to  Petersburg,  she  went  wit 

Vronsky  to  Moscow.  Expecting  every  day  an  answer  fror 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  and  after  that  the  divorce,  they  noi 

established  themselves  together  like  married  people. 



! 

'ce 

PART  VII 

CHAPTER  I 

The  Levins  had  been  three  months  in  Moscow.  The  date 
lad  long  passed  on  which,  according  to  the  most  trustworthy 

calculations  of  people  learned  in  such  matters,  Kitty  should 
oijiave  been  confined.  But  she  was  still  about,  and  there  was 
lothing  to  show  that  her  time  was  any  nearer  than  two  months 
igo.  The  doctor,  the  monthly  nurse,  and  Dolly  and  her 
nother,  and  most  of  all  Levin,  who  could  not  think  of  the 
ipproaching  event  without  terror,  began  to  be  impatient  and 
ineasy.  Kitty  was  the  only  person  who  felt  perfectly  calm 
|ind  happy. 
She  was  distinctly  conscious  now  of  the  birth  of  a  new  feei- 

ng of  love  for  the  future  child,  for  her  to  some  extent  actually 
xisting  already,  and  she  brooded  blissfully  over  this  feeling. 
K  was  not  by  now  altogether  a  part  of  herself,  but  sometimes 
lived  his  own  life  independently  of  her.  Often  this  separate 
i>eing  gave  her  pain,  but  at  the  same  time  she  wanted  to  laugh nth  a  strange  new  joy. 

All  the  people  she  loved  were  with  her,  and  all  were  so  good 
o  her,  so  attentively  caring  for  her,  so  entirely  pleasant  was 
verything  presented  to  her,  that  if  she  had  not  known  and  felt 
hat  it  must  all  soon  be  over,  she  could  not  have  wished  for 
better  and  pleasanter  life.  The  only  thing  that  spoiled  the 
harm  of  this  manner  of  life  was  that  her  husband  was  not 
ere  as  she  loved  him  to  be,  and  as  he  was  in  the  country. 
She  liked  his  serene,  friendly,  and  hospitable  manner  in  the 

auntry.  In  the  town  he  seemed  continually  uneasy  and  on 
is  guard,  as  though  he  were  afraid  some  one  would  be  rude 
)  him,  and  still  more  to  her.     At  home  in  the  country,  know- 



846  ANNA  KARENINA 

ing  himself  distinctly  to  be  in  his  right  place,  he  was  never  ii 

haste  to  be  off  elsewhere.     He  was  never  unoccupied.     Her< 

in  town  he  was  in  a  continual  hurry,  as  though  afraid  of  miss 

ing  something,  and  yet  he  had  nothing  to  do.     And  she  fel 

sorry  for  him.     To  others,  she  knew,  he  did  not  appear  ai 

object  of  pity.     On  the  contrary,  when  Kitty  looked  at  him  ii 

society,  as  one  sometimes  looks  at  those  one  loves,  trying  to  se< 

him  as  if  he  were  a  stranger,  so  as  to  catch  the  impression  In 

must  make  on  others,  she  saw  with  a  panic  even  of  jealous  feai 

that  he  was  far  indeed  from  being  a  pitiable  figure,  that  he  wa 

very  attractive  with  his  fine  breeding,  his  rather  old-fashioned 

reserved  courtesy  with  women,  his  powerful  figure,  and  strik 

ing,  as  she  thought,  and  expressive  face.     But  she  saw  hin 

not'  from  without,  but  from  within ;  she  saw  that  here  he  wa 
not  himself ;  that  was  the  only  way  she  could  define  his  con 

dition  to  herself.     Sometimes  she  inwardly  reproached  him  fo 

his  inability  to  live  in  the  town ;  sometimes  she  recognized  tha 

it  was  really  hard  for  him  to  order  his  life  here  so  that  he  coul 
be  satisfied  with  it. 

What  had  he  to  do,  indeed?  He  did  not  care  for  cards 

he  did  not  go  to  a  club.  Spending  the  time  with  jovial  gentk 

men  of  Oblonsky  's  type— she  knew  now  what  that  meant  .  . 

it  meant  drinking  and  going  somewhere  after  drinking.  Sh 

could  not  think  without  horror  of  where  men  went  on  sue 

occasions.  Was  he  to  go  into  society?  But  she  knew  h 

could  only  find  satisfaction  in  that  if  he  took  pleasure  in  th 

society  of  young  women,  and  that  she  could  not  wish  
foi 

Should  he  stay  at  home  with  her,  her  mother  and  her  sister
s 

But  much  as  she  liked  and  enjoyed  their  conversations  
foi 

ever  on  the  same  subjects— "  Aline-Nadine, "  as  the  old  pnnc 

called  the  sisters'  talks— she  knew  it  must  bore  him.  Wha 

was  there  left  for  him  to  do?  To  go  on  writing  at  his  book  h 

had  indeed  attempted,  and  at  first  he  used  to  go  to  the  librar
 

and  make  extracts  and  look  up  references  for  his  book.  Bn 

as  he  told  her,  the  more  he  did  nothing,  the  less  time  he  ha 

to  do  anything.  And  besides,  he  complained  that  he  ha 

talked  too  much  about  his  book  here,  and  that  consequent! 
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all  his  ideas  about  it  were  muddled  and  had  lost  their  interest 'for  him. 

One  advantage  in  this  town  life  was  that  quarrels  hardly 
ever  happened  between  them  here  in  town.  Whether  it  was 
that  their  conditions  were  different,  or  that  they  had  both  be- 

come more  careful  and  sensible  in  that  respect,  they  had  no 
quarrels  in  Moscow  from  jealousy,  which  they  had  so  dreaded 
'when  they  moved  from  the  country. 

One  event,  an  event  of  great  importance  to  both  from  that 
|point  of  view,  did  indeed  happen— that  was  Kitty's  meeting with  Vronsky. 

The  old  Princess  Marya  Borissovna,  Kitty's  godmother, 
who  had  always  been  very  fond  of  her,  had  insisted  on  seeing 
her.  Kitty,  though  she  did  not  go  into  society  at  all  on  ac- 

count of  her  condition,  went  with  her  father  to  see  the  vener- 
able old  lady,  and  there  met  Vronsky. 

The  only  thing  Kitty  could  reproach  herself  for  at  this  meet- 
ing was  that  at  the  instant  when  she  recognized  in  his  civilian 

3ress  the  features  once  so  familiar  to  her,  her  breath  failed 
her,  the  blood  rushed  to  her  heart,  and  a  vivid  blush— she  felt 
tt-overspread  her  face.  But  this  lasted  only  a  few  seconds. Before  her  father,  who  purposely  began  talking  in  a  loud  voice 

. o  Vronsky,  had  finished,  she  was  perfectly  ready  to  look  at 
Vronsky,  to  speak  to  him,  if  necessary,  exactly  as  she  spoke  to 
»  nncess  Marya  Borissovna,  and  more  than  that,  to  do  so  in toch  a  way  that  everything  to  the  faintest  intonation  and 
anile  would  have  been  approved  by  her  husband,  whose  unseen iresence  she  seemed  to  feel  about  her  at  that  instant. 
She  said  a  few  words  to  him,  even  smiled  serenely  at  his  joke 

Jurat  the  elections,  which  he  called  "our  parliament.' ■  (She 
lad  to  smile  to  show  she  saw  the  joke.)  But  she  turned  away mmediately  to  Princess  Marya  Borissovna,  and  did  not  once 
rlance  at  him  till  he  got  up  to  go;  then  she  looked  at  him,  but vidently  only  because  it  would  be  uncivil  not  to  look  at  a lan  when  he  is  saying  good-bye. 
She  was  grateful  to  her  father  for  saying  nothing  to  her 

bout  their  meeting  Vronsky,   but  she  saw  by  his  special 
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warmth  to  her  after  the  visit  during  their  usual  walk  that  he 

was  pleased  with  her.  She  was  pleased  with  herself.  She  hac 

not  expected  she  would  have  had  the  power,  while  keeping 

somewhere  in  the  bottom  of  her  heart  all  the  memories  of  he) 

old  feeling  for  Vronsky,  not  only  to  seem  but  to  be  perfectly 

indifferent  and  composed  with  him. 

Levin  flushed  a  great  deal  more  than  she  when  she  told  him 

she  had  met  Vronsky  at  Princess  Marya  Borissovna's.  It  wa 

very  hard  for  her  to  tell  him  this,  but  still  harder  to  go  01 

speaking  of  the  details  of  the  meeting,  as  he  did  not  questioi 

her,  but  simply  gazed  at  her  with  a  frown. 

"I  am  very  sorry  you  weren't  there,' '  she  said.  "Not  tha 

you  weren't  in  the  room  ...  I  couldn't  have  been  s< 

natural  in  your  presence  .  .  .'lam  blushing  now  mucl 

more,  much,  much  more,"  she  said,  blushing  till  the  tears  cam« 

into  her  eyes.     "But  that  you  couldn't  see  through  a  crack.' 
The  truthful  eyes  told  Levin  that  she  was  satisfied  witl 

herself,  and  in  spite  of  her  blushing  he  was  quickly  reassure( 

and  began  questioning  her,  which  was  all  she  wanted.  Whei 

he  had  heard  everything,  even  to  the  detail  that  for  the  firs 

second  she  could  not  help  flushing,  but  that  afterwards  sh< 

was  just  as  direct  and  as  much  at  her  ease  as  with  any  chanc» 

acquaintance,  Levin  was  quite  happy  again  and  said  he  wa 

glad  of  it,  and  would  not  now  behave  as  stupidly  as  he  ha( 

done  at  the  election,  but  would  try  the  first  time  he  met  Vron 

sky  to  be  as  friendly  as  possible. 

"It's  so  wretched  to  feel  that  there's  a  man  almost  an  enem: 

whom  it's  painful  to  meet,"  said  Levin.  "I'm  very,  veil 

glad." 

CHAPTER  II 

"Do,  please,  go  then  and  call  on  the  Bols,"  Kitty  said  t< 

her  husband,  when  he  came  in  to  see  her  at  eleven  o'cloc
k  be 

fore  going  out.     "I  know  you  are  dining  at  the  club;  pap: 



ANNA  K  A  RENIN  A  849 

ness. 

put  down  your  name.    But  what  are  you  going  to  do  in  the morning  ? ' ' 

1  'I  am  only  going  to  Katavasov,"  answered  Levin her     "Why  so  early  ?" 

"He  promised  to  introduce  me  to  Metrov.  I  wanted  to.talk to  him  about  my  work.  He's  a  distinguished  scientific  man from  Petersburg,"  said  Levin. 

''Yes;  wasn't  it  his  article  you  were  praising  so^     Well 
and  after  that?"  said  Kitty.  '  ' 

"I  shall  go  to  the  court,  perhaps,  about  my  sister's  busi- 
"And  the  concert?"  she  queried. 

i  i!    "I  shan 't  go  there  all  alone. ' ' 

I     "No?  do  go;  there  are  going  to  be  some  new  things. (That  interested  you  so.     I  should  certainly  go. " 
"Well,  anyway,  I  shall  come  home  before  dinner,"  he  said looking  at  his  watch.  ' 

el    "Put  on  your  frock-coat,  so  that  you  can  go  straight  to is  call  on  Countess  Bol." 

n     "But  is  it  absolutely  necessary 9" 

I   "Oh,  absolutely!    He  has  been' to  see  us.    Come,  what  is 1  *     You  go  m,  sit  down,  talk  for  five  minutes  of  the  weather 
jet  up  and  go  away."  

w' 

rf'I.wi/^  T°Uldn,'t  beHeve  H!  Pve  S°t  so  out  of  the  way )f  all  this  that  at  makes  me  feel  positively  ashamed.    It 's  such 
horrible  thing  to  do!  A  complete  outsider  walks  in,  sits town,  stays  on  with  nothing  to  do,  wastes  their  time  and vornes  himself,  and  walks  away!" Kitty  laughed. 

"^17'JIJS'PP0Se  you  used  t0  Pay  ealIs  before  you  were larried,  didn't  you?"  - 

"Yes,  I  did,  but  I  always  felt  ashamed,  and  now  I'm  so  out ■the  way  of  rt  that,  by  Jove!  I'd  sooner  go  two  days  running 
STV^      iTr  .than  Pay  this  CalH    0ne's  so  ashamed! feel  all  the  while  that  they're  annoyed,  that  they're  saying, What  has  he  come  for?'  "  ■»*..! 

No,  they  won't.    I'll  answer  for  that,"  said  Kitty,  look- 



850  ANNA  KARENINA   

ing  into  his  face  with  a  laugh.    She  took  his  hand.      'Well
, 

good-bye.     .     .     .     Do  go,  please." 

He  was  just  going  out  after  kissing  his  wife's  hand,  
when 

she  stopped  him. 

"Jtostya,  do  you  know  I've  only  fifty  roubles  left? 

"Oh,  all  right,  I'll  go  to  the  bank  and  get  some.  How 

much?"  he  said,  with  the  expression  of  dissatisfaction  
shd 

knew  so  well. 

"No,  wait  a  minute."  She  held  his  hand.  Let  s  talk 

about  it,  it  worries  me.  I  seem  to  spend  nothing  unnecess
ary, 

but  money  seems  to  fly  away  simply.  '  We  don't  ma
nage  well 

somehow." 

"Oh,  it's  all  right,"  he  said,  with  a  little  cough,  looking  al 
her  from  under  his  brows. 

That  cough  she  knew  well.  It  was  a  sign  of  inte
nse  dis 

satisfaction,  not  with  her,  but  with  himself.  
He  eertamb 

was  displeased  not  at  so  much  money  being  spent,  but 
 at  beinj 

reminded  of  what  he,  knowing  something  was  
unsatisfactory 

wanted  to  forget. 

"I  have  told  Sokolov  to  sell  the  wheat,  and  to  bor
row  ai 

advance  on  the  mill.    We  shall  have  money  eno
ugh  in  an: 

case."  ,, 
"Yes,  but  I'm  afraid  that  altogether     .     •     • 

"Oh,  it's  all  right,  all  right,"  he  repeated.    "Well
,  good 

bye   darling. ' ' 

"No  I'm  really  sorry  sometimes  that  I  listened  t
o  mamma 

How  nice  it  would  have  been  in  the  country!  As
  it  is,  I  r 

worrying  you  all,  and  we're  wasting  o
ur  money." 

-Not  at  all,  not  at  all.  Not  once  since  I've 
 been  mama 

have  I  said  that  things  could  have  been  b
etter  than  the, 

are.     .     .     • 

"  Truly  *"  she  said,  looking  into  his  eyes. 

He  had  said  it  without  thinking,  simply  to  cons
ole  her  Bn 

when  he  glanced  at  her  and  saw  those  s
weet  truthful  eye 

fastened  questioningly  on  him,  he  repeated
  it  with  his  whol 

heart  "I  was  positively  forgetting  her,"  he 
 thought.  An 

he  remembered  what  was  before  them,  so  soon
  t*  come. 
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• ' Will  it  be  soon  ?     How  do  you  feel  V '  he  whispered^  aking ler  two  hands. 

"I  have  so  often  thought  so,  that  now  I  don't  think  about  it )r  know  anything  about  it. ' ' 
* '  And  you  're  not  frightened  ? ' ' 
She  smiled  contemptuously. 

1   "Not  the  least  little  bit,"  she  said. 
K Well,  if  anything  happens,  I  shall  be  at  Katavasov's." 
"No,  nothing  will  happen,  and  don't  think  about  it.  I'm 

?oing  for  a  walk  on  the  boulevard  with  papa.  We're  going 
o  see  Dolly.  I  shall  expect  you  before  dinner.  Oh,  yes !  Do 
'ou  know  that  Dolly's  position  is  becoming  utterly  impossible? 
She's  in  debt  all  round;  she  hasn't  a  penny.  We  were  talk- 
ng  yesterday  with  mamma  and  Arseny "  (this  was  her  sister's 
msband  Lvov),  "and  we  determined  to  send  you  with  him  to 
alk  to  Stiva.  It's  really  unbearable.  One  can't  speak  to )apa  about  it     .     .     .     But  if  you  and  he     .     .     ." 

'Why,  what  can  we  do?"  said  Levin. 
'You'll  be  at  Arseny 's,  anyway;  talk  to  him,  he  will  tell vhat  we  decided." 

"Oh,  I  agree  to  everything  Arseny  thinks  beforehand.  I'll 
;o  and  see  him.  By  the  way,  if  I  do  go  to  the  concert,  I'll  go 
nth  Natalie.     Well,  good-bye." 
On  the  steps  Levin  was  stopped  by  his  old  servant  Kouzma, 

fho  had  been  with  him  before  his  marriage,  and  now  looked fter  their  household  in  town. 

'Beauty"  (that  was  the  left  shaft-horse  brought  up  from 
lie  country)  "has  been  badly  shod  and  is  quite  lame,"  he  said. What  does  your  honor  wish  to  be  done?" 
During  the  first  part  of  their  stay  in  Moscow,  Levin  had 

sed  his  own  horses  brought  up  from  the  country.     He  had 
ried  to  arrange  this  part  of  their  expenses  in  the  best  and 
leapest  way  possible ;  but  it  appeared  that  their  own  horses 
ame  dearer  than  hired  horses,  and  they  still  hired  too. 
"Send  for  the  veterinary,  there  may  be  a  bruise." 
"And  for  Katerina  Alexandrovna  ? "  asked  Kouzma. 
levin  was  not  by  now  struck  as  he  had  been  at  first  by  the 
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fact  that  to  get  from  one  end  of  Moscow  to  the  other  he  had 

to  have  two  powerful  horses  put  into  a  heavy  carriage,  to  taki 

the  carriage  three  miles  through  the  snowy  slush  and  to  keei 

it  standing  there  four  hours,  paying  five  roubles  every  time 

Now  it  seemed  quite  natural. 

"Hire  a  pair  for  our  carriage  from  the  jobmaster,"  said  he 
"Yes  sir." 

And  so,  simply  and  easily,  thanks  to  the  facilities  of  tow
i 

life,  Levin  settled  a  question  which,  in  the  country,  woulc 

have  called  for  so  much  personal  trouble  and  exertion,  anc 

going  out  onto  the  steps,  he  called  a  sledge,  sat  down,  anc
 

drove  to  Nikitsky.  On  the  way  he  thought  no  more  of  money 

but  mused  on  the  introduction  that  awaited  him  to  the  Pete
rs 

burg  savant,  a  writer  on  sociology,  and  what  he  would  say  t 
him  about  his  book. 

Only  during  the  first  days  of  his  stay  in  Moscow  Levin
  ha< 

been  struck  by  the  expenditure,  strange  to  one  living  in
  th 

country,  unproductive  but  inevitable,  that  was  expec
ted  o 

him  on  every  side.     But  by  now  he  had  grown  used  t
o  I 

That  had  happened  to  him  in  this  matter  which  
is  said  t 

happen  to  drunkards— the  first  glass  sticks  in  the
  throat,  th 

second  flies  down  like  a  hawk,  but  after  the  thir
d  they're  hk 

tiny  little  birds.     When  Levin  had  changed  his 
 first  hundrec 

rouble  note  to  pay  for  liveries  for  his  footmen 
 and  hall-porte 

he  could  not  help  reflecting  that  these  liveries  wer
e  of  no  us 

to  any  one— but  they  were  indubitably  necessary,  to
  judge  b 

the  amazement  of  the  princess  and  Kitty  when  h
e  suggeste 

that  they  might  do  without  liveries,— that  th
ese  liveries  wou 

cost  the  wages  of  two  laborers  for  the  summer,  th
at  is,  wou 

pay  for  about  three  hundred  working  days  fr
om  Easter  1 

Ash  Wednesday,  and  each  a  day  of  hard  w
ork  from  earl 

morning  to  late  evening-and  that  hundred-r
ouble  note  di 

stick  in  his  throat.     But  the  next  note,  changed  to  p
ay  ±c 

providing  a  dinner  for  their  relations,  that  co
st  twenty-eigt 

roubles,  though  it  did  excite  in  Levin  the  reflection
  that  twent; 

eight  roubles  meant  nine  measures  of  oats,  which 
 men  wouJ 

with  groans  and  sweat  have  reaped  and  bound 
 and  threshe 
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ai,nd  winnowed  and  sifted  and  sown,— this  next  one  he  parted 
ikfdth  more  easily.     And  now  the  notes  he  changed  no  longer ep, roused  such  reflections,  and  they  flew  off  like  little  birds, 
at  Whether  the  labor  devoted  to  obtaining  the  money  corre- 
ponded  to  the  pleasure  given  by  what  was  bought  with  it, 

he  /as  a  consideration  he  had  long  ago  dismissed.     His  business 
alculation  that  there  was  a  certain  price  below  which  he  could 

sniot  sell  certain  grain  was  forgotten  too.     The  rye,  for  the 
il(  »rice  of  which  he  had  so  long  held  out,  had  been  sold  for  fifty 
acopecks  a  measure  cheaper  than  it  had  been  fetching  a  month 
a  go.     Even  the  consideration  that  with  such  an  expenditure 
erre  could  not  go  on  living  for  a  year  without  debt,  that  even 
ad  no  force.     Only  one  thing  was  essential :  to  have  money 
a  the  bank,  without  inquiring  where  it  came  from,  so  as  to 
now  that  one  had  the  wherewithal  to  buy  meat  for  to-morrow. 

j  md  this  condition  had  hitherto  been  fulfilled ;  he  had  always 
i  ad  the  money  in  the  bank.     But  now  the  money  in  the  bank 
I  iad  gone,  and  he  could  not  quite  tell  where  to  get  the  next 
i  istallment.     And  this  it  was  which,  at  the  moment  when 
Itftty  had  mentioned  money,  had  disturbed  him;  but  he  had 
I  o  time  to  think  about  it.     He  drove  off,  thinking  of  Kata- 1  asov  and  the  meeting  with  Metrov  that  was  before  him 

CHAPTER  III 

Levin  had  on  this  visit  to  town  seen  a  great  deal  of  his 
d  friend  at  the  university,  Professor  Katavasov,  whom  he 
id  not  seen  since  his  marriage.  He  liked  in  Katavasov  the 
harness  and  simplicity  of  his  conception  of  life.  Levin 
-ought  that  the  clearness  of  Katavasov 's  conception  of  life 
as  due  to  the  poverty  of  his  nature;  Katavasov  thought  that 
e  disconnectedness  of  Levin's  ideas  was  due  to  his  lack  of tellectual  discipline;  but  Levin  enjoyed  Katavasov 's  clear- 
m  and  Katavasov  enjoyed  the  abundance  of  Levin's  un- 
amed  ideas,  and  they  liked  to  meet  and  to  discuss. 
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Levin  had  read  Katavasov  some  parts  of  his  book,  and  h 

had  liked  them.  On  the  previous  day  Katavasov  had  me 

Levin  at  a  public  lecture  and  told  him  that  the  celebrate 

Metrov,  whose  article  Levin  had  so  much  liked,  was  in  Moscow 

that  he' had  been  much  interested  by  what  Katavasov  had  tol 
him  about  Levin's  work,  and  that  he  was  coming  to  see  hir 

to-morrow  at  eleven,  and  would  be  very  glad  to  make  Levin' acquaintance. 

"You're  positively  a  reformed  character,  I'm  glad  to  see, 

said  Katavasov,  meeting  Levin  in  the  little  drawing-room, 

heard  the  bell  and  thought :  Impossible  that  it  can  be  he  £ 

the  exact  time!     .     .     .    Well,  what  do  you  say  to  the  Monte 

negrins  now?     They're  a  race  of  warriors." 

"Why,  what's  happened?"  asked  Levin. 
Katavasov  in  a  few  words  told  him  the  last  piece  of  ne\* 

from  the  war,  and  going  into  his  study,  introduced  Levin  to 

short,  thick-set  man  of  pleasant  appearance.  This  was  Met
ro- 

The  conversation  touched  for  a  brief  space  on  politics  an 

on  how  recent  events  were  looked  at  in  the  higher  spher
t 

in  Petersburg.  Metrov  repeated  a  saying  that  had  
reache 

him  through  a  most  trustworthy  source,  reported  a
s  hai 

ing  been  uttered  on  this  subject  by  the  Tsar  and 
 one 

the  ministers.  Katavasov  had  heard  also  on  exc
ellent  ai 

thority  that  the  Tsar  had  said  something  qui
te  differen 

Levin  tried  to  imagine  circumstances  in  which  both
  saym* 

might  have  been  uttered,  and  the  conversation  on 
 that  top 

dropped.  , 

"Yes  here  he's  written  almost  a  book  on  the  natural  cond
 

tions  of  the  laborer  in  relation  to  the  land,"  s
aid  Katavaso^ 

"I'm  not  a  specialist,  but  I,  as  a  natural  science  man,  w 

pleased  at  his  not  taking  mankind  as  something  
outside  bi 

logical  laws;  but,  on  the  contrary,  seeing  his  depe
ndence  < 

his  surroundings,  and  in  that  dependence  seeking  t
he  laws  ■ 

his  development." 
1 '  That 's  very  interesting, ' '  said  Metrov. 

"What  I  began  precisely  was  to  write  a  book  on  agricul
tur 

but  studying  the  chief  instrument  of  agriculture,  th
e  laborer 
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h«said  Levin,  reddening,  "I  could  not  help  coming  to  quite  un- 

rxpected  res
ults." 

And  Levin  began  carefully,  as  it  were,  feeling  his  ground,  to 
i  expound  his  views.     He  knew  Mctrov  had  written  an  article 

ijagainst  the  generally  accepted  theory  of  political  economy,  but 
ito  what  extent  he  could  reckon  on  his  sympathy  with  his  own 

in'  new  views  he  did  not  know  and  could  not  guess  from  the  clever 
and  serene  face  of  the  learned  man. 

/     "But  in  what  do  you  see  the  special  characteristics  of  the 
Russian   laborer  ? '  •    said   Metrov ;    "in    his    biological    char- 

acteristics, so  to  speak,  or  in  the  condition  in  which  he  is 

11  placed  ? ' ' 
Levin  saw  that  there  was  an  idea  underlying  this  question 

with  which  he  did  not  agree.     But  he  went  on  explaining  his 
eTown  idea  that  the  Russian  laborer  has  a  quite  special  view  of 
t  the  land,  different  from  that  of  other  people ;  and  to  support 
n  this  proposition  he  made  haste  to  add  that  in  his  opinion  this 
■  r  attitude  of  the  Russian  peasant  was  due  to  the  consciousness 
r  of  his  vocation  to  people  vast  unoccupied  expanses  in  the  East. 

"One  may  easily  be  led  into  error  in  basing  any  conclusion 
on  the  general  vocation  of  a  people,"  said  Metrov,  interrupt- 

ing Levin.     "The  condition  of  the  laborer  will  always  depend 
I  pn  his  relation  to  the  land  and  to  capital." 

,,     And  without  letting  Levin  finish  explaining  his  idea,  Metrov 
began  expounding  to  him  the  special  point  of  his  own  theory. 

In  what  the  point  of  his  theory  lay,  Levin  did  not  under- 
stand, because  he  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  understand.     He 

jaw  that  Metrov,  like  other  people,  in  spite  of  his  own  article, 
J  which   he   had   attacked   the   current   theory   of   political 
economy,  looked  at  the  position  of  the  Russian  peasant  simply 
from  the  point  of  view  of  capital,  wages,  and  rent.     He  would 
ndeed  have  been  obliged  to  admit  that  in  the  eastern — much 
:he  larger — part  of  Russia  rent  was  as  yet  nil,  that  for  nine- 
enths  of  the  eighty  millions  of  the  Russian  peasants  wages 
ook  the  form  simply  of  food  provided  for  themselves,  and  that 
capital  does  not  so  far.  exist  except  in  the  form  of  the  most 
primitive  tools.     Yet  it  was  only  from  that  point  of  view  that 
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he  considered  every  laborer,  though  in  many  points  he  differe 

from  the  economists  and  had  his  own  theory  of  the  wage-fun 

which  he  expounded  to  Levin. 

Levin  listened  reluctantly,  and  at  first  made  objections.  H 

would  have  liked  to  interrupt  Metrov,  to  explain  his  owr 

thought,  which  in  his  opinion  would  have  rendered  furthe 

exposition  of  Metrov 's  theories  superfluous.  But  later  on,  feel 
ing  convinced  that  they  looked  at  the  matter  so  differently 

that  they  could  never  understand  one  another,  he  did  not  ever 

oppose  his  statements,  but  simply  listened.  Although  wha 

Metrov  was  saying  was  by  now  utterly  devoid  of  interest  foi 

him,  he  yet  experienced  a  certain  satisfaction  in  listening  U 

him.  It  flattered  his  vanity  that  such  a  learned  man  shouk 

explain  his  ideas  to  him  so  eagerly,  with  such  intensity  anc 

confidence  in  Levin's  understanding  of  the  subject,  sometime 
with  a  mere  hint  referring  him  to  a  whole  aspect  of  the  sub 

ject.  He  put  this  down  to  his  own  credit,  unaware  that  Met 

rov,  who  had  already  discussed  his  theory  over  and  ove 

again  with  all  his  intimate  friends,  talked  of  it  with  specia 

eagerness  to  every  new  person,  and  in  general  was  eager  t 

talk  to  any  one  of  any  subject  that  interested  him,  even  i 
still  obscure  to  himself. 

"We  are  late  though,"  said  Katavasov,  looking  at  his  watc 

directly  Metrov  had  finished  his  discourse. 

"Yes,  there's  a  meeting  of  the  Society  of  Amateurs  to-day  i 

commemoration  of  the  jubilee  of  Svintitch,"  said  Katavasov  h 

answer  to  Levin's  inquiry.  "Pyotr  Ivanovitch  and  I  wer 

going.  I've  promised  to  deliver  an  address  on  his  labors  ii 

zoology.    Come  along  with  us,  it 's  very  interesting. 

"Yes,  and  indeed  it's  time  to  start,"  said  Metrov.    "Com 
with  us,  and  from  there,  if  you  care  to,  come  to  my  place, 

should  very  much  like  to  hear  your  work." 

"Oh,  no!  It's  no  good  yet,  it's  unfinished.  But  I  shall  b 

very  glad  to  go  to  the  meeting. ' ' 
"I  say,  friends,  have  you  heard?  He  has  handed  in  th 

separate  report,"  Katavasov  called  from  the  other  room,  wher 

he  was  putting  on  his  frock-coat. 
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And  a  conversation  sprang  up  upon  the  university  question, 
Which  was  a  very  important  event  that  winter  in  Moscow. 
Three  old  professors  in  the  council  had  not  accepted  the 

^opinion  of  the  younger  professors.  The  young  ones  had  regis- 
tered a  separate  resolution.  This,  in  the  judgment  of  some 

*r  people,  was  monstrous,  in  the  judgment  of  others  it  was  the 
eTsimplest  and  most  just  thing  to  do,  and  the  professors  were 
•'"split  up  into  two  parties. 

One  party,  to  which  Katavasov  belonged,  saw  in  the  opposite 
Iparty  a  scoundrelly  betrayal  and  treachery,  while  the  opposite 
01tparty  saw  in  them  childishness  and  lack  of  respect  for  the 
^authorities.    Levin,  though  he  did  not  belong  to  the  university, 
(  had  several  times  already  during  his  stay  in  Moscow  heard 
1(Tiind  talked  about  this  matter,  and  had  his  own  opinion  on  the subject.    He  took  part  in  the  conversation  that  was  continued 
M  the  street,  as  they  all  three  walked  to  the  buildings  of  the 
"old  university. 

The  meeting  had  already  begun.    Round  the  cloth-covered 

a  'table,  at  which  Katavasov  and  Metrov  seated  themselves,  there 
^were  some  half-dozen  persons,  and  one  of  these  was  bending close  over  a  manuscript,  reading  something  aloud.    Levin  sat 
down  in  one  of  the  empty  chairs  that  were  standing  round  the 

1  table,  and  in  a  whisper  asked  a  student  sitting  near  what  was being    read.      The  student,    eyeing   Levin    with  displeasure, 
Jfcaid: 

"Biography." 
Though  Levin  was  not  interested  in  the  biography,  he  could 

not  help  listening,  and  learned  some  new  and  interesting  facts 
about  the  life  of  the  distinguished  man  of  science. 
When  the  reader  had  finished,  the  chairman  thanked  him 

and  read  some  verses  of  the  poet  Ment  sent  him  on  the  jubilee, 
and  said  a  few  words  by  way  of  thanks  to  the  poet.  Then 
Katavasov  in  his  loud,  ringing  voice  read  his  address  on 
the  scientific  labors  of  the  man  whose  jubilee  was  being 
kept. 

When  Katavasov  had  finished,  Levin  looked  at  his  watch, 
saw  it  was  past  one,  and  thought  that  there  would  not  be  time 
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before  the  concert  to  read  Metrov  his  book,  and  indeed,  he  die 

not  now  care  to  do  so.    During  the  reading  he  had  though 

over  their  conversation.     He  saw  distinctly  now  that  thougl 

Metrov 's  ideas  might  perhaps  have  value,  his  own  ideas  had  i 

value  too,  and  their  ideas  could  only  be  made  clear  and  leac 

to  something  if  each  worked  separately  in  his  chosen  path 

and  that  nothing  would  be  gained  by  putting  their  idea 

together.    And  having  made  up  his  mind  to  refuse  Metrov' 
invitation,  Levin  went  up  to  him  at  the  end  of  the  meeting 

Metrov  introduced  Levin  to  the  chairman,  with  whom  he  wa 

talking  of  the  political  news.    Metrov  told  the  chairman  wha 

he  had  already  told  Levin,  and  Levin  made  the  same  remark 

on  his  news  that  he  had  already  made  that  morning,  but  fo: 

the  sake  of  variety  he  expressed  also  a  new  opinion  which  ha< 

only  just  struck  him.     After  that  the  conversation  turner
 

again  on  the  university  question.    As  Levin  had  already  hear 

it  all,  he  made  haste  to  tell  Metrov  that  he  was  sorry  he  coul 

not  take  advantage  of  his  invitation,  took  leave,  and  drove  t 

Lvov 's. 

CHAPTER  IV 

Lvov,  the  husband  of  Natalie,  Kitty's  sister,  had  spent  all  hi 

life  in  foreign  capitals,  where  he  had  been  educated,  and  ha 

been  in  the  diplomatic  service. 

During  the  previous  year  he  had  left  the  diplomatic  service
 

not  owing  to  any  "unpleasantness"  (he  never  had  any  "ur 

pleasantness"  with  any  one),  and  was  transferred  to  the  d< 

partment  of  the  court  of  the  palace  in  Moscow,  in  order  to  grv 

his  two  boys  the  best  education  possible. 

In  spite  of  the  striking  contrast  in  their  habits  and  vi
ew,' 

and  the  fact  that  Lvov  was  older  than  Levin,  they  had  seen 

great  deal  of  one  another  that  winter,  and  had  taken  a  grea 
liking  to  each  other. 

Lvov  was  at  home,  and  Levin  went  in  to  him  unannounced.
 

Lvov,  in  a  house  coat  with  a  belt  and  in  chamois  leathe 
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shoes,  was  sitting  in  an  armchair,  and  with  a  pince-nez  with 
hi  blue  glasses  he  was  reading  a  book  that  stood  on  a  reading- 
i  desk,  while  in  his  beautiful  hand  he  held  a  half-burned  ciga- rette daintily  away  from  him. 

a  I  His  handsome,  delicate,  and  still  youthful-looking  face,  to 
1  which  his  curly,  glistening  silvery  hair  gave  a  still  more  aristo- 

cratic air,  lighted  up  with  a  smile  when  he  saw  Levin. 

ii  " Capital!  I  was  meaning  to  send  to  you.  How's  Kitty? 
»Sit  here,  it's  more  comfortable."  He  got  up  and  pushed  up j  a  rocking-chair.  "Have  you  read  the  last  circular  in  the 
i  Journal  de  St.  Petersbourg?  I  think  it's  excellent,"  he  said, Lwith  a  slight  French  accent. 

Levin  told  him  what  he  had  heard  from  Katavasov  was 
i  being  said  in  Petersburg,  and  after  talking  a  little  about  poli- 

tics, he  told  him  of  his  interview  with  Metrov,  and  the  learned 
society's  meeting.    To  Lvov  it  was  very  interesting. 

'That's  what  I  envy  you,  that  you  are  able  to  mix  in  these 
nteresting  scientific  circles,"  he  said.  And  as  he  talked,  he Dassed  as  usual  into  French,  which  was  easier  to  him.  "It's 
;rue  I  haven't  the  time  for  it.  My  official  work  and  the  chil- 

dren leave  me  no  time;  and  then  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own hat  my  education  has  been  too  defective." 

''That  I  don't  believe,"  said  Levin  with  a  smile,  feeling,  as le  always  did,  touched  at  Lvov's  low  opinion  of  himself,  which yas  not  in  the  least  put  on  from  a  desire  to  seem  or  to  be nodest,  but  was  absolutely  sincere. 

^  "Oh,  yes,  indeed!     I  feel  now  how  badly  educated  I  am iPo  educate  my  children  I  positively  have  to  look  up  a  great 
leal,  and  in  fact  simply  to  study  myself.    For  it's  not  enough 
o  have  teachers,  there  must  be  some  one  to  look  after  them, 
ust  as  on  your  land  you  want  laborers  and  an  overseer.    See 
rhat  I'm  reading"— he  pointed  to  Buslaev's  Grammar  on  the leak— "it's  expected  of  Misha,  and  it's  so  difficult    . t^ome,  explain  to  me     .     .     .     Here  he  says     .     .     ." 
Levin  tried  to  explain  to  him  that  it  couldn't  be  understood, 

ut  that  it  had  to  be  taught ;  but  Lvov  would  not  agree  with iim. 
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' '  Oh,  you  're  laughing  at  it ! ' ' 

"On  the  contrary,  you  can't  imagine  how,  when  I  look  al 

you,  I'm  always  learning  the  task  that  lies  before  me,  th
at  is 

the  education  of  one's  children." 

"Well,  there's  nothing  for  you  to  learn,"  said  Lvov. 

"All  I  know,"  said  Levin,  "is  that  I  have  never  seen  bettei 

brought-up  children  than  yours,  and  I  wouldn't  wish
  for  chil 

dren  better  than  yours."  I 

Lvov  visibly  tried  to  restrain  the  expression  of  his  deligh
t 

but  he  was  positively  radiant  with  smiles. 

"If  only  they're  better  than' me!  That's  all  I  desire. 
 Yoi 

don't  know  yet  all  the  work,"  he  said,  "with  boys  who've
  beei 

left  like  mine  to  run  wild  abroad." 

"You'll  catch  all  that  up.     They're  such  clever  children 

The  great  thing  is  the  education  of  character.    That'
s  what 

learn  when  I  look  at  your  children." 

4 '  You  talk  of  the  education  of  character.  You  can 't  imagin 

how  difficult  that  is!  You  have  hardly  succeeded  in
  combal 

ing  one  tendency  when  others  crop  up,  and  the  struggle
  begin 

again.  If  one  had  not  a  support  in  religion— 
you  remembe 

we  talked  about  that— no  father  could  bring  children  
up  relj 

ing  on  his  own  strength  alone  without  that  he
lp." 

This  subject,  which  always  interested  Levin,  was 
 cut  shot 

by  the  entrance  of  the  beauty  Natalie  Alexandro
vna,  dresse 

to  go  out.  .      ,,-..■ 

"I  didn't  know  you  were  here,"  she  said,  unmistakably  tec
 

ing  no  regret,  but  a  positive  pleasure,  in  interrupt
ing  this  cor 

versation  on  a  topic  she  had  heard  so  much  of  that  she
  was  b 

now  weary  of  it.  "Well,  how  is  Kitty?  I  am  dini
ng  wit 

you  to-day.  I  tell  you  what,  Arseny,"  she  turned  t
o  her  hm 

band,  "you  take  the  carriage." 
And  the  husband  and  wife  began  to  discuss  their  a

rrang 

ments  for  the  day.  As  the  husband  had  to  drive 
 to  met 

some  one  on  official  business,  while  the  wife  had  to  go  to
  tJ 

concert  and  some  public  meeting  of  a  committee  on  t
he  Eas 

ern  Question,  there  was  a  great  deal  to  consider  
and  settl 

Levin  had  to  take  part  in  their  plans  as  one  of  themse
lves. 
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was  settled  that  Levin  should  go  with  Natalie  to  the  concert 
'and  the  meeting,  and  that  from  there  they  should  send  the 
carriage  to  the  office  for  Arseny,  and  he  should  call  for  her  and 
take  her  to  Kitty's;  or  that,  if  he  had  not  finished  his  work, he  should  send  the  carriage  back  and  Levin  would  go  with her. 

"He's  spoiling  me,"  Lvov  said  to  his  wife;  "he  assures  me that  our  children  are  splendid,  when  I  know  how  much  that's 
bad  there  is  in  them. ' ' 

Arseny  goes  to  extremes,  I  always  say, ' '  said  his  wife.  ' '  If 
Vou  look  for  perfection,  you  will  never  be  satisfied.  And  it's 
[true,  as  papa  says,  that  when  we  were  brought  up  there  was 
bne  extreme— we  were  kept  in  the  basement,  while  our  parents 
lived  in  the  best  rooms;  now  it's  just  the  other  way— the 
parents  are  in  the  wash-house,  while  the  children  are  in  the 
best  rooms.  Parents  now  are  not  expected  to  live  at  all,  but 
to  exist  altogether  for  their  children. ' ' 

"Well,  what  if  they  like  it  better?"  Lvov  said,  with  his beautiful  smile,  touching  her  hand.  "Any  one  who  didn't 
know  you  would  think  you  were  a  stepmother,  not  a  true 
nother. ' ' 

"No,  extremes  are  not  good  in  anything,"  Natalie  said serenely,  putting  his  paper-knife  straight  in  its  proper  place m  the  table. 

"Well,  come  here,  you  perfect  children,"  Lvov  said  to  the wo  handsome  boys  who  came  in,  and  after  bowing  to  Levin, 
vent  up  to  their  father,  obviously  wishing  to  ask  him  about omething. 

Levin  would  have. liked  to  talk  to  them,  to  hear  what  they 
rould  say  to  their  father,  but  Natalie  began  talking  to  him, 
nd  then  Lvov's  colleague  in  the  service,  Mahotin,  walked  in, roaring  his  court  uniform,  to  go  with  him  to  meet  some  one, 
nd  a  conversation  was  kept  up  without  a  break  upon  Herze- 

govina, Princess  Korzinsky,  the  town  council,  and  the  sudden eath  of  Madame  Apraksin. 
Levin  even  forgot  the  commission  intrusted  to  him.  He 

ecollected  it  as  he  was  going  into  the  hall. 
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"Oh,  Kitty  told  me  to  talk  to  you  about  Oblonsky,"  he  said 
as  Lvov  was  standing  on  the  stairs,  seeing  his  wife  and  Levi] 
off. 

' '  Yes,  yes,  maman  wants  us,  les  beaux-freres,  to  attack  him,  | 

he  said,  blushing.    ' ' But  why  should  IV 

"Well,  then,  I  will  attack  him,"  said  Madame  Lvov,  with 
smile,  standing  in  her  white  sheepskin  cape,  waiting  till  the 

had  finished  speaking.    ' '  Come,  let  us  go. ' ! 

CHAPTER  V 

At  the  concert  in  the  afternoon  two  very  interesting  thing 

were  performed.  One  was  a  fantasia,  King  Lear;  the  othe 

was  a  quartette  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  Bach.  Both  wei 

new  and  in  the  new  style,  and  Levin  was  eager  to  form  a 

opinion  of  them.  After  escorting  his  sister-in-law  to  her  stal 

he  stood  against  a  column  and  tried  to  listen  as  attentively  an 

conscientiously  as  possible.  He  tried  not  to  let  his  attentio 

be  distracted,  and  not  to  spoil  his  impression  by  looking  at  tf 

conductor  in  a  white  tie,  waving  his  arms,  which  always  di; 

turbed  his  enjoyment  of  music  so  much,  or  the  ladies  in  boi 

nets,  with  strings  carefully  tied  over  their  ears,  and  all  thes 

people  either  thinking  of  nothing  at  all  or  thinking  of  all  sor 

of  things  except  the  music.  He  tried  to  avoid  meeting  music; 

connoisseurs  or  talkative  acquaintances,  and  stood  looking  i 

the  floor  straight  before  him,  listening. 

But  the  more  he  listened  to  the  fantasia  of  King  Lear  tl 

further  he  felt  from  forming  any  definite  opinion  of  it.  The) 

was,  as  it  were,  a  continual  beginning,  a  preparation  of  tl 

musical  expression  of  some  feeling,  but  it  fell  to  pieces  agai 

directly,  breaking  into  new  musical  motives,  or  simply  nothir 

but  the  whims  of  the  composer,  exceedingly  complex  but  di 

connected  sounds.  And  these  fragmentary  musical  expre 

sions,  though  sometimes  beautiful,  were  disagreeable,  becau! 

they  were  utterly  unexpected  and  not  led  up  to  by  anythin 



  ANNA  KARENINA  863 

aiety  and  grief  and  despair  and  tenderness  and  triumph  fol- 
pwed  one  another  without  any  connection,  like  the  emotions 
»f  a  madman.  And  those  emotions,  like  a  madman's,  sprang ip  quite  unexpectedly. 
During  the  whole  of  the  performance  Levin  felt  like  a  deaf 

nan  watching  people  dancing,  and  was  in  a  state  of  complete 
>ewilderment  when  the  fantasia  was  over,  and  felt  a  great 
weariness  from  the  fruitless  strain  on  his  attention.  Loud 
.pplause  resounded  on  all  sides.  Every  one  got  up,  moved 
-bout,  and  began  talking.  Anxious  to  throw  some  light  on 
tis  own  perplexity  from  the  impressions  of  others,  Levin  began 
0  walk  about,  looking  for  connoisseurs,  and  was  glad  to  see 
.  well-known  musical  amateur  in  conversation  with  Pestsov, ^hom  he  knew. 

"Marvelous!"  Pestsov  was  saying  in  his  mellow  bass.  "How 
re  you,  Konstantin  Dmitrievitch?  Particularly  sculpturesque 
nd  plastic,  so  to  say,  and  richly  colored  is  that  passage  where 
ou  feel  Cordelia's  approach,  where  woman,  das  eivig  Weib- kJie,  enters  into  conflict  with  fate.     Isn't  it?" 

You  mean  .  .  .  what  has  Cordelia  to  do  with  it  ?  "  Levin 
sked  timidly,  forgetting  that  the  fantasia  was  supposed  to epresent  King  Lear. 

"Cordelia  comes  in    .    .    .    see  here !"  said  Pestsov,  tapping 1  finger  on  the  satiny  surface  of  the  program  he  held  in is  hand  and  passing  it  to  Levin. 
Only  then  Levin  recollected  the  title  of  the  fantasia,  and 
wde  haste  to  read  in  the  Russian  translation  the  lines  from 
hakespeare  that  were  printed  on  the  back  of  the  program. 
"You  can't  follow  it  without  that,"  said  Pestsov,  addressing ievm,  as  the  person  he  had  been  speaking  to  had  gone  away, nd  he  had  no  one  to  talk  to. 

,  In  the  entr'acte  Levin  and  Pestsov  fell  into  an  argument pon  the  merits  and  defects  of  music  of  the  Wagner  school. 
,!Vm  maintained  that  the  mistake  of  Wagner  and  all  his  fol- 

ders lay  in  their  trying  to  take  music  into  the  sphere  of  an- 
ther art,  just  as  poetry  goes  wrong  when  it  tries  to  paint  a 

,ice  as  the  art  of  painting  ought  to  do,  and  as  an  instance  of 
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this  mistake  he  cited  the  sculptor  who  carved  in  marble  certai 
poetic  phantasms  flitting  round  the  figure  of  the  poet  on  th 

pedestal.  '  ■  These  phantoms  were  so  far  from  being  phanton 
that  they  were  positively  clinging  on  the  ladder,"  said  Levh 
The  comparison  pleased  him,  but  he  could  not  remembe 
whether  he  had  not  used  the  same  phrase  before,  and  to  Pes 
sov,  too,  and  as  he  said  it  he  felt  confused. 

Pestsov  maintained  that  art  is  one,  and  that  it  can  attai 
its  highest  manifestations  only  by  conjunction  with  all  kinc 
of  art. 

The  second  piece  that  was  performed  Levin  could  not  hea 
Pestsov,  who  was  standing  beside  him,  was  talking  to  hi 
almost  all  the  time,  condemning  the  music  for  its  excessii 
affected  assumption  of  simplicity,  and  comparing  it  with  tl 

simplicity  of  the  Pre-Raphaelites  in  painting.  As  he  wei 
out  Levin  met  many  more  acquaintances,  with  whom  he  talke 

"of  politics,  of  music,  and  of  common  acquaintances.  Amor 
others  he  met  Count  Bol,  whom  he  had  utterly  forgotten 
call  upon. 

• '  Well,  go  at  once  then, ' '  Madame  Lvov  said,  when  he  to 
her ;  '  ■  perhaps  they  '11  not  be  at  home,  and  then  you  can  con 

to  the  meeting  to  fetch  me.    You  11  find  me  still  there. ' ' 

CHAPTER  VI 

is 

"Perhaps  they're  not  at  home?"  said  Levin,  as  he  we 
into  the  hall  of  Countess  Bol's  house. 

' '  At  home ;  please  walk  in, ' '  said  the  porter,  resolutely  i 
moving  his  overcoat. 

' 'How  annoying!"  thought  Levin  with  a  sigh,  taking  off  o 

glove  and  stroking  his  hat.  "What  did  I  come  for?  Wh 

have  I  to  say  to  them  ? ' ' 
As  he  passed  through  the  first  drawing-room  Levin  met 

the  doorway  Countess  Bol,  giving  some  order  to  a  servant  wi 

k 
I 
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i  care-worn  and  severe  face.  On  seeing  Levin  she  smiled,  and 
sked  him  to  come  into  the  little  drawing-room,  where  he 
leard  voices.  In  this  room  there  were  sitting  in  armchairs 
he  two  daughters  of  the  countess,  and  a  Moscow  colonel, 
diom  Levin  knew.  Levin  went  up,  greeted  them,  and  sat \)wn  beside  the  sofa  with  his  hat  on  his  knees. 

"How  is  your  wife?    Have  you  been  at  the  concert?    We 
ouldn't  go.    Mamma  had  to  be  at  the  funeral  service." 
f  Yes,  I  heard    .    .    .    What  a  sudden  death !"  said  Levin. 
The  countess  came  in,  sat  down  on  the  sofa,  and  she  too 
sked  after  his  wife  and  inquired  about  the  concert. 
Levin  answered,  and  repeated  an  inquiry  about  Madame 
praksin's  sudden  death. 
"But  she  was  always  in  weak  health.' ' 
"Were  you  at  the  opera  yesterday ?" 
"Yes,  I  was." 
"Lucca  was  very  good." 
"Yes,  very  good,"  he  said,  and  as  it  was  utterly  of  no  con- squence  to  him  what  they  thought  of  him,  he  began  repeating 
hat  they  had  heard  a  hundred  times  about  the  characteristics 
t  the  singer's  talent.  Countess  Bol  pretended  to  be  listening, hen,  when  he  had  said  enough  and  paused,  the  colonel,  who 
id  been  silent  till  then,  began  to  talk.  The  colonel  too 
JJked  of  the  opera,  and  about  culture.  At  last,  after  speak- 
ig  of  the  proposed  folle  journee  at  Turin's,  the  colonel 
ughed,  got  up  noisily,  and  went  away.  Levin  too  rose,  but 
3  saw  by  the  face  of  the  countess  that  it  was  not  yet  time  for 
m  to  go.  He  must  stay  two  minutes  longer.  He  sat  down. 
But  as  he  was  thinking  all  the  while  how  stupid  it  was,  he 
>uld  not  find  a  subject  for  conversation,  and  sat  silent. 
'You  are  not  going  to  the  public  meeting?    They  say  it  will very  interesting,"  began  the  countess. 

"No,  I  promised  my  belle-soeur  to  fetch  her  from  it,"  said 5vin. 

A  silence   followed.     The   mother   once   more   exchanged ances  with  a  daughter. 

4 'Well,  now  I  think  the  time  has  come,"  thought  Levin,  an<? 
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he  got  up.    The  ladies  shook  hands  with  him,  and  begg
ed  hm 

to  say  mille  choses  to  his  wife  for  them. 

The  porter  asked  him,  as  he  gave  him  his  coat,  "
  Where 

your  honor  staying?"  and  immediately  wrote  down 
 his  ac 

dress  in  a  big  handsomely-bound  book. 

"Of  course  I  don't  care,  but  still  I  feel  ashamed  and  awtull 

stupid,"  thought  Levin,  consoling  himself  with  the 
 reflectio 

that  every  one  does  it.    He  drove  to  the  public  meeting,
  whei 

he  was  to  find  his  sister-in-law,  so  as  to  drive  home  wi
th  her. 

At  the  public  meeting  of  the  committee  there  were 
 a  gra 

many  people,  and  almost  all  the  highest  society.    Levin 
 J 

in  time  for  the  report  which,  as  every  one  said,  was  very
  mte 

esting      When  the  reading  of  the  report  was  over, 
 peopj 

moved  about,  and  Levin  met  Sviazhsky,  who  invit
ed  him  ver 

pressingly  to  come  that  evening  to  a  meeting  of  th
e  Society  < 

Agriculture,  where  a  celebrated  lecture  was  
to  be  deliver* 

and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  who  had  only  just  c
ome  from  tl 

races,  and  many  other  acquaintances;  and  L
evin  heard  ar 

uttered  various  criticisms  on  the  meeting,  on  t
he  new  f  antasi 

and  on  a  public  trial.    But,  probably  from  the
  mental  f  atigi 

he  was  beginning  to  feel,  he  made  a  blunder  
in  speaking  of  tJ 

trial,  and  this  blunder  he  recalled  several 
 times  with  vexatio 

Speaking  of  the  sentence  upon  a  foreigner 
 who  had  been  co 

demned  in  Russia,  and  of  how  unfair  it  wo
uld  be  to  puni 

him  by  exile  abroad,  Levin  repeated  what  
he  had  heard  I 

day  before  in  conversation  from  an  acq
uaintance. 

"I  think  sending  him  abroad  is  much  the  sam
e  as  punishn 

a  carp  bv  putting  it  into  the  water, ' '  said  Levin.  Then  he  n 

ollected  "that  this  idea,  which  he  had  heard  from
  an  acquair 

ance  and  uttered  as  his  own,  came  from 
 a  fable  of  Krilov 

and  that  the  acquaintance  had  picked  it  up
  from  a  newspap 

'  Ate  driving  home  with  his  sister-in-law,  and  findi
ng  Kit 

in  good  spirits  and  quite  well,  Levin  dro
ve  to  the  club. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

h< 

Levin  reached  the  club  just  at  the  right  time.  Members  and 
isitors  were  driving  up  as  he  arrived.  Levin  had  not  been  at 
he  club  for  a  very  long  while — not  since  he  lived  in  Moscow, 
fhen  he  was  leaving  the  university  and  going  into  society. 
ie  remembered  the  club,  the  external  details  of  its  arrange- 
lent,  but  he  had  completely  forgotten  the  impression  it  had 
lade  on  him  in  old  days.  But  as  soon  as,  driving  into  the 
Vide  semi-circular  court  and  getting  out  of  the  sledge,  he 
lounted  the  steps,  and  the  hall-porter,  adorned  with  a  cross- 

ly scarf,  noiselessly  opened  the  door  to  him  with  a  bow; 
s  soon  as  he  saw  in  the  porter 's  room  the  cloaks  and  goloshes 
,f  members  who  thought  it  less  trouble  to  take  them  off  down- 

stairs; as  soon  as  he  heard  the  mysterious  ringing  bell  that 
receded  him  as  he  ascended  the  easy,  carpeted  staircase,  and 
aw  the  statue  on  the  landing,  and  the  third  porter  at  the  top 
oors,  a  familiar  figure  grown  older,  in  the  club  livery,  open- 
ig  the  door  without  haste  or  delay,  and  scanning  the  visitors 
s  they  passed  in— Levin  felt  the  old  impression  of  the  club 
Dme  back  in  a  rush,  an  impression  of  repose,  comfort,  and 
ropriety. 

'Your  hat,  please,"  the  porter  said  to  Levin,  who  forgot  the 
lub  rule  to  leave  his  hat  in  the  porter's  room.  "Long  time 
nee  you've  been.  The  prince  put  your  name  down  yester- 
ay.  Prince  Stepan  Arkady evitch  is  not  here  yet." 
The  porter  did  not  only  know  Levin,  but  also  all  his  ties 

nd  relationships,  and  so  immediately  mentioned  his  intimate 
lends. 

Passing  through  the  outer  hall,  divided  up  by  screens,  and 
ie  room  partitioned  on  the  right,  where  a  man  sits  at  the 
"uit-buffet,  Levin  overtook  an  old  man  walking  slowly  in,  and itered  the  dining-room  full  of  noise  and  people. 
He  walked  along  the  tables,  almost  all  full,  and  looked  at 

ie  visitors.  He  saw  people  of  all  sorts,  old  and  young ;  some 
knew  a  little,  some  intimate  friends.     There  was  not  a 
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single  cross  or  worried-looking  face.  All  seemed  to  have  le: 

their  cares  and  anxieties  in  the  porter's  room  with  their  hat 

and  were  all  deliberately  getting  ready  to  enjoy  the  materi 

blessings  of  life.  Sviazhsky  was  here  and  Shtcherbatsk 

Nevyedovsky  and  the  old  prince,  and  Vronsky  and  Sergt 
Ivanovitch. 

"Ah!  why  are  you  late?"  the  prince  said  smiling,  and  gi 

ing  him  his  hand  over  his  own  shoulder.  "How's  Kitty! "J 
added,  smoothing  out  the  napkin  he  had  tucked  in  at  his  wai 
coat  buttons. 

"All  right;  they  are  dining  at  home,  all  the  three  of  them. 

"Ah,  'Aline-Nadine,'  to  be  sure!  There's  no  room  wi 

us.  Go  to  that  table,  and  make  haste  and  take  a  seat,"  sa 

the  prince,  and  turning  away  he  carefully  took  a  plate  of  e 
soup. 

"Levin,  this  way!"  a  good-natured  voice  shouted  a  litl 

further  on.  It  was  Turovtsin.  He  was  sitting  with  a  youi 

officer,  and  beside  them  were  two  chairs  turned  upside  dow 

Levin'  gladly  went  up  to  them.  He  had  always  liked  t 
good-hearted  rake,  Turovtsin— he  was  associated  in  his  mil

 

with  memories  of  his  courtship— and  at  that  moment,  af ter  t 

strain  of  intellectual  conversation,  the  sight  of  Turovtsn 

good-natured  face  was  particularly  welcome. 

"*  "For  you  and  Oblonsky.    He'll  be  here  directly." 
The  young  man,  holding  himself  very  erect,  with  eyes  f< 

ever  twinkling  with  enjoyment,  was  an  officer  from  Pete:
 

burg,  Gagin.    Turovtsin  introduced  them. 

" Oblonsky 's  always  late." 

"Ah,  here  he  is!" 

"Have  you  only  just  come?"  said  Oblonsky,  coming  quiet 

towards  them.     "Good-day.    Had  some  vodka?    Well,  co? 

along  then." 
Levin  got  up  and  went  with  him  to  the  big  table  spre 

with  spirits  and  appetizers  of  the  most  various  kinds.     (
 

would  have  thought  that  out  of  two  dozen  delicacies  one  
mi* 

find  something  to  one's  taste,  but  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  
ask 

for  something  special,  and  one  of  the  liveried  waiters
  standi 
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lefty  immediately  brought  what  was  required.    They  drank  a I  ivineglassful  and  returned  to  their  table. 
u  At  once,  while  they  were  still  at  the  soup,  Gagin  was  served 
i^vith  champagne,  and  told  the  waiter  to  fill  four  glasses.  Levin 
-(lid  not  refuse  the  wine,  and  asked  for  a  second  bottle.    He  was rery  hungry,  and  ate  and  drank  with  great  enjoyment   and 
ikith  still  greater  enjoyment  took  part  in  the  lively  and  simple 
Conversation  of  his  companions.     Gagin,  dropping  his  voice 
isfcold   the   last   good  story   from   Petersburg,   and   the   story ;hough  improper  and  stupid,  was  so  ludicrous  that  Levin 
n,)roke  into  roars  of  laughter  so  loud  that  those  near  looked i!  round. 

i ,  ' '  That 's  in  the  same  style  as,  '  that 's  a  thing  I  can 't  endure ' ' 
e  fou  know  the  story  ? '  >  said  Stepan  Ar kadyevitch.    '  <  Ah  that 's 
exquisite!     Another  bottle,-  he  said  to  the  waiter,  and  he >egan  to  relate  his  good  story. 

"Pyotr  Ilyitch  Vinovsky  invites  you  to  drink  with  him  " little  old  waiter  interrupted  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  bringing 
II  wo  delicate  glasses  of  sparkling  champagne,  and  addressing itepan  Arkadyevitch  and  Levin.     Stepan  Arkadyevitch  took 
he  glass  and  looking  towards  a  bald  man  with  red  mustaches 
t  the  other  end  of  the  table,  he  nodded  to  him,  smiling 
|| Who's  that?"  asked  Levin. 
"You  met  him  once  at  my  place,  don't  you  remember?    A |Ood-natured  fellow. "  ' 

af  Levin  did  the  same  as  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  and  took  the lass. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's   anecdote  too   was  very   amusing evin  told  his  story,  and  that  too  was  successful.    Then  they 
dked  of  horses,  of  the  races,  of  what  they  had  been  doing Hat  day,  and  of  how  smartly  Vronsky's  Atlas  had  won  the 
|»  prize.     Levin  did  not  notice  how  the  time  passed  at 

Ah!  and  here  they  are!"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  to- 
ards  the  end  of  dinner,  leaning  over  the  back  of  his  chair  and 
)ldmg  out  his  hand  to  Vronsky,  who  came  up  with  a  tall hcer  of  the  Guards.    Vronsky's  face  too  beamed  with  the 
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look  of  good-humored  enjoyment  that  was  general  in  the  
club, 

He  propped  his  elbow  playfully  on  Stepan  Arkad
yevitch  i 

shoulder,  whispering  something  to  him,  and  he  held  o
ut  his 

hand  to  Levin  with  the  same  good-humored  smile. 

<  <  Very  glad  to  meet  you, ' '  he  said.  ' '  I  looked  out  for  you  a 

the  election,  but  I  was  told  you  had  gone  away."
 

"Yes  I  left  the  same  day.  We've  just  been  talking  of  you 

horse    I  congratulate  you, ' '  said  Levin.   ' «  It  was  very  rapidly 

run/' 

1 '  Yes ;  you  Ve  race-horses  too,  haven 't  you ! ' ' 

"No,  my  father  had;  but  I  remember  and  know  som
ethinj 

about  it."  .  ,    -,       .,.  t_ 
"Where  have  you  dined?"  asked  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

* '  We  were  at  the  second  table,  behind  the  columns. 

"We've  been  celebrating  his  success,"  said  the  tall  colone 

"It's  his  second  Imperial  prize.  I  wish  I  might  have  the  luc 

at  cards  he  has  with  horses.  Well,  why  waste  the  
preciou 

time  f  I  'm  going  to  the '  infernal  regions, '  ' '  added  the  colone 
and  he  walked  away. 

"That's  Yashvin,"  Vronsky  said  in  answer  to  Turovtsn 

and  he  sat  down  in  the  vacated  seat  beside  them.  He  dra
n 

the  glass  offered  him,  and  ordered  a  bottle  of  wine.  Under  
tl 

influence  of  the  club  atmosphere  or  the  wine  he  had  dru
nl 

Levin  chatted  away  to  Vronsky  of  the  best  breeds  of  catt
l 

and  was  very  glad  not  to  feel  the  slightest  hostility  to 
 th 

man.  He  even  told  him,  among  other  things,  that  he  ha 

heard  from  his  wife  that  she  had  met  him  at  Princess  Marj 

Borissovna's.  #  . 

"Ah,  Princess  Marya  Borissovna,  she's  exquisite!  sai 

Stepan' Arkadyevitch,  and  he  told  an  anecdote  about  her  whic 
set  them  all  laughing.  Vronsky  particularly  laughed  w

i1 

such  simple-hearted  amusement  that  Levin  felt  quite  recoi
 

ciled  to  him. 

"Well,  have  we  finished?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  ge 

ting  up  with  a  smile.    "Let  us  go." 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

Getting  up  from  the  table,  Levin  walked  with  Gagin 
hrough  the  lofty  room  to  the  billiard-room,  feeling  his  arms 
wing  as  he  walked  with  a  peculiar  lightness  and  ease.  As  he 

grossed  the  big  room,  he  came  upon  his  father-in-law. 
''Well,  how  do  you  like  our  Temple  of  Indolence?"  said  the 

>rince,  taking  his  arm.     "Come  along,  come  along!" 
'Yes,  I  wanted  to  walk  about  and  look  at  everything.    It's 

nteresting. ' ' 

"Yes,  it's  interesting  for  you.  But  its  interest  for  me  is 
.uite  different.  You  look  at  those  little  old  men  now,"  he 
aid,  pointing  to  a  club  member  with  bent  back  and  projecting 
ip,  shuffling  towards  them  in  his  soft  boots,  "and  imagine  that 
hey  were  shlupiks  like  that  from  their  birth  up." 
"How  shlupiks?" 

"I  see  you  don't  know  that  name.  That 's  our  club  desigiia- ion.  You  know  the  game  of  rolling  eggs:  when  one's  rolled 
long  while  it  becomes  a  shlupik.  So  it  is  with  us ;  one  goes 

n  coming  and  coming  to  the  club,  and  ends  by  becoming  a 
Wuptk.  Ah,  you  laugh !  but  we  look  out,  for  fear  of  drop- 
ing  into  it  ourselves.  You  know  Prince  Tchetchensky  ? "  in- 
uired  the  prince ;  and  Levin  saw  by  his  face  that  he  was  just oing  to  relate  something  funny. 

4 No,  I  don't  know  him." 

'You  don't  say  so!  Well,  Prince  Tchetchensky  is  a  well- riown  figure.  No  matter,  though.  He's  always  playing 
illiards  here.  Only  three  years  ago  he  was  not  a  shlupik  and 
opt  up  his  spirits  and  even  used  to  call  other  people  shlupiks. 
ut  one  day  he  turns  up,  and  our  porter  .  .  .  you  know 
assily?  Why,  that  fat  one !  He's  famous  for  his  bon  mots. 
nd  so  Prince  Tchetchensky  asks  him,  'Come,  Vassily,  who's 
ire?  Any  shlupiks  here  yet?'  And  he  says,  <  You  're  the 
iird. '  Yes,  my  dear  boy,  that  he  did ! " 
Talking  and  greeting  the  friends  they  met,  Levin  and  the 
'ince  walked  through  all  the  rooms :  the  great  room  where 
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tables  had  already  been  set,  and  the  usual  partners  were  pla: 

ing  for  small  stakes;  the  divan-room,  where  they  were  playin 
chess,  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  sitting  talking  to  somebody 
the  billiard-room,  where,  about  a  sofa  in  a  recess,  there  was 

lively  party  drinking  champagne — Gagin  was  one  of  then 

They  peeped  into  the  ' '  infernal  regions, ' '  where  a  good  man 
men  were  crowding  round  one  table,  at  which  Yashvin  wi 

sitting.  Trying  not  to  make  a  noise,  they  walked  into  the  dai 
reading-room,  where  under  the  shaded  lamps  there  sat  a  your 
man  with  a  wrathful  countenance,  turning  over  one  journ; 

after  another,  and  a  bald  general  buried  in  a  book.  The 

went,  too,  into  what  the  prince  called  the  intellectual  roor 

where  three  gentlemen  were  engaged  in  a  heated  discussion 
the  latest  political  news. 

" Prince,  please  come,  we're  ready,"  said  one  of  his  car 
party,  who  had  come  to  look  for  him,  and  the  prince  went  o 

Levin  sat  down  and  listened,  but  recalling  all  the  conversatk 

of  the  morning  he  felt  all  of  a  sudden  fearfully  bored.  He  g 

up  hurriedly,  and  went  to  look  for  Oblonsky  and  Turovtsi 
with  whom  it  had  been  so  pleasant. 

Turovtsin  was  one  of  the  circle  drinking  in  the  billiar 

room,  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  talking  with  Vronsl 
near  the  door  at  the  farther  corner  of  the  room. 

"It's  not  that  she's  dull;  but  this  undefined,  this  unsettl 

position,"  Levin  caught,  and  he  was  hurrying  away,  b 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  called  to  him. 

"Levin!"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch;  and  Levin  notic 

that  his  eyes  were  not  full  of  tears  exactly,  but  moist,  whi 

always  happened  when  he  had  been  drinking,  or  when  he  w 

touched.  Just  now  it  was  due  to  both  causes.  "Levin,  dor 

go, ' '  he  said,  and  he  warmly  squeezed  his  arm  above  the  elbo 
obviously  not  at  all  wishing  to  let  him  go. 

"This  is  a  true  friend  of  mine— almost  my  greatest  friend 

he  said  to  Vronsky.  "You  have  become  even  closer  a: 
dearer  to  me.  And  I  want  you,  and  I  know  you  ought, 

be  friends,  and  great  friends,  because  you're  both  splend 

fellows." 
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"Well,  there's  nothing  for  us  now  but  to  kiss  and  be 
Wends,"  Vronsky  said,  with  good-natured  playfulness,  hold- lg  out  his  hand. 

'  Levin    quickly    took    the    offered    hand,    and    pressed    it Warmly. 

t  "I'm  very,  very  glad,"  said  Levin. 
'Waiter,   a  bottle   of  champagne,"   said   Stepan   Arkad- evitch. 

;  "And  IJm  very  glad,"  said  Vronsky. 
1  But  in  spite  of  Stepan  Arkadyevitch's  desire,  and  their  own 
esire,  they  had  nothing  to  talk  about,  and  both  felt  it. 

"Do  you  know,  he  has  never  met  Anna?"  Stepan  Arkad- 
evitch  said  to  Vronsky.  "And  I  want  above  everything  to 
ike  him  to  see  her.    Let  us  go,  Levin!" 

' '  Really  ? ' '  said  Vronsky.    ' '  She  will  be  very  glad  to  see  you. 
should  be  going  home  at  once,"  he  added,  "but  I'm  worried 
bout  Yashvin,  and  I  want  to  stay  on  till  he  finishes." 
"Why,  is  he  losing?" 
"He  keeps  losing,  and  I'm  the  only  friend  that  can  restrain 
im." 

'Well,  what  do  you  say  to  pyramids?  Levin,  will  you  play? 
apital ! ' '  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "Get  the  table  ready, ■ ' e  said  to  the  marker. 

fit  has  been  ready  a  long  while, "  answered  the  marker,  who 
ad  already  set  the  balls  in  a  triangle,  and  was  knocking  the 
d  one  about  for  his  own  diversion. 

| "Well,  Jet  us  begin." 
'After  the  game  Vronsky  and  Levin  sat  down  at  Gagin's ble,  and  at  Stepan  Arkadyevitch's  suggestion  Levin  took  a 
md  in  the  game. 

Vronsky  sat  down  at  the  table,  surrounded  by  friends,  who 
3re  incessantly  coming  up  to  him.  Every  now  and  then  he 
ent  to  the  "infernal"  to  keep  an  eye  on  Yashvin.  Levin  was 
goying  a  delightful  sense  of  repose  after  the  mental  fatigue 
the  morning.  He  was  glad  that  all  hostility  was  at  an  end 
th  Vronsky,  and  the  sense  of  peace,  decorum,  and  comfort ver  left  him. 
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When    the    game    was    over,    Stepan    Arkadyevitch    too 

Levin's  arm.  I 

''Well,  let  us  go  to  Anna's,  then.    At  once?    Eh?    She  n 

at  home.    I  promised  her  long  ago  to  bring  you.    Where  wen  ' 

you  meaning  to  spend  the  evening  ? ' '  
d 

"Oh,  nowhere  specially.    I  promised  Sviazhsky  to  go  to  tto  p 

Society  of  Agriculture.    By  all  means,  let  us  go,"  said  Levin  bi 

"Very  good ;  come  along.    Find  out  if  my  carriage  is  here,'  is 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  to  the  waiter.  If 

Levin  went  up  to  the  table,  paid  the  forty  roubles  he  ha<  i 

lost ;  paid  his  bill,  the  amount  of  which  was  in  some  mysteriou  Irl 

way  ascertained  by  the  little  old  waiter  who  stood  at  tit  kg 

counter,  and  swinging  his  arms  he  walked  through  all  tb 
rooms  to  the  way  out. 

CHAPTER  IX 

"Oblonsky's  carriage!"  the  porter  shouted  in  an  angr; 

bass.     The  carriage  drove  up  and  both  got  in.    It  was  onl;
i 

for  the  first  few  moments,  while  the  carriage  was  driving
  ou| 

of  the  club-house  gates,  that  Levin  was  still  under  the
  influenc 

of  the  club  atmosphere  of  repose,  comfort,  and  um
mpeacl 

able  good  form.    But  as  soon  as  the  carriage  drove  o
ut  mt 

the  street,  and  he  felt  it  jolting  over  the  uneven  ro
ad,  hear 

the  angry  shout  of  a  sledge-driver  coming  towards
  them,  sa< 

in  the  uncertain  light  the  red  blind  of  a  tavern  and  the
  shop 

this*  impression  was  dissipated,  and  he  began  to  think  over
  n 

actions,  and  to  wonder  whether  he  was  doing  right  in  goin
g  1 

see  Anna.    What  would  Kitty  say  t    But  Stepan  Ar
kadyevitc 

gave  him  no  time  for  reflection,  and,  as  though  divin
ing  n 

doubts,  he  scattered  them. 

"How  glad  I  am,"  he  said,  "that  you  should  know  he]
 

You  know  Dolly  has  long  wished  for  it.  And  Lv
ov's  bee 

to  see  her,  and  often  goes.  Though  she  is  my  sister,"
  Stepa 

Arkadyevitch  pursued  "I  don't  hesitate  to  say  that  she'
s  a  r 
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larkable  woman.     But  you  will  se.e.     Her  position  is  very 
'ainful,  especially  now." 
"Why  especially  now?" 
"We  are  carrying  on  negotiations  with  her  husband  about 
divorce.  And  he's  agreed;  but  there  are  difficulties  in  re- 

ard  to  the  son,  and  the  business,  which  ought  to  have  been 
rranged  long  ago,  has  been  dragging  on  for  three  months 
ast.  As  soon  as  the  divorce  is  over,  she  will  marry  Vronsky. 
Low  stupid  these  old  ceremonies  are,  that  no  one  believes  in, 
nd  which  only  prevent  people  being  comfortable!"  Stepan 
rkadyevitch  put  in.  "Well,  then  their  position  will  be  as 
egular  as  mine,  as  yours." 
"What  is  the  difficulty?"  said  Levin. 
"Oh,  it's  a  long  and  tedious  story!  The  whole  business in  such  an  anomalous  position  with  us.  But  the  point 
she  has  been  for  three  months  in  Moscow,  where  every  one 

nows  her,  waiting  for  the  divorce;  she  goes  out  nowhere, 
?es  no  woman  except  Dolly,  because,  do  you  understand, 
le  doesn't  care  to  have  people  come  as  a  favor.  That  fool 
rincess  Varvara,  even  she  has  left  her,  considering  this  a 
reach  of  propriety.  Well,  you  see,  in  such  a  position  any 
;her  woman  would  not  have  found  resources  in  herself.  But 
9u'll  see  how  she  has  arranged  her  life— how  calm,  how ignified  she  is.  To  the  left,  in  the  crescent  opposite  the 
mrch!"  shouted  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  leaning  out  of  the 
indow.  "Phew!  how  hot  it  is!"  he  said,  in  spite  of  twelve agrees  of  frost,  flinging  his  open  overcoat  still  wider >en. 

But  she  has  a  daughter:  no  doubt  she's  busy  looking  after 
fl"  said  Levin. 
I  believe  you  picture  every  woman  simply  as  a  female, 

ie  couveuse,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "If  she's  occupied,' must  be  with  her  children.  No,  she  brings  her  up  capitally, 
believe,  but  one  doesn't  hear  about  her.  She's  busy,  in 
e  first  place,  with  what  she  writes.  I  see  you're  smiling 
Miically,  but  you  're  wrong.  She 's  writing  a  children 's  book, 
id  doesn't  talk  about  it  to  any  one,  but  she  read  it  to  me  and 
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I  gave  the  manuscript  to  Vorkuev     ...    you  know  tin 

publisher     .     .     .     and  he's  an  author  himself  too,  I  fancy
 

He  understands  those  things,  and  he  says  it's  a  remarka
bl. 

piece  of  work.    But  are  you  fancying  she's  an  author
ess ?- 

not  a  bit  of  it.     She's  a  woman  with  a  heart,  before  every 

thing,  but  you'll  see.    Now  she  has  a  little  English  girl  wit! 

her,  and  a  whole  family  she's  looking  after." 

' '  Oh,  something  in  a  philanthropic  way  ? " 

"Why,   you  will  look  at  everything  in  the  worst  light 

It's  not  from  philanthropy,  it's  from  the  heart.    They— tha 

is,  Vronsky— had  a  trainer,  an  Englishman,  first-rate  in  hi
 

own  line,  but  a  drunkard.    He's  completely  given  up  to  drm 

—delirium  tremens— and  the  family  were  cast  on  the  work 

She  saw  them,  helped  them,  got  more  and  more  int
ereste 

in  them,  and  now  the  whole  family  is  on  her  hands.    But  nc
 

by  way  of  patronage,  you  know,  helping  with  money;
  she. 

herself  preparing  the  boys  in  Russian  for  the  high  scho
ol,  an 

she's  taken  the  little  girl  to  live  with  her.    But  you'll  see  he
 

for  yourself."  -,     cu 
The  carriage  drove  into  the  courtyard,  and  bt

epa 

Arkadyevitch  rang  loudly  at  the  entrance  where  
sledges  wei 

standing.  i"1'*^'  'a** 
And  without  asking  the  servant  who  opened 

 the  doc 

whether  the  lady  were  at  home,  Stepan  Arkadye
vitch  walke 

into  the  hall.  Levin  followed  him,  more  and  mo
re  doubtri 

whether  he  was  doing  right  or  wrong. 

Looking  at  himself  in  the  glass,  Levin  noticed
  that  I 

was  red  in  the  face,  but  he  felt  certain  he  was 
 not  drun 

and  he  followed  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  up  the  ca
rpeted  stair 

At  the  top  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  inquired  o
f  the  footma 

who  bowed  to  him  as  to  an  intimate  friend,  wh
o  was  wii 

Anna  Arkadyevna,  and  received  the  answer  that
  it  was  I 

Vorkuev. 

"Where  are  they?" 
"In  the  study." 

Passing  through  the  dining-room,  a  room  no
t  very  larg 

with  dark  paneled  walls,   Stepan   Arkady
evilch  and   Lev 
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Walked  over  the  soft  carpet  to  the  half-dark  study,  lighted 
up  by  a  single  lamp  with  a  big  dark  shade.  Another  lamp 
with  a  reflector  was  hanging  on  the  wall,  lighting  up  a  big 
full-length  portrait  of  a  woman,  which  Levin  could  not  help 
looking  at.  It  was  the  portrait  of  Anna,  painted  in  Italy  by Mihailov.  While  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  went  behind  the  treil- 
lage,  and  the  man's  voice  which  had  been  speaking  paused, Levin  gazed  at  the  portrait,  which  stood  out  from  the  frame 
in  the  brilliant  light  thrown  on  it,  and  he  could  not  tear  him- 

self away  from  it.  He  positively  forgot  where  he  was,  and  not 
Bven  hearing  what  was  said,  he  could  not  take  his  eyes  off  the 
Marvelous  portrait.  It  was  not  a  picture,  but  a  living,  charm- 
ng  woman,  with  black  curling  hair,  with  bare  arms  and  shoul- 
lers,  with  a  pensive  smile  on  the  lips,  covered  with  soft  down ; 
.riumphantly  and  softly  she  looked  at  him  with  eyes  that 
)affled  him.  She  was  not  living  only  because  she  was  more beautiful  than  a  living  woman  can  be. 

"I  am  delighted !"  He  heard  suddenly  near  him  a  voice, mmistakably  addressing  him,  the  voice  of  the  very  woman 
\e  had  been  admiring  in  the  portrait.  Anna  had  come  from 
behind  the  treillage  to  meet  him,  and  Levin  saw  in  the  dim 
ight  of  the  study  the  very  woman  of  the  portrait,  in  a  dark 
>lue  shot  gown,  not  in  the  same  position  nor  with  the  same 
Expression,  but  with  the  same  perfection  of  beautv  which  the 
rtist  had  caught  in  the  portrait.  She  was  less  dazzling  in 
eality,  but,  on  the  other  hand,  there  was  something  fresh 
nd  seductive  in  the  living  woman  which  was  not  in  the Portrait. 

CHAPTER  X 

She  had  risen  to  meet  him,  not  concealing  her  pleasure  at 
semg  him;  and  in  the  quiet  ease  with  which  she  held  out 
er  little  vigorous  hand,  introduced  him  to  Vorkuev  and  in- 
icated  a  red-haired,  pretty  little  girl  who  was  sitting  at  work, 
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calling  her  her  pupil,  Levin  recognized  and  liked  the  manners  fe
 

of  a  woman  of  the  great  world,  always  self-possessed  and  « 
natural. 

"lam  delighted,  delighted,"  she  repeated,  and  on  her  lips  ■ 

these  simple  words  took  for  Levin's  ears  a  special  significance. 

"I  have  known  you  and  liked  you  a  long  while,  both  from  youi  A 

f riendship  with  Stiva  and  for  your  wife's  sake.  •.  .  .  I  knew  i 

her  for  a  very  short  time,  but  she  left  on  me  the  impression  oi  sp 

an  exquisite  flower,  simply  a  flower.  And  to  think  she  will  i 

soon  be  a  mother!" 

She  spoke  easily  and  without  haste,  looking  now  and  then  d 

from  Levin  to  her  brother,  and  Levin  felt  that  the  impression  p 

he  was  making  was  good,  and  he  felt  immediately  at  home, 

simple  and  happy  with  her,  as  though  he  had.  known  her  from childhood. 

< « Ivan  Petrovitch  and  I  settled  in  Alexey's  study,"  she  saic 

in  answer  to  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 's  question  whether  he  mighl 

smoke,  "just  so  as  to  be  able  to  smoke"— and  glancing  al 

Levin,  instead  of  asking  whether  he  would  smoke,  she  pull
ec 

closer  a  tortoise-shell  cigar-case  and  took  a  cigarette. 

"How  are  you  feeling  to-day?"  her  brother  asked  her. 

"Oh,  nothing.    Nerves,  as  usual. " 

"Yes,  isn't  it  extraordinarily  fine?"  said  Stepan  Arkadyei 

vitch,  noticing  that  Levin  was  scrutinizing  the  picture. 

"I  have  never  seen  a  better  portrait." 

1 '  And  extraordinarily  like,  isn  't  it  ! "  said  Vorkuev. 

Levin  looked  from  the  portrait  to  the  original.  A  p
eculia: 

brilliance  lighted  up  Anna's  face  when  she  felt  his  eyes 
 on  her 

Levin  flushed,  and  to  cover  his  confusion  would  
have  aske( 

whether  she  had  seen  Darya  Alexandrovna  lately;  but
  at  tha 

moment  Anna  spoke.  "We  were  just  talking,  Iva
n  Petrovitc, 

and  I,  of  Vashtchenkov's  last  pictures.  Have  you  seen 
 them  / 

"Yes,  I  have  seen  them,"  answered  Levin. 

"But,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  interrupted  you    .     .    .    y<* 
.<?  " were  saying  l 

Levin  asked  if  she  had  seen  Dolly  lately. 

'  ■  She  was  here  yesterday.    She  was  very  indignant  with  tft 
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high  school  people  on  Grisha's  account.  The  Latin  teacher,  it seems,  had  been  unf air-to  him. ' ' 

"Yes,  I  have  seen  his  pictures.  I  didn't  care  for  them  very 
much, ' '  Levin  went  back  to  the  subject  she  had  started. 

Levin  talked  now  not  at  all  with  that  purely  businesslike 
attitude  to  the  subject  with  which  he  had  been  talking  all  the 
morning.  Every  word  in  his  conversation  with  her  had  a 
special  significance.  And  talking  to  her  was  pleasant;  still 
pleasanter  it  was  to  listen  to  her. 

Anna  talked  not  merely  naturally  and  cleverly,  but  cleverly 
and  carelessly,  attaching  no  value  to  her  own  ideas  and  giving 
great  weight  to  the  ideas  of  the  person  she  was  talking  to. 

The  conversation  turned  on  the  new  movement  in  art,  on 
the  new  illustrations  of  the  Bible  by  a  French  artist.  Vorkuev 
attacked  the  artist  for  a  realism  carried  to  the  point  of coarseness. 

^  Levin  said  that  the  French  had  carried  conventionality 
further  than  any  one,  and  that  consequently  they  see  a  great 
merit  in  the  return  to  realism.  In  the  fact  of  not  lying  they 
see  poetry. 

Never  had  anj'thing  clever  said  by  Levin  given  him  so  much 
pleasure  as  this  remark.  Anna's  face  lighted  up  at  once,  as  at 
once  she  appreciated  the  thought.    She  laughed. 

"I  laugh,"  she  said,  "as  one  laughs  when  one  sees  a  very rue  portrait.  What  you  said  so  perfectly  hits  off  French  art 
now,  painting  and  literature  too,  indeed— Zola,  Daudet.  But 
perhaps  it  is  always  so,  that  men  form  their  conceptions  from 
Ictitious,  conventional  types,  and  then— all  the  combinaisons 
nade— they  are  tired  of  the  fictitious  figures  and  begin  to  in- 

dent more  natural,  true  figures." 
u  That's  perfectly  true,"  said  Vorkuev. 
"So  you've  been  at  the  club?"  she  said  to  her  brother. 
'Yes,  yes,  this  is  a  woman!"  Levin  thought,  forgetting limself  and  staring  persistently  at  her  lovely,  mobile  face, 

vhich  at  that  moment  was  all  at  once  completely  transformed! 
jevin  did  not  hear  what  she  was  talking  of  as  she  leaned  over 
o  her  brother,  but  he  was  struck  by  the  change  of  her  ex- 
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pression.  Her  face— so  handsome  a  moment  before  in  its 

repose— suddenly  wore  a  look  of  strange  curiosity,  anger,  and 

pride.  But  this  lasted  only  an  instant.  She  dropped  her  eye- 

lids, as  though  recollecting  something. 

"Oh,  well,  but  that's  of  no  interest  to  any  one,"  she  said, 
and  she  turned  to  the  English  girl. 

"Please  order  the  tea  in  the  drawing-room, ' '  she  said  in 
English. 

The  girl  got  up  and  went  out. 

"Well,  how  did  she  get  through  her  examination?"  asked 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"Splendidly!  She's  a  very  gifted  child  and  a  sweet  char- 

acter." 
"It  will  end  in  your  loving  her  more  than  your  own." 

"There  a  man  speaks.    In  love  there's  no  more  nor  less.    I 

love  my  daughter  with  one  love,  and  her  with  another." 

"  I  was  just  telling  Anna  Arkadyevna, ' '  said  Vorkuev, ' '  that 

if  she  were  to  put  a  hundredth  part  of  the  energy  she  devotes 

to  this  English  girl  to  the  public  question  of  the  education  of
 

Russian  children,  she  would  be  doing  a  great  and  useful 

work. " 

"Yes,  but  I  can't  help  it;  I  couldn't  do  it.  Count  Alexey 

Kirillovitch  urged  me  very  much"  (as  she  uttered  the  wordd 

Count  Alexey  Kirillovitch  she  glanced  with  appealing  timidity 

at  Levin,  and  he  unconsciously  responded  with  a  respectful 

and  reassuring  look),  "he  urged  me  to  take  up  the  school  mF 

the  village.  I  visited  it  several  times.  The  children  wer
e 

very  nice,  but  I  could  not  feel  drawn  to  the  work.  You  speak 

of  energy.  Energy  rests  upon  love ;  and  come  as  it  will,  there's 
no  forcing  it.    I  took  to  this  child— I  could  not  myself  say 

why." 
And  she  glanced  again  at  Levin.  And  her  smile  and  nei 

glance— all  told  him  that  it  was  to  him  only  she  was  address- 

ing her  words,  valuing  his  good  opinion,  and  at  the  same 

time  sure  beforehand  that  they  understood  each  other. 

"I  quite  understand  that,"  Levin  answered.  "It's  impos
- 

sible to  give  one's  Jieart  to  a  school  or  such  institutions  ir 
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general,  and  I  believe  that  that's  just  why  philanthropic  insti- 
tutions always  give  such  poor  results. ' ' 

She  was  silent  for  a  while,  then  she  smiled. 

" Yes,  yes,"  she  agreed;  "I  never  could.  Jen'ai  pas  le  cceur assez  large  to  love  a  whole  asylum  of  horrid  little  girls.  Cela 
ne  m'a  jamais  reussi.  There  are  so  many  women  who  have made  themselves  une  position  sociale  in  that  way.  And  now 
more  than  ever,"  she  said  with  a  mournful,  confiding  expres- 

sion, ostensibly  addressing  her  brother,  but  unmistakably  in- 
tending her  words  only  for  Levin,  "now  when  I  have  such 

need  of  some  occupation,  I  cannot."  And  suddenly  frowning 
(Levin  saw  that  she  was  frowning  at  herself  for  talking  about 
herself)  she  changed  the  subject.  "I  know  about  you,"  she 
said  to  Levin ;  "that  you're  not  a  public-spirited  citizen,  and  I have  defended  you  to  the  best  of  my  ability." 

* '  How  have  you  defended  me  ? ' ' 

"Oh,  according  to  the  attacks  made  on  you.  But  won't  you 
have  some  tea?"  She  rose  and  took  up  a  book  bound  in morocco. 

"Give  it  to  me,  Anna  Arkadyevna,"  said  Vorkuev,  indicat- 
ing the  book.    "  It 's  well  worth  taking  up. ' ' 

1 '  Oh,  no,  it 's  all  so  sketchy. ' ' 
ill  told  him  about  it,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  said  to  his  sis- ter, nodding  at  Levin. 

"You  shouldn't  have.  My  writing  is  something  after  the fashion  of  those  little  baskets  and  carving  which  Liza  Mertsa- 
lov  used  to  sell  me  from  the  prisons.  She  had  the  direction  of 
the  prison  department  in  that  society,"  she  turned  to  Levin; 
"and  they  were  miracles  of  patience,  the  work  of  those  poor Wretches." 

And  Levin  saw  a  new  trait  in  this  woman,  who  attracted 
him  so  extraordinarily.  Besides  wit,  grace,  and  beauty,  she 
had  truth.  She  had  no  wish  to  hide  from  him  all  the  bitterness 
of  her  position.  As  she  said  that  she  sighed,  and  her  face  sud- 

denly taking  a  hard  expression,  looked  as  it  were  turned  to 
stone.  With  that  expression  on  her  face  she  was  more  beauti- 

ful than  ever ;  but  the  expression  was  new ;  it  was  utterly  un- 
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like  that  expression,  radiant  with  happiness  and  creating  hap- 

piness, which  had  been  caught  by  the  painter  in  her  portrait. 
Levin  looked  more  than  once  at  the  portrait  and  at  her  figure, 

as  taking  her  brother's  arm  she  walked  with  him  to  the  high 
doors,  and  he  felt  for  her  a  tenderness  and  pity  at  which  he 
wondered  himself. 

She  asked  Levin  and  Vorkuev  to  go  into  the  drawing-room 

while  she  stayed  behind  to  say  a  few  words  to  her  brother. 

" About  her  divorce,  about  Vronsky,  and  what  he's  doing  at 

the  club,  about  me?"  wondered  Levin.  And  he  was  so  keenly 
interested  by  the  question  of  what  she  was  saying  to  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch,  that  he  scarcely  heard  what  Vorkuev  was  tell- 

ing him  of  the  qualities  of  the  story  for  children  Anna  Arkad- 
yevna  had  written. 

At  tea  the  same  pleasant  sort  of  talk,  full  of  interesting  mat 

ter,  continued.  There  was  not  a  single  instant  when  a  subjed 

for  conversation  was  to  seek ;  on  the  contrary,  it  was  felt  tha: 

one  had  hardly  time  to  say  what  one  had  to  say,  and  eagerlj 

held  back  to  hear  what  the  others  were  saying.  And  all  tha' 

was  said,  not  only  by  her,  but  by  Vorkuev  and  Stepan  Arkad 

yeviteh— all,  so  it  seemed  to  Levin,  gained  peculiar  significant 

from  her  appreciation  and  her  criticism.  While  he  followec 

this  interesting  conversation,  Levin  was  all  the  time  admirinj 

her— her  beauty,  her  intelligence,  her  culture,  and  at  the  sann 

time  her  directness  and  genuine  depth  of  feeling.  He  listenec 

and  talked,  and  all  the  while  he  was  thinking  of  her  inner  life 

trying  to  divine  her  feelings.  And  though  he  had  judged  he: 

so  severely  hitherto,  now  by  some  strange  chain  of  reasoninj 

he  was  justifying  her  and  also  sorry  for  her,  and  afraid  tha 

Vronsky  did  not  fully  understand  her.  At  eleven  o'clock 
when  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  got  up  to  go  (Vorkuev  had  lef 

earlier),  it  seemed  to  Levin  that  he  had  only  just  come.  He 

gretfully  Levin  too  rose. 

' ' Good-bye,' '  she  said,  holding  his  hand  and  glancing  hit 

his  face  with  a  winning  look.    "lam  very  glad  que  la  glace  e* 99 

rompue. 

She  dropped  his  hand,  and  half  closed  her  eyes. 
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"Tell  your  wife  that  I  love  her  as  before,  and  that  if  she 
cannot  pardon  me  my  position,  then  my  wish  for  her  is  that 
she  may  never  pardon  it.  To  pardon  it,  one  must  go  through 
what  I  have  gone  through,  and  may  God  spare  her  that." 

"Certainly,  yes,  I  will  tell  her  .  .  ."  Levin  said,  blush- 
ing. 

CHAPTER  XI 

"What  a  marvelous,  sweet  and  unhappy  woman!"  he  was 
thinking,  as  he  stepped  out  into  the  frosty  air  with  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch. 

"Well,  didn't  I  tell  you?"  said  Stefan  Arkadyevitch,  see- 
ing that  Levin  had  been  completely  won  over. 

"Yes,"  said  Levin  dreamily,  ''an  extraordinary  woman! 
It's  not  her  cleverness,  but  she  has  such  wonderful  depth  of 
feeling.    I  'm  awfully  sorry  for  her ! ' ' 

"Now,  please  God,  everything  will  soon  be  settled.  Well, 
well,  don't  be  hard  on  people  in  future,"  said  Stepan  Arkad- 

yevitch, opening  the  carriage  door.  "Good-bye;  we  don't  go 
the  same  way." 

Still  thinking  of  Anna,  of  everything,  even  the  simplest 
phrase  in  their  conversation  with  her,  and  recalling  the 
minutest  changes  in  her  expression,  entering  more  and  more 
into  her  position,  and  feeling  sympathy  for  her,  Levin  reached 
home. 

•  ••.... 

At  home  Kouzma  told  Levin  that  Katerina  Alexandrovna 
was  quite  well,  and  that  her  sisters  had  not  long  been  gone, 
and  he  handed  him  two  letters.  Levin  read  them  at  once  in 
the  hall,  that  he  might  not  overlook  them  later.  One  was  from 
Sokolov,  his  bailiff.  Sokolov  wrote  that  the  corn  could  not  be 
Isold,  that  it  was  fetching  only  five  and  a  half  roubles,  and 
that  more  than  that  could  not  be  got  for  it.  The  other  letter 
was  from  his  sister.  She  scolded  him  for  her  business  being 
still  unsettled. 
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"Well,  we  must  sell  it  at  five  and  a  half  if  we  can't  get 

more,"  Levin  decided  the  first  question,  which  had  always  be- 

fore seemed  such  a  weighty  one,  with  extraordinary  facility  on 

the  spot.    "It's  extraordinary  how  all  one's  time  is  taken  up 

here, ' '  he  thought,  considering  the  second  letter.    He  felt  him- 

self to  blame  for  not  having  got  done  what  his  sister  had  asked 

him  to  do  for  her.    "To-day,  again,  I've  not  been  to  the  court, 

but  to-day  I've  certainly  not  had  time."    And  resolving  t
hat 

he  would  not  fail  to  do  it  next  day,  he  went  up  to  his  wife
. 

As  he  went  in,  Levin  rapidly  ran  through  mentally  the  da
y 

he  had  spent.    All  the  events  of  the  day  were  conver
sations, 

conversations  he  had  heard  and  taken  part  in.     All  the 
 con- 

versations  were  upon  subjects  which,  if  he  had  been  al
one  at 

home,  he  would  never 'have  taken  up,  but  here  they  were  v
ery 

interesting.    And  all  these  conversations  were  right  
enough, 

only  in  two  places  there  was  something  not  quite  right
.    One 

was  what  he  had  said  about  the  carp,  the  other  
was  some- 

thing not  "quite  the  thing"  in  the  tender  sympathy  he  was 
feeling  for  Anna.  . 

Levin  found  his  wife  low-spirited  and  dull.  The 
 dinner  of 

the  three  sisters  had  gone  off  very  well,  but  the
n  they  had 

waited  and  waited  for  him,  all  of  them  had  felt  du
ll,  the  sisters 

had  departed,  and  she  had  been  left  alone. 

"Well  and  what  have  you  been  doing?"  she  a
sked  him, 

looking  straight  into  his  eyes,  which  shone  w
ith  rather  a  sus- 

picious  brightness.  But  that  she  might  not  p
revent  his  telling 

her  everything,  she  concealed  her  close  scruti
ny  of  him,  anc 

with  an  approving  smile  listened  to  his  account
  of  how  he  hac 

spent  the  evening.  :'     _ 

"Well  I'm  very  glad  I  met  Vronsky.  I  felt  quite 
 at  east 

and  natural  with  him.  You  understand,  I  shall  
try  not  to  se< 

him,  but  I'm  glad  that  this  awkwardness  is  all 
 over,  he  said 

and  remembering  that  by  way  of  trying  not  to  
see  him  he  hac 

immediately  gone  to  call  on  Anna,  he  blushe
d  ̂ e  tall 

about  the  peasants  drinking;  I  don't  know  
which  drinks  most 

the  peasantry  or  our  own  class;  the  peasant
s  do  on  holidays 

but     .     .     ." 
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But  Kitty  took  not  the  slightest  interest  in  discussing  the 
drinking  habits  of  the  peasants.  She  saw  that  he  blushed,  and 
she  wanted  to  know  why. 

' '  Well,  and  then  where  did  you  go  ? ' ' 
"Stiva  urged  me  awfully  to  go  and  see  Anna  Arkadyevna. ' ' And  as  he  said  this,  Levin  blushed  even  more,  and  his  doubts 

as  to  whether  he  had  done  right  in  going  to  see  Anna  were 
settled  once  for  all.  He  knew  now  that  he  ought  not  to  have done  so. 

Kitty's  eyes  opened  in  a  curious  way  and  gleamed  at  Anna's name,  but  controlling  herself  with  an  effort,  she  concealed  her 
emotion  and  deceived  him. 

"  Oh ! ' '  was  all  she  said. 

"I'm  sure  you  won't  be  angry  at  my  going.  Stiva  begged me  to,  and  Dolly  wished  it,"  Levin  went  on. 
"Oh,  no!"  she  said,  but  he  saw  in  her  eyes  a  constraint  that boded  him  no  good. 

"She  is  a  very  sweet,  very,  very  unhappy,  good  woman," lie  said,  telling  her  about  Anna,  her  occupations,  and  what  she had  told  him  to  say  to  her. 

'Yes,  of  course,  she  is  very  much  to  be  pitied,"  said  Kitty, when  he  had  finished.    ''Whom  was  your  letter  from?" 
He  told  her,  and  believing  in  her  calm  tone,  he  went  to shange  his  coat. 

Coming  back,  he  found  Kitty  in  the  same  easy-chair.  When 
tie  went  up  to  her,  she  glanced  at  him  and  broke  into  sobs. 

f^Whatf  what  is  it  ?"  he  asked,  knowing  beforehand  what. 
"You're  in  love  with  that  hateful  woman ;  she  has  bewitched Yoxil  I  saw  it  in  your  eyes.  Yes,  yes!  What  can  it  all  lead 

o?  You  were  drinking  at  the  club,  drinking  and  gambling, 
md  then  you  went  ...  to  her  of  all  people!  No,  we 
nustgoaway.     .     .     .     I  shall  go  away  to-morrow. " 
It  was  a  long  while  before  Levin  could  soothe  his  wife.  At 

Jist  he  succeeded  in  calming  her,  only  by  confessing  that  a 
reeling  of  pity,  in  conjunction  with  the  wine  he  had  drunk, 
lad  been  too  much  for  him,  that  he  had  succumbed  to  Anna's 
irtful  influence,  and  that  he  would  avoid  her.    One  thing  he 
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did  with  more  sincerity  confess  to  was  that  living  so  long  in 

Moscow,  a  life  of  nothing  but  conversation,  eating  and  drink- 

ing, he  was  degenerating.    They  talked  till  three  o'clock  in  the  , 
morning.    Only  at  three  o'clock  they  were  sufficiently  recon 
ciled  to  be  able  to  go  to  sleep. 

CHAPTER  XII 

After  taking  leave  of  her  guests',  Anna  did  not  sit  down,  but 
began  walking  up  and  down  the  room.  She  had  unconsciously! 
the  whole  evening  done  her  utmost  to  arouse  in  Levin  a  feeling 
of  love — as  of  late  she  had  fallen  into  doing  with  all  young 
men — and  she  knew  she  had  attained  her  aim,  as  far  as  was 

possible  in  one  evening,  with  a  married  and  conscientious  man. 
She  liked  him  indeed  extremely,  and,  in  spite  of  the  striking 

difference,  from  the  masculine  point  of  view,  between  Vronsky 

and  Levin,  as  a  woman  she  saw  something  they  had  in  common, 

which  had  made  Kitty  able  tp  love  both.  Yet  as  soon  as  he 

was  out  of  the  room,  she  ceased  to  think  of  him. 

One  thought,  and  one  only,  pursued  her  in  different  forms, 

and  refused  to  be  shaken  off.  "If  I  have  so  much  effect  on 
others,  on  this  man,  who  loves  his  home  and  his  wife,  why  is  it 
he  is  so  cold  to  me?  .  .  .  not  cold  exactly,  he  loves  me,  I 

know  that!  But  something  new  is  drawing  us  apart  now. 

Why  wasn't  he  here  all  the  evening'?  He  told  Stiva  to  say  he 
could  not  leave  Yashvin,  and  must  watch  over  his  play.  Is 

Yashvin  a  child?  But  supposing  it's  true.  He  never  tells  a 

lie.  But  there's  something  else  in  it  if  it's  true.  He  is  glad  oi 
an  opportunity  of  showing  me  that  he  has  other  duties;  1 

know  that,  I  submit  to  that.  But  why  prove  that  to  me?  He 

wants  to  show  me  that  his  love  for  me  is  not  to  interfere  with 

his  freedom.  But  I  need  no  proofs,  I  need  love.  He  oughtM 

understand  all  the  bitterness  of  this  life  for  me  here  in  Mos- 
cow. Is  this  life  ?  I  am  not  living,  but  waiting  for  an  event, 

which  is  continually  put  off  and  put  off.    No  answer  again! 
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ind  Stiva  says  he  cannot  go  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.    And 

can't  write  again.  I  can  do  nothing,  can  begin  nothing,  can 
liter  nothing ;  I  hold  myself  in,  I  wait,  inventing  amusements 

for  myself — the  English  family,  writing,  reading — but  it 's  all 
lot  hing  but  a  sham,  it 's  all  the  same  as  morphine.  He  ought 
o  feel  for  me, ' '  she  said,  feeling  tears  of  self-pity  coming  into 
ler  eyes. 

She  heard  Vronsky's  abrupt  ring  and  hurriedly  dried  her 
;ears — not  only  dried  her  tears,  but  sat  down  by  a  lamp  and 
)pened  a  book,  affecting  composure.  She  wanted  to  show  him 
:hat  she  was  displeased  that  he  had  not  come  home  as  he  had 

promised — displeased  only,  and  not  on  any  account  to  let  him 
see  her  distress,  and  least  of  all,  her  self-pity.  She  might  pity 
lerself,  but  he  must  not  pity  her.  She  did  not  want  strife,  she 
blamed  him  for  wanting  to  quarrel,  but  unconsciously  put  her- 
;elf  into  an  attitude  of  antagonism. 

"Well,  you've  not  been  dull?"  he  said,  eagerly  and  good- 
mmoredly,  going  up  to  her.  ' '  What  a  terrible  passion  it  is — 
'ambling ! ' ' 

"No,  I've  not  been  dull;  I've  learned  long  ago  not  to  be 
lull.    Stiva  has  been  here  and  Levin." 

"Yes,  they  meant  to  come  and  see  you.  Well,  how  did  you 
ike  Levin?"  he  said,  sitting  down  beside  her. 

"Very  much.  They  have  not  long  been  gone.  What  was 
fashvin  doing?" 
"He  was  winning — seventeen  thousand.  I  got  him  away. 

3e  had  really  started  home,  but  he  went  back  again,  and  now 

ie's  losing." 
"Then  what  did  you  stay  for?"  she  asked,  suddenly  lifting 

ler  eyes  to  him.  The  expression  of  her  face  was  cold  and  un- 

gracious. "You  told  Stiva  you  were  staying  on  to  get  Yashvin 
iway.    And  you  have  left  him  there." 
The  same  expression  of  cold  readiness  for  the  conflict  ap- 

)eared  on  his  face  too. 

"In  the  first  place,  I  did  not  ask  him  to  give  you  any  mes- 
age;  and  secondly,  I  never  tell  lies.  But  what's  the  chief 
)oint,  I  wanted  to  stay,  and  I  stayed,"  he  said,  frowning. 
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"Anna,  what  is  it  for,  why  will  your'  he  said  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence,  bending  over  towards  her,  and  he  opened  his 

hand,  hoping  she  would  lay  hers  in  it. 

She  was  glad  of  this  appeal  for  tenderness.  But  some 

strange  force  of  evil  would  not  let  her  give  herself  up  to  her 

feelings,  as  though  the  rules  of  warfare  would  not  permit  her 
to  surrender. 

4 'Of  course  you  wanted  to  stay,  and  you  stayed.  You  do 

everything  you  want  to.  But  what  do  you  tell  me  that  for? 

With  what  object?"  she  said,  getting  more  and  more  excited. 

< '  Does  any  one  contest  your  rights !  But  you  want  to  be  right, 

and  you  're  welcome  to  be  right. 

His  hand  closed,  he  turned  away,  and  his  face  wore  a  still 

more  obstinate  expression. 

"For  you  it's  a  matter  of  obstinacy,"  she  said,  watching 

him  intently  and  suddenly  finding  the  right  word  for  that 

expression  that  irritated  her,  "simply  obstinacy.  For  you 

it's  a  question  of  whether  you  keep  the  upper  hand  of  me, 

while  for  me  .  .  ."  Again  she  felt  sorry  for  herself,  and 

she  almost  burst  into  tears.  "If  you  knew  what  it  is  for  me! 

When  I  feel  as  I  do  now  that  you  are  hostile,  yes,  hostile  
to 

me  if  you  knew  what  this  means  for  me!  If  you  k
new 

how  I  feel  on  the  brink  of  calamity  at  this  instant,  
how 

afraid  I  am  of  myself!"    And  she  turned  away,  hiding  
her 

"°"But  what  are  you  talking  about?"  he  said,  horrified  at  her 

expression  of  despair,  and  again  bending  over  her,  
he  took 

her  hand  and  kissed  it.  "  What  is  it  for  ?  Do  I  seek  
amuse- 

ments   outside   our   home?     Don't   I    avoid   the   society   ot 

women  ? ' ' 

1 '  Well,  yes !    If  that  were  all ! "  she  said. 

"Come,  tell  me  what  I  ought  to  do  to  give  you  peace  of 

mind?  I  am  ready  to  do  anything  to  make  you  happy,"  h
e 

said,  touched  by  her  expression  of  despair;  "what  woul
dn  1 1 

do  to  save  you  from  distress  of  any  sort,  as  now,  Anna!     he 

ai"It's  nothing,  nothing!"  she  said.    "I  don't  know  myself 
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whether  it's  the  solitary  life,  my  nerves  .  .  .  Come,  don 't 
let  us  talk  of  it.  What  about  the  race?  You  haven't  told 

me!"  she  inquired,  trying  to  conceal  her  triumph  at  the  vic- tory, which  had  anyway  been  on  her  side. 

He  asked  for  supper,  and  began  telling  her  about  the  races; 
but  in  his  tone,  in  his  eyes,  which  became  more  and  more  cold, 
she  saw  that  he  did  not  forgive  her  for  her  victory,  that  the 
feeling  of  obstinacy  with  which  she  had  been  struggling  had 
asserted  itself  again  in  him.  He  was  colder  to  her  than  be- 

fore, as  though  he  were  regretting  his  surrender.  And  she, 
remembering  the  words  that  had  given  her  the  victory,  "Low 
I  feel  on  the  brink  of  calamity,  how  afraid  I  am  of  myself," 
saw  that  this  weapon  was  a  dangerous  one,  and  that  it  could 
not  be  used  a  second  time.  And  she  felt  that  beside  the  love 
that  bound  them  together  there  had  grown  up  between  them 
some  evil  spirit  of  strife,  which  she  could  not  exorcise  from 
his,  and  still  less  from  her  own  heart. 

CHAPTER  XIII 

There  are  no  conditions  to  which  a  man  cannot  become 
ased,  especially  if  he  sees  that  all  around  him  are  living  in 
the  same  way.  Levin  could  not  have  believed  three  months 
)ef ore  that  he  could  have  gone  quietly  to  sleep  in  the  condition 
n  which  he  was  that  day,  that  leading  an  aimless,  irrational 
tife,  living  too  beyond  his  means,  after  drinking  to  excess  (he 
?ould  not  call  what  happened  at  the  club  anything  else),  form- 
ng  inappropriately  friendly  relations  with  a  man  with  whom 
lis  wife  had  once  been  in  love,  and  a  still  more  inappropriate 
lall  upon  a  woman  who  could  only  be  called  a  lost  woman, 
ifter  being  fascinated  by  that  woman  and  causing  his  wife 
listress— he  could  still  go  quietly  to  sleep.  But  under  the  in- 
uence  of  fatigue,  a  sleepless  night,  and  the  wine  he  had 
Irunk,  his  sleep  was  sound  and  untroubled. 
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At  five  o'clock  the  creak  of  a  door  opening  waked  him.  He 

jumped  up  and  looked  round.  Kitty  was  not  in  bed  beside 

him.  But  there  was  a  light  moving  behind  the  screen,  and  he 
heard  her  steps. 

"What  is  it?     .     .     .    what  is  it?"  he  said,  half -asleep. 

"Kitty!    What  is  it?" 
"Nothing,"  she  said,  coming  from  behind  the  screen  with  a 

candle  in  her  hand.  "I  felt  unwell,"  she  said,  smiling  a  par- 

ticularly sweet  and  meaning  smile. 

"What?  has  it  begun?"  he  said  in  terror.  "We  ought  tc 

send     .     .     . "  and  hurriedly  he  reached  after  his  clothes. 

"No,  no,"  she  said,  smiling  and  holding  his  hand.  "It| 

sure  to  be  nothing.    I  was  rather  unwell,  only  a  little.    It'* 

all  over  now." 

And  getting  into  bed,  she  blew  out  the  candle,  lay  down  and 

was  still.  Though  he  thought  her  stillness  suspicious,  as 

though  she  were  holding  her  breath,  and  still  more  suspici
on* 

the  expression  of  peculiar  tenderness  and  excitement 
 wit! 

which,  as  she  came  from  behind  the  screen,  she  said  "  n
othing, ' 

•  he  was  so  sleepy  that  he  fell  asleep  at  once.  Only  later  h
( 

remembered  the  stillness  of  her  breathing,  and  understoo
d  al 

that  must  have  been  passing  in  her  sweet,  precious  hea
rt  whil< 

she  lay  beside  him,  not  stirring,  in  anticipation  of  the
  greates 

event  in  a  woman's  life.  At  seven  o'clock  he  was  waked
  bj 

the  touch  of  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  a  gentle  wh
isper 

She  seemed  struggling  between  regret  at  waking  him,  
and  th< 

desire  to  talk  to  him.  _ 

"Kostya,    don't    be    frightened.     It's    all    right.    But 

fancy     .     .     .     We  ought  to  send  for  Lizaveta 
 Petrovna.' 

The  candle  was  lighted  again.  She  was  sitting  up  in  be
d 

holding  some  knitting,  which  she  had  been  busy  upon 
 durini 

the  last  few  days. 

"Please,  don't  be  frightened,  it's  all  right.  I  m  not  a  bi 

afraid,"  she  said,  seeing  his  scared  face,  and  she  press
ed  hi 

hand  to  her  bosom  and  then  to  her  lips. 

He  hurriedly  jumped  up,  hardly  awake,  and  kept  h
is  eye 

fixed  on  her,  as  he  put  on  his  dressing-gown;  then  h
e  stopped 
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still  looking  at  her.  He  had  to  go,  but  he  could  not  tear  him- 
self from  her  eyes.  He  thought  he  loved  her  face,  knew  her 

expression,  her  eyes,  but  never  had  he  seen  it  like  this.  How 
hateful  and  horrible  he  seemed  to  himself,  thinking  of  the  dis- 

tress he  had  caused  her  yesterday.  Her  flushed  face,  fringed 
with  soft  curling  hair  under  her  night-cap,  was  radiant  with 

a  joy  and  courage. 

Though  there  was  so  little  that  was  complex  or  artificial  in 
Kitty's  character  in  general,  Levin  was  struck  by  what  was tl  [revealed  now,  when  suddenly  all  disguises  were  thrown  off 
and  the  very  kernel  of  her  soul  shone  in  her  eyes.     And  in 

t|  this  simplicity  and  nakedness  of  her  soul,  she,  the  very  woman 
t|  lie  loved  in  her,  was  more  manifest  than  ever.     She  looked  at 
him,  smiling;  but  all  at  once  her  brows  twitched,  she  threw 

i  up  her  head,  and  going  quickly  up  to  him,  clutched  his  hand 
,  ind  pressed  close  up  to  him,  breathing  her  hot  breath  upon 
!  um.    She  was  in  pain  and  was,  as  it  were,  complaining  to  him 
)f  her  suffering.     And  for  the  first  minute,  from  habit,  it 
jeemed  to  him  that  he  was  to  blame.     But  in  her  eyes  there 
vas  a  tenderness  that  told  him  that  she  was  far  from  reproach- 
ng  him,  that  she  loved  him  for  her  sufferings.     "If  not  I, 
vho  is  to  blame  for  it?"  he  thought  unconsciously,  seeking ome  one  responsible  for  this  suffering  for  him  to  punish;  but 
here  was  no  one  responsible.     She  was  suffering,  complain- 
ng,  and  triumphing  in  her  sufferings,  and  rejoicing  in  them, 
,nd  loving  them.     He  saw  that  something  sublime  was  being -ccomplished  in  her  soul,  but  what?     He  could  not  make  it 
ut.     It  was  beyond  his  understanding. 
ul  have  sent  to  mamma.    You  go  quickly  to  fetch  Lizaveta 

'etrovna    .     .     .     Kostya!     .     .     .     Nothing,  it's  over." She  moved  away  from  him  and  rang  the  bell. 
''Well,  go  now;  Pasha's  coming.     I  am  all  right." And  Levin  saw  with  astonishment  that  she  had  taken  up 

he  knitting  she  had  brought  in  in  the  night  and  had  begun 'orking  at  it  again. 
As  Levin  was  going  out  of  one  door,  he  heard  the  maid- 

srvant  come  in  at  the  other.     He  stood  at  the  door  and  heard 
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Kitty  giving  exact  directions  to  the  maid,  and  beginning  
to 

help  her  move  the  bedstead. 

He  dressed,  and  while  they  were  putting  in  his  horses,  as  a 

hired  sledge  was  not  to  be  seen  yet,  he  ran  again  up  to  the 

bedroom,  not  on  tiptoe,  it  seemed  to  him,  but  on  wings.  Twc 

maid-servants  were  carefully  moving  something  in  the  bed- room. 

Kitty  was  walking  about  knitting  rapidly  and  giving  dire
c- 

tions.  . 

"I'm  going  for  the  doctor.  They  have  sent  for  Lizavetg 

Petrovna,  but  I'll  go  on  there  too.  Isn't  there  anything
 

wanted !     Yes,  shall  I  go  to  Dolly  's  V ' 
She  looked  at  him,   obviously  not  hearing  what  he  wa* 

saying.  . 

"Yes,  yes.    Do  go,"  she  said  quickly,  frowning  and  waving 
her  hand  to  him. 

He  had  just  gone  into  the  drawing-room,  when  sudden
ly  i 

plaintive  moan  sounded  from  the  bedroom,  smot
hered  m 

stantly.    He  stood  still,  and  for  a  long  while  he  could
  not  un 

derstand.  _    ■    '  , .         .J 

"Yes,  that  is  she,"  he  said  to  himself,  and  clutching  at  l
ui 

head  he  ran  down-stairs. 

'  <  Lord  have  mercy  on  us !  pardon  us !  aid  us !  he  repeat* 

the  words  that  for  some  reason  came  suddenly  
to  his  lips 

And  he,  an  unbeliever,  repeated  these  words  not 
 with  his  lip 

only  At  that  instant  he  knew  that  all  his  doub
ts,  even  th 

impossibility  of  believing  with  his  reason,  of  
which  he  wa 

aware  in  himself,  did  not  in  the  least  hinder  hi
s  turning  t 

God  All  of  that  now  floated  out  of  his  soul  
like  dust.  1 

whom  was  he  to  turn  if  not  to  Him  in  whose  
hands  he  fel 

himself,  his  soul,  and  his  love? 

The  horse  was  not  yet  ready,  but  feeling  a  pec
uliar  concen 

tration  of  his  physical  forces  and  his  intellect  o
n  what  he  na< 

to  do,  he  started  off  on  foot  without  waiting  for 
 the  horse,  an. 

told  Kouzma  to  overtake  him.  . 

At  the  corner  he  met  a  night  cabman  drivi
ng  hurnealj 

In  the  little  sledge,  wrapped  in  a  velvet  clo
ak,  sat  Lizavet 



ee 
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Petrovna  with  a  kerchief  round  her  head.     "Thank  God! 
thank  God!"  he  said,  overjoyed  to  recognize  her  little  fair 
iface  which  wore  a  peculiarly  serious,  even  stern  expression. ;«  Telling  the  driver  not  to  stop,  he  ran  along  beside  her 

"For  two  hours,  then?    Not  more?"  she  inquired.'    "You 4 should  let  Pyotr  Dmitrievitch  know,  but  don't  hurry  him And  get  some  opium  at  the  chemist's." 

"So  you  think  that  it  may  go  on  well?    Lord  have  mercy 
mi  us  and  help  us!"  Levin  said,  seeing  his  own  horse  driving "  rat  of  the  gate.  Jumping  into  the  sledge  beside  Kouzma  he !l;old  him  to  drive  to  the  doctor's. 

CHAPTER  XIV 

The  doctor  was  not  yet  up,  and  the  footman  said  that  "he 
lad  been  up  late,  and  had  given  orders  not  to  be  waked  but 
wrald  get  up  soon."  The  footman  was  cleaning  the  lamp- nimneys,  and  seemed  very  busy  about  them.  This  concen- 
ration  of  the  footman  upon  his  lamps,  and  his  indifference  to 
/hat  was  passing  in  Levin,  at  first  astounded  him,  but  imme- liately  on  considering  the  question  he  realized  that  no  one 
iiew  or  was  bound  to  know  his  feelings,  and  that  it  was  all 
he  more  necessary  to  act  calmly,  sensibly,  and  resolutely  to rt  through  this  wall  of  indifference  and  attain  his  aim. 

Don't  be  m  a  hurry  or  let  anything  slip,"  Levin  said  to miself,  feeling  a  greater  and  greater  flow  of  physical  energy nd  attention  to  all  that  lay  before  him  to  do. 
Having  ascertained  that  the  doctor  was  not  getting  up 

-evm  considered  various  plans,  and  decided  on  the  following ie;  that  Kouzma  should  go  for  another  doctor,  while  he  him- 
df  should  go  to  the  chemist's  for  opium,  and  if  when  he  came 
ick  the  doctor  had  not  yet  begun  to  get  up,  he  would  either 
y  tipping  the  footman,  or  by  force,  wake  the  doctor  at  all azards. 
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At  the  chemist's  the  lank  shopman  sealed  up  a  packet  05 

powders  for  a  coachman  who  stood  waiting,  and  refused  hin 

opium  with  the  same  callousness  with  which  the  doctor's  foot
 

man   had   cleaned  his  lamp-chimneys.    Trying  not   to   ge 

flurried  or  out  of  temper,  Levin  mentioned  the  names  of  th« 

doctor  and  midwife,   and  explaining  what  the  opium  wa 

needed  for,  tried  to  persuade  him.     The  assistant  inquired  n 

German  whether  he  should  give  it,  and  receiving  an  affirmative 

reply  from  behind  the  partition,  he  took  out  a  bottle  and  ; 

funnel,  deliberately  poured  the  opium  from  a  bigger  bottl 

into  a  little  one,  stuck  on  a  label,  sealed  it  up,  in  spite  o 

Levin's  request  that  he  would  not  do  so,  and  was  about  t 

wrap  it  up  too.     This  was  more  than  Levin  could  stand ;  h 

took  the  bottle  firmly  out  of  his  hands,  and  ran  to  the  big  glas 

doors.     The  doctor  was  not  even  now  getting  up,  and  th 

footman,  busy  now  in  putting  down  the  rugs,  refused  to  wak 

him.    Levin  deliberately  took  out  a  ten-rouble  note,  and  care
 

f ul  to  speak  slowly,  though  losing  no  time  over  the  business
,  b 

handed  him  the  note,  and  explained  that  Pyotr  Dmitn
evitc 

(what  a  great  and  important  personage  he  seemed  to
  Levi 

now  this  Pyotr  Dmitrieviteh,  who  had  been  of  so  lit
tle  coi 

sequence  in  his  eyes  before!)   had  promised  to  come  at
  an 

time;  that  he  would  certainly  not  be  angry;  and  that  he  
mui 

therefore  wake  him  at  once.  . 

The  footman  agreed,  and  went  up-stairs,  taking  Lev
in  ml 

the  waiting-room. 

Levin  could  hear  through  the  door  the  doctor 
 coughmj 

moving  about,  washing,  and  saying  something. 
 Three  mmuti 

passed;  it  seemed  to  Levin  that  more  than  an  ho
ur  had  gor 

by.     He  could  not  wait  any  longer. 

-Pyotr  Dmitrieviteh,  Pyotr  Dmitrieviteh!"  he  sai
d  in  i 

imploring  voice  at  the  open  door.  "For  God'
s  sake,  forgii 

me!     See  me  as  you  are.     It's  been  going  on  more
  than  t* 

hours  already."  .  , 

-In  a  minute;  in  a  minute!"  answered  a  voice,  and  to  n 

amazement  Levin  heard  that  the  doctor  was  smili
ng  as  1 

spoke. 
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"For  one  instant." 
"Ina  minute." 

Two  minutes  more  passed  while  the  doctor  was  putting  on 
lis  boots,  and  two  minutes  more  while  the  doctor  put  on  his bat  and  combed  his  hair. 

"Pyotr  Dmitrievitch!"  Levin  was  beginning  again  in  a ilaintive  voice,  just  as  the  doctor  came  in  dressed  and  ready. 
"These  people  have  no  conscience,"  thought  Levin.  "Comb- 
hg  his  hair,  while  we're  dying!" 

"Good-morning!"  the  doctor  said  to  him,  shaking  hands, md,  as  it  were,  teasing  him  with  his  composure.  "There's 
jo  hurry.     Well  now?" 
Trying  to  be  as  accurate  as  possible,  Levin  began  to  tell 

dm  every  unnecessary  detail  of  his  wife's  condition,  interrupt* ng  his  account  repeatedly  with  entreaties  that  the  doctor rould  come  with  him  at  once. 

' '  Oh,  you  needn  't  be  in  any  hurry.  You  don 't  understand, 
ou  know.  I'm  certain  I'm  not  wanted,  still  I've  promised,' nd  if  you  like,  I'll  come.  But  there's  no  hurry.  Please  sit own;  won't  you  have  some  coffee?" 
Tievin  stared  at  Kim  with  eyes  that  asked  whether  he  was 
mghmg  at  him;  but  the  doctor  had  no  notion  of  making  fun f  him. 

"I  know,  I  know,"  the  doctor  said,  smiling;  "I'ma  married lan  myself;  and  at  these  moments  we  husbands  are  very 
men  to  be  pitied.  I  've  a  patient  whose  husband  always  takes 3tuge  m  the  stables  on  such  occasions." 

f '  But  what  do  you  think,  Pyotr  Dmitrievitch  ?  Do  you  sup- ose  it  may  go  all  right  ?  " 
Everything  points  to  a  favorable  issue." 

So  you'll  come  immediately?"  said  Levin,  looking  wrath- uly  at  the  servant  who  was  bringing  in  the  coffee. 
"In  an  hour's  time." 
"Oh,  for  mercy's  sake!" 
"Well,  let  me  drink  my  coffee,  anyway." The  doctor  started  upon  his  coffee.     Both  were  silent. 

"The  Turks  are  really  getting  beaten,  though.     Did  you 

tt 



896  ANNA  KARENINA 

»■ 

V] 

111 

read  yesterday's  telegrams ?"  said  the  doctor,  munching  some  a 

roll.  '  lo 44 No,  I  can't  stand  it!"  said  Levin,   jumping  up.        >o 

you'll  be  with  us  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour?" 
'  'In  half  an  hour." 

"On  your  honor?" 
When  Levin  got  home,  he  drove  up  at  the  same  time  as  the 

princess,  and  they  went  up  to  the  bedroom  door  together 

The  princess  had  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  her  hands  were  shall 

ing.      Seeing    Levin,    she    embraced    him,    and    burst    intcP 
tears. 

"Well,  my  dear  Lizaveta  Petrovna?"  she  queried,  clasping 

the  hand  of  the  midwife,  who  came  out  to  meet  them  with  I 

beaming  and  anxious  face. 

"She's  going  on  well,"  she  said ;  " persuade  her  to  lie  down 

She  will  be  easier  so. " 
From  the  moment  when  he  had  waked  up  and  understood 

what  was  going  on,  Levin  had  prepared  his  mind  to  b
ei 

resolutely  what  was  before  him,  and  without  considering
  « 

anticipating  anything,  to  avoid  upsetting  his  wife,  and 
 on  tb 

contrary  to  soothe  her  and  keep  up  her  courage. 
 Withou 

allowing  himself  even  to  think  of  what  was  to  come,
  of  ho\>[ 

it  would  end,  judging  from  his  inquiries  as  to  th
e  usual  dura 

tion  of  these  ordeals,  Levin  had  in  his  imagina
tion  brace, 

himself  to  bear  up  and  to  keep  a  tight  rein  on  his  fe
elings  fc 

five  hours,  and  it  had  seemed  to  him  he  could  do  th
is,  tiff 

when  he  came  back  from  the  doctor's  and  saw  
her  suffering 

again,  he  fell  to  repeating  more  and  more  freque
ntly :  Lore 

have  mercy  on  us,  and  succor  us ! "  He  sighed,  an
d  flung  hi 

head  up,  and  began  to  feel  afraid  he  could  not  bear
  it,  that  1 

would  burst  into  tears  or  run  away.  Such  agony  it  wa
s  1 

him.     And  only  one  hour  had  passed. 

But  after  that  hour  there  passed  another  hour,  t
wo  hour 

three,  the  full  five  hours  he  had  fixed  as  the  furthe
st  limit  ( 

his  sufferings,  and  the  position  was  still  unchanged;
  and  t 

was  still  bearing  it  because  there  was  nothing  to  be  don
e  M 

bear  it;  every  instant  feeling  that  he  had  reache
d  the  utmoi 
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mits  of  his  endurance,  and  that  his  heart  would  break  with 
empathy  and  pain. 

But  still  the  minutes  passed  by  and  the  hours,  and  still 
Durs  more,  and  his  misery  and  horror  grew  and  were  more id  more  intense. 

All  the  ordinary  conditions  of  life,  without  which  one  can 
>rm  no  conception   of  anything,   had  ceased  to  exist  for 
evm.     He  lost  all  sense  of  time.     Minutes— those  minutes 
hen  she  sent  for  him  and  he  held  her  moist  hand,  that  would 
[ueeze  his  hand  with  extraordinary  violence  and  then  push  it 
vay— seemed  to  him  hours,  and  hours  seemed  to  him  minutes, 
e  was  surprised  when  Lizaveta  Petrovna  asked  him  to  light 
candle  behind  a  screen,  and  he  found  that  it  was  G.ve  o'clock 
the  afternoon.     If  he  had  been  told  it  was  only  ten  o'clock 
the  morning,   he  would  not  have  been  more  surprised, 

here  he  was  all  this  time,  he  knew  as  little  as  the  time  of 
ythmg.     He  saw  her  swollen  face,  sometimes  bewildered  and 
agony,  sometimes  smiling  and  trying  to  reassure  him.     He 
w  the  old  princess  too,  flushed  and  overwrought,  with  her 
ay  curls  in  disorder,  forcing  herself  to  gulp  down  her  tears, 
ting  her  lips;  he  saw  Dolly  too  and  the  doctor,  smoking  fat 
Tarettes,  and  Lizaveta  Petrovna  with  a  firm,  resolute,  re- 
luring  face,  and  the  old  prince  walking  up  and  down  the  hall 
th  a  frowning  face.     But  why  they  came  in  and  went  out 
lere  they  were,  he  did  not  know.     The  princess  was  with  the 
ctor  m  the  bedroom,  then  in  the  study,  where  a  table  set 
"dinner  suddenly  appeared;  then  she  was  not  there,  but >lly  was.     Then  Levin  remembered  he  had  been  sent  some- 
lere.     Once  he  had  been  sent  to  move  a  table  and  sofa.     He 
d  done  this  eagerly,  thinking  it  had  to  be  done  for  her  sake, 
d  only  later  on  he  found  it  was  his  own  bed  he  had  been 
ttmg  ready.     Then  he  had  been  sent  to  the  study  to  ask  the 
etor  something.     The  doctor  had  answered  and  then  had 
d  something  about  the  irregularities  in  the  municipal  coun- 

Then  he  had  been  sent  to  the  bedroom  to  help  the  old 
ncess  to  move  the  holy  picture  in  its  silver  and  gold  setting, 
d  with  the  princess's  old  waiting-maid  he  had  clambered  on 
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a  shelf  toreachTt  and  had  broken  the  little  lamp,  and  the  old 

servant  had  tried  to  reassure  him  about  the  lamp  and  about  fflj 

his  wife,  and  he  carried  the  holy  picture  an£  set  it  at  Kitty's  Q 

head,  carefully  tucking  it  in  behind  the  pillow.  But  wher
e, 

when,  and  why  all  this  had  happened,  he  could  not  tell.  He
 

did  not  understand  why  the  old  princess  took  his  hand,  and 

looking  compassionately  at  him,  begged  him  not  to  worry 
 him- 

self,  and  Dolly  persuaded  him  to  eat  something  and  l
ed  him 

out  of  the  room,  and  even  the  doctor  looked  seriously  and 
 with 

commiseration  at  him  and  offered  him  a  drop  of  something.  ( 

All  he  knew  and  felt  was  that  what  was  happening  was 

what  had  happened  nearly  a  year  before  in  the  hotel 
 of  the 

country  town  at  the  deathbed  of  his  brother  Nikola
y.  But 

that  had  been  grief— this  was  joy.  Yet  that  grief  a
nd  this 

joy  were  alike  outside  all  the  ordinary  conditions  of
  life;  they 

were  loopholes,  as  it  were,  in  that  ordinary  life  thr
ough  which 

there  came  glimpses  of  something  sublime.  And 
 in  the  con- 

templation  of  this  sublime  something  the  soul  was
  exalted  to 

inconceivable  heights  of  which  it  had  before  ha
d  no  concept 

tion,  while  reason  lagged  behind,  unable  to  keep  up
  with  it 

-Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  and  succor  us!"  he 
 repeated  c 

himself  incessantly,  feeling,  in  spite  of  his  lo
ng  and,  as  it 

seemed,  complete  alienation  from  religion,
  that  he  turned c 

God  just  as  trustfully  and  simply  as  he  h
ad  in  his  childhood 

and  first  youth.  _  a 

All  this  time  he  had  two  distinct  spiritual  condit
ions.     On 

was  away  from  her,  with  the  doctor,  who  kep
t  smoking  one  fai 

cigarette  after  another  and  extinguishing  
them  on  the  edff« 

of  a  full  ash-tray,  with  Dolly,  and  with  th
e  old  prince,  where 

there  was  talk  about   dinner,   about  politics
    about   Mary, 

Petrovna's  illness,  and  where  Levin  suddenl
y  forgot  for 

minute  what  was  happening,  and  felt  as  though  
he  had  waf 

up  from  sleep ;  the  other  was  in  her  prese
nce,  at  her  piUo* 

where  his  heart  seemed  breaking  and  still  
did  not  break  f ran 

sympathetic  suffering,  and  he  prayed  to  
God  without  ceasn* 

And  every  time  he  was  brought  back  fr
om  a  moment  o 

oblivion  by  a  scream  reaching  him  from  th
e  bedroom,  he  ftl 
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ijto  the  same  strange  error  that  had  come  upon  him  the  first 
ainute.  Every  time  he  heard  a  shriek,  he  jumped  up,  ran  to 
ustify  himself,  remembered  on  the  way  that  he  was  not  to 
>lame,  and  he  longed  to  defend  her,  to  help  her.  But  as  he 
ooked  at  her,  he  saw  again  that  help  was  impossible,  and  he 
pas  filled  with  terror  and  prayed:  "Lord,  have  mercy  on  us, 
Jid  help  us!"  And  as  time  went  on,  both  these  conditions 
►ecame  more  intense ;  the  calmer  he  became  away  from  her, 
ompletely  forgetting  her,  the  more  agonizing  became  both  her 
ufferings  and  his  feeling  of  helplessness  before  them.  He 
umped  up,  would  have  liked  to  run  away,  but  ran  to  her. 
Sometimes,  when  again  and  again  she  called  upon  him,  he 

lamed  her;  but  seeing  her  patient,  smiling  face,  and  hearing 
lie  words,  "I  am  worrying  you,"  he  threw  the  blame  on  God; ut  thinking  of  God,  at  once  he  fell  to  beseeching  God  to orgive  him  and  have  mercy. 

CHAPTER  XV 

He  did  not  know  whether  it  was  late  or  early.  The  candles 
id  all  burned  out.  Dolly  had  just  been  in  the  study  and  had 
ggested  to  the  doctor  that  he  should  lie  down.  Levin  sat 
itenmg  to  the  doctor's  stories  of  a  quack  mesmerizer  and 
poking  at  the  ashes  of  his  cigarette.  There  had  been  a  period 
:  repose,  and  he  had  sunk  into  oblivion.  He  had  completely ^gotten  what  was  going  on  now.  He  heard  the  doctor's 
iat  and  understood  it.  Suddenly  there  came  an  unearthly iriek.  The  shriek  was  so  awful  that  Levin  did  not  even 
mp  up,  but  holding  his  breath,  gazed  in  terrified  inquiry  at 
ie  doctor.  The  doctor  put  his  head  on  one  side,  listened,  and 
ailed  approvingly.  Everything  was  so  extraordinary  that 

■tfhing  could  strike  Levin  as  strange.  "I  suppose  it  must  be ,  he  thought,  and  still  sat  where  he  was.  Whose  scream 
is  this?  He  jumped  up,  ran  on  tiptoe  to  the  bedroom, 
Iged  round  Lizaveta  Petrovna  and  the  princess,  and  took  up 
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1 

his  position  at  Kitty's  pillow.  The  scream  had  subsid
ed,  but 

there  was  some  change  now.  What  it  was  he  did  not  see
  and 

did  not  comprehend,  and  he  had  no  wish  to  see  or 
 compre- 

hend. But  he  saw  it  by  the  face  of  Lizaveta  Petrovna.
 

Lizaveta  Petrovna 's  face  was  stern  and  pale,  and  still  as  reso- 

lute,  though  her  jaws  were  twitching,  and  her  eyes  wer
e  fixed 

intently  on  Kitty.  Kitty's  swollen  and  agonized  face,  a
  tresst 

of  hair  clinging  to  her  moist  brow,  was  turned  to  hi
m  anc" 

sought  his  eyes.  Her  lifted  hands  asked  for  his
  hands 

Clutching  his  chill  hands  in  her  moist  ones,  she  began  squ
eez 

ing  them  to  her  face.  ',     J 
' '  Don 't  go,  don 't  go !  I  'm  not  afraid,  I  'm  not  afraid !  sn< 

said  rapidly.  "Mamma,  take  my  earrings.  They  bothe
r  me 

You  're  not  afraid  ?    Quick,  quick,  Lizaveta  Petrovna     .     .     . 

She  spoke  quickly,  very  quickly,  and  tried  to 
 smile.  Bu 

suddenly  her  face  was  drawn,  she  pushed  him  away
.  1 

"Oh,  this  is  awful!     I'm  dying,  I'm  dying!     Go  away! 

she  shrieked,  and  again  he  heard  that  unearthly
  scream. 

Levin  clutched  at  his  head  and  ran  out  of  the  r
oom 

"  It "'■  nothing,  it 's  nothing,  it 's  all  right, ' '  Dolly  called  af te 

11  But  they  might  say  what  they  liked,  he  knew  now  that  al 
was  over.  He  stood  in  the  next  room,  his  head 

 leaning  agams 

the  door-post,  and  heard  shrieks,  howls  such  
as  he  had  nev<f 

heard  before,  and  he  knew  that  what  had  
been  Kitty  wa 

uttering  these  shrieks.  He  had  long  ago  cea
sed  to  wish  to 

the  child.  By  now  he  loathed  this  child.  
He .did  not  ev* 

wish  for  her  life  now,  all  he  longed  for  was  
the  end  of  tni 

'^STmat  is  it!    What  is  it?    By  God!"  he  saic 

snatching  at  the  doctor's  hand  as  he  came  u
p. 

"  It 's  the  end, "  said  the  doctor.    And  the  doctor  s  face  wa
 

so  grave  as  he  said  it  that  Levin  took  the  end
  as  meaning  he 

^Beside  himself,  he  ran  into  the  bedroom.  The  fi
rst  thin 

he  saw  was  the  face  of  Lizaveta  Petrovna.  
It  was  even  moi 

frowning  and  stem.    Kitty's  face  he  did  not  kn
ow.    In  W 
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place  where  it  had  been  was  something  that  was  fearful  in  its 
strained  distortion  and  in  the  sounds  that  came  from  it.  He 
fell  down  with  his  head  on  the  wooden  framework  of  the  bed, 
teeling  that  his  heart  was  bursting.  The  awful  scream  never 
paused,  it  became  still  more  awful,  and  as  though  it  had 
eached  the  utmost  limit  of  terror,  suddenly  it  ceased.  Levin 
jould  not  believe  his  ears,  but  there  could  be  no  doubt;  the 
icream  had  ceased  and  he  heard  a  subdued  stir  and  bustle,  and 
mrried  breathing,  and  her  voice,  gasping,  alive,  tender,  and 
>lissful,  uttered  softly,  "It's  over !' ' 
He  lifted  his  head.  With  her  hands  hanging  exhausted  on 

^ie  quilt,  1-ooking  extraordinarily  lovely  and  serene,  she  looked 
rt  him  in  silence  and  tried  to  smile,  and  could  not. 
And  suddenly,  from  the  mysterious  and  awful  far-away 

forld  in  which  he  had  been  living  for  the  last  twenty-two 
ours,  Levin  felt  himself  all  in  an  instant  borne  back  to  the 
Id  every-day  world,  glorified  though  now,  by  such  a  radiance 
jf  happiness  that  he  could  not  bear  it.  The  strained  chords 
lapped,  sobs  and  tears  of  joy  which  he  had  never  foreseen 

pse  up  with  such  violence  that  his  whole  body  shook,  that  for 
>ng  they  prevented  him  from  speaking. 
Falling  on  his  knees  before  the  bed,  he  held  his  wife's  hand 
fore  his  lips  and  kissed  it,  and  the  hand,  with  a  weak  move- 
ent  of  the  fingers,  responded  to  his  kiss.  And  meanwhile, 
lere  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  in  the  deft  hands  of  Lizaveta 
etrovna,  like  a  flickering  light  in  a  lamp,  lay  the  life  of  a 
pian  creature,  which  had  never  existed  before,  and  which 
ould  now  with  the  same  right,  with  the  same  importance  to 
self,  live  and  create  in  its  own  image. 

Alive!  alive!  And  a  boy  too!  Set  your  mind  at  rest!" 
3vin  heard  Lizaveta  Petrovna  saying,  as  she  slapped  the 
by's  back  with  a  shaking  hand. 
Mamma,  is  it  true?"  said  Kitty's  voice. 

The  princess's  sobs  were  all  the  answer  she  could  make, 
id  in  the  midst  of  the  silence  there  came  in  unmistakable 
ply  to  the  mother's  question,  a  voice  quite  unlike  the  sub- 
ed  voices  speaking  in  the  room.     It  was  the  bold,  clamorous, 
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self-assertive  squall  of  the  new  human  being,  who  had  so 

incomprehensibly  appeared. 

If  Levin  had  been  told  before  that  Kitty  was  dead,  and  that 

he  had  died  with  her,  and  that  their  children  were  angels,  and 

that  God  was  standing  before  him,  he  would  have  been  sur- 

prised at  nothing.  But  now,  coming  back  to  the  world  of 

reality,  he  had  to  make  great  mental  efforts  to  take  in  that  she 

was  alive  and  well,  and  that  the  creature  squalling  so  desper- 

ately was  his  son.  Kitty  was  alive,  her  agony  was  over.  Andl 

he  was  unutterably  happy.  That  he  understood ;  he  was  com- 

pletely  happy  in  it.  But  the  baby?  Whence,  why,  who  was 

he?  ...  He  could  not  get  used  to  the  idea.  It  seemed 

to  him  something  extraneous,  superfluous,  to  which  he  could 
not  accustom  himself. 

CHAPTER  XVI 

At  ten  o'clock  the  old  prince,  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  and  Stepa
n 

Arkadyevitch  were  sitting  at  Levin's.     Having  inqu
ired  afta* 

Kitty,  they  had  dropped  into  conversation  u
pon  other  sub- 

jects '   Levin  heard  them,  and  unconsciously,  as  they  talked 

going  over  the  past,  over  what  had  been  up  to 
 that  morning 

he  thought  of  himself  as  he  had  been  yesterday  til
l  that  point 

It  was  as  though  a  hundred  years  had  passed  since  then.
     H< 

felt  himself  exalted  to  unattainable  heights,  from  wh
ich   u 

studiously  lowered  himself  so  as  not  to  wound  the 
 people  M 

was  talking  to.     He  talked,  and  was  all  the  ti
me  thinking  oi 

his  wife,  of  her  condition  now,  of  his  son,  in
  whose  existence 

he  tried  to  school  himself  into  believing.     The  wh
ole  world  I 

woman,  which  had  taken  for  him  since  his  m
arriage  a  nei 

value  he  had  never  suspected  before,  was  now 
 so  exalted  tha 

he  could  not  take  it  in  in  his  imagination.    He  hef  ™ ̂  

talk  of  yesterday's  dinner  at  the  club,  and  thought :     What  i 

happening  with  her  now?      Is  she  asleep?      
How  is  she 

What  is  she  thinking  of?     Is  he  crying,  my 
 son  Dmitri? 
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ind  in  the  middle  of  the  conversation,  in  the  middleTf  a lentence,  he  jumped  up  and  went  out  of  the  room. 
"Send  me  word  if  I  can  see  her,"  said  the  prince. 
"Very  well,  in  a  minute,"  answered  Levin,  and  without stopping,  he  went  to  her  room. 

She  was  not  asleep,  she  was  talking  gently  with  her  mother 
naking  plans  about  the  christening. 
#  Carefully  set  to  rights,  with  hair  well-brushed,  in  a  smart 
lttle  cap  with  some  blue  in  it,  her  arms  out  on  the  quilt  she 
vas  lying  on  her  back.  Meeting  his  eyes,  her  eyes  drew' him o  her.  Her  face,  bright  before,  brightened  still  more  as 
ie  drew  near  her.  There  was  the  same  change  in  it  from 
arthly  to  unearthly  that  is  seen  in  the  face  of  the  dead 
Jut  then  it  means  farewell,  here  it  meant  welcome.  Again  a ush  of  emotion,  such  as  he  had  felt  at  the  moment  of  the 
hild's  birth,  flooded  his  heart.  She  took  his  hand  and  asked im  if  he  had  slept.  He  could  not  answer,  and  turned  away trugglmg  with  his  weakness.  ] 
"I  have  had  a  nap,  Kostya!"  she  said  to  him;  -and  I  am 3  comfortable  now." 

She  looked  at  him,  but  suddenly  her  expression  changed 
Give  him  to  me,  > '  she  said,  hearing  the  baby 's  cry     <  <  Give im  to  me,  Lizaveta  Petrovna,  and  he  shall  look  at  him  " 
To  be  sure,  his  papa  shall  look  at  him,"  said  Lizaveta 

etrovna,  getting  up  and  bringing  something  red,  and  queer 
id  wriggling.  -Wait  a  minute,  we'll  make  him  tidy  first  " id  Lizaveta  Petrovna  laid  the  red  wobbling  thing  on  the 3d,  began  untrussing  and  trussing  up  the  baby,  lifting  it 
>  and  turning  it  over  with  one  finger  and  powdering  it itn  something.  

& 

Levin,  looking  at  the  tiny,  pitiful  creature,  made  strenuous 
torts  to  discover  in  his  heart  some  traces  of  fatherly  feeling »  it.  He  felt  nothing  towards  it  but  disgust.  But  when 
was  undressed  and  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  wee,  wee,  little nds,  little  feet,  saffron-colored,  with  little  toes,  too:  and 
-sitively  with  a  little  big  toe  different  from  the  rest  and 
ien  he  saw  Lizaveta  Petrovna  closing  the  wide-open  'little 
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hands,  as  though  they  were  soft  springs   an
d  putting  them 

into  linen  garments,  sueh  pity  for  the  lit
tle .creature ,  cmw* 

upon  him,  and  such  terror  that  she  would  h
urt  it,  that  he* 

held  her  hand  back. 

Lizaveta  Petrovna  laughed. 

"Don't  be  frightened,  don't  be  frightened! 

When  the  baby  had  been  put  to  rights  and  t
ransformed  P 

into  a  firm  doll,  Lizaveta  Petrovna  dandled  it  as 
 though  proud 

of  her  handiwork,  and  stood  a  little  away  so  tha
t  Levin  might 

see  his  son  in  all  his  glory. 

Kitty  looked  sideways  in  the  same  direction, 
 never  taking 

her  eyes  off  the  baby.  "Give  him  to  me!  giv
e  him  to  me II 

she  said,  and  even  made  as  though  she  would  
sit  up. 

"What  are  you  thinking  of,  Katerina  Alexa
ndrovna,  you 

mustn't  move  like  that!    Wait  a  minute.    I'll  gi
ve  him  tf 

vou    Here  we're  showing  papa  what  a  fine 
 fellow  we  are . 

And  Lizaveta  Petrovna,  with  one  hand  
supporting  the 

wobbling  head,  lifted  up  on  the  other  a
rm  the  strange .limp 

red  creature,  whose  head  was  lost  in 
 its  swaddlmg-c  othes 

But  it  had  a  nose,  too,  and  slanting  eyes  a
nd  smacking  lips. 

"A  splendid  baby!"  said  Lizaveta  Petrov
na. 

Levin  sighed  with  mortification.  This 
 splendid  baby  ex 

cited  in  him  no  feeling  but  disgust  and 
 compassion.  It  wa 

not  at  all  the  feeling  he  had  looked  for
ward  to. 

He  turned  away  while  Lizaveta  Petrovna
  put  the  baby  t 

the  unaccustomed  breast.
  . 

Suddenly  laughter  made  him  look  r
ound.    The  baby  ha. 

taken  the  breast.  ,,  IiwM(,  * 

"Come,  that's  enough,  that's  enough!"  s^f^/' 

trovna,  but  Kitty  would  not  let  the  bab
y  go.    He  fell  asiee 

in  her  arms.  ,  ,    .  ,     rt/J 

"Look,  now,"  said  Kitty,  turning  the  baby  s
o  that  he  coul 

see  it.    The  aged-looking  little  face  su
ddenly  puckered  b 

still  more  and  the  baby  sneezed.  .        W 

Smiling  hardly  able  to  restrain  his  tears
,  Levm  kissed  H 

'     wS Tand'went  out  of  the  dark  room.    What  he  felt  toware 

this  little  creature  was  utterly  unlike  wh
at  he  had  expecte. 
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'here  was  nothing  cheerful  and  joyous  in  the  feeling;  on  the ontrary,  it  was  a  new  torture  of  apprehension.  It  was  the 
onsciousness  of  a  new  sphere  of  liability  to  pain.  And  this 
jense  was  so  painful  at  first,  the  apprehension  lest  this  help- 
3ss  creature  should  suffer  was  so  intense,  that  it  prevented 
im  from  noticing  the  strange  thrill  of  senseless  joy  and  even 
ride  that  he  had  felt  when  the  baby  sneezed. 

CHAPTER  XVII 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  's  affairs  were  in  a  very  bad  way The  money  for  two-thirds  of  the  forest  had  all  been  spent 
ready,  and  he  had  borrowed  from  the  merchant  in  advance 
t  ten  per  cent,  discount  almost  all  the  remaining  third 
he  merchant  would  not  give  more,  especially  as  Darya  Alex- 
idrovna,  for  the  first  time  that  winter  insisting  on  her  right 
|  her  own  property,  had  refused  to  sign  the  receipt  for  the 
ayment  of  the  last  third  of  the  forest.  All  his  salary  went 
1  household  expenses  and  in  payment  of  petty  debts  that 
>uld  not  be  put  off.  There  was  positively  no  money 
This  was  unpleasant  and  awkward,  and  in  Stepan  Arkadye- teh  s  opinion  things  could  not  go  on  like  this.  The  ex- 
anation  of  the  position  was,  in  his  view,  to  be  found  in  the 
it  that  his  salary  was  too  small.  The  post  he  filled  had 
>en  unmistakably  very  good  five  years  ago,  but  it  was  so  no nger. 

Petrov,  the  bank  director,  had  twelve  thousand;  Sventitsky company  director,  had  seventeen  thousand;  Mitin,  who  had unded  a  bank,  received  fifty  thousand. 
I Clearly  I've  been  napping,  and  they've  overlooked  me  " 
epan  Arkadyevitch  thought  about  himself.  And  he  began epmg  his  eyes  and  ears  open,  and  towards  the  end  of  the 
nter  he  had  discovered  a  very  good  berth  and  had  formed 
plan  of  attack  upon  it,  at  first  from  Moscow  through  aunts cles,  and  friends,  and  then,  when  the  matter  was  well  ad- 
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vanced,  in  the  spring,  he  went  himself  to  Petersburg.  It  was 

one  of  those  snug,  lucrative  berths  of  which  there  are  so  many 

more  nowadays  than  there  used  to  be,  with  incomes  ranging 

from  one  thousand  to  fifty  thousand  roubles.  It  was  the  post 

of  secretary  of  the  committee  of  the  amalgamated  agency  oi 

the  southern  railways,  and  of  certain  banking  companies 

This  position,  like  all  such  appointments,  called  for  such  im- 
mense energy  and  such  varied  qualifications,  that  it  was  diffi 

cult  for  them  to  be  found  united  in  any  one  man.  And  since 

a  man  combining  all  the  qualifications  was  not  to  be  found 

it  was  at  least  better  that  the  post  be  filled  by  an  honest  thai 

by  a  dishonest  man.  And  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  no 

merely  an  honest  man— -unemphatically — in  the  common  ac 

ceptation  of  the  words,  he  was  an  honest  man — emphatically 

— in  that  special  sense  which  the  word  has  in  Moscow,  whei 

they  talk  of  an  "honest"  politician,  an  "honest"  writer,  ai 

"honest"  newspaper,  an  "honest"  institution,  an  "honest* 
tendency,  meaning  not  simply  that  the  man  or  the  institutiJ 

is  not  dishonest,  but  that  they  are  capable  on  occasion  of  tak 

ing  a  line  of  their  own  in  opposition  to  the  authorities. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  moved  in  those  circles  in  Moscow  ii 

which  that  expression  had  come  into  use,  was  regarded  the» 

as  an  honest  man,  and  so  had  more  right  to  this  appointmen 
than  others. 

The  appointment  yielded  an  income  of  from  seven  to  tei 

thousand  a  year,  and  Oblonsky  could  fill  it  without  giving  u] 

his  government  position.  It  was  in  the  hands  of  two  minister! 

one  lady,  and  two  Jews,  and  all  these  people,  though  the  wa; 

had  been  paved  already  with  them,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  ha 

to  see  in  Petersburg.  Besides  this  business,  Stepan  Arkady* 

vitch  had  promised  his  sister  Anna  to  obtain  from  Karenina 

definite  answer  on  the  question  of  divorce.  And  begging  fift; 

roubles  from  Dolly,  he  set  off  for  Petersburg. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  sat  in  Karenina 's  study  listening  to  to 

report  on  the  causes  of  the  unsatisfactory  position  of  Russia 

finance,  and  only  waiting  for  the  moment  when  he  woul 

finish  to  speak  about  his  own  business  or  about  Anna. 

; 
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J  "Yes,  that's  very  true,"  he  said,  when  Alexey  Alexandro- toch  took  off  the  pince-nez,  without  which  he  could  not  read 
taw,  and  looked  inquiringly  at  his  former  brother-in-law, 
/that's  very  true  in  particular  cases,  but  still  the  principle !)f  our  day  is  freedom. ' • 

^  ''Yes,  but  I  lay  down  another  principle,  embracing  the Drinciple  of  freedom,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  with  em- 
phasis on  the  word  "embracing,"  and  he  put  on  his  pince-nez tgain,  so  as  to  read  the  passage  in  which  this  statement  was 

nade.  And  turning  over  the  beautifully  written  wide-mar- 
gined manuscript,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  read  aloud  over 

igain  the  conclusive  passage. 

"I  don't  advocate  protection  for  the  sake  of  private  inter- acts, but  for  the  public  weal,  and  for  the  lower  and  upper 
lasses  equally,"  he  said,  looking  over  his  pince-nez  at  Ob- 
onsky.  "But  tJiey  cannot  grasp  that,  they  are  taken  up tow  with  personal  interests,  and  carried  away  by  phrases." 
|  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  knew  that  when  Karenina  began  to 
alk  of  what  they  were  doing  and  thinking,  the  persons  who 
jrould  not  accept  his  report  and  were  the  cause  of  everything frong  m  Russia,  that  it  was  coming  near  the  end.  And  so 
Low  he  eagerly  abandoned  the  principle  of  free-trade,  and 
ally  agreed.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  paused,  thoughtfully urnmg  over  the  pages  of  his  manuscript. 
"Oh,  by  the  way,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  "I  wanted  to sk  you,  some  time  when  you  see  Pomorsky,  to  drop  him  a 
mt  that  I  should  be  very  glad  to  get  that  new  appointment 
t  secretary  of  the  committee  of  the  amalgamated  agency  of 
le  Southern  Railways  and  banking  companies."  Stepan .rkadyevitch  was  familiar  by  now  with  the  title  of  the 
ost  he  coveted,  and  he  brought  it  out  rapidly  without  mis- 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  questioned  him  as  to  the  duties  of 
us  new  committee,  and  pondered.  He  was  considering 
nether  the  new  committee  would  not  be  acting  in  some  way mtrary  to  the  views  he  had  been  advocating.  But  as  the 
ifluenee  of  the  new  committee  was  of  a  very  complex  nature, 
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and  his  views  were  of  very  wide  application,  he  could  nol 

decide  this  straight  off,   and  taking   off   his   pince-nez,   he 
said : 

' 'Of  course,  I  can  mention  it  to  him;  but  what  is  your  rea 

son  precisely  for  wishing  to  obtain  the  appointment  ?" 
It's  a  good  salary,   rising  to  nine   thousand,   and   nvj 

means    . 

' 'Nine  thousand!"  repeated  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  anc 
he  frowned.  The  high  figure  of  the  salary  made  him  reflec 

that  on  that  side  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  's  proposed  positioi 
ran  counter  to  the  main  tendency  of  his  own  projects  of  re 

form,  which  always  leaned  towards  economy. 

' '  I  consider,  and  I  have  embodied  my  views  in  a  note  on  th 

subject,  that  in  our  day  these  immense  salaries  are  evidence  o 

the  unsound  economic  assiette  of  our  finances." 
"But   what's   to   be   done?"    said   Stepan   Arkadyevitcr 

"Suppose  a  bank  director  gets  ten  thousand— well,  he's  wort 

it;  or  an  engineer  gets  twenty  thousand — after  all,  it's 

growing  thing,  you  know ! " 
"I  assume  that  a  salary  is  the  price  paid  for  a  commodity 

and  it  ought  to  conform  with  the  law  of  supply  and  demanc 

If  the  salary  is  fixed  without  any  regard  for  that  law,  as,  fo 

instance,  when  I  see  two  engineers  leaving  college  togethei 

both  equally  well  trained  and  efficient,  and  one  getting  fort 

thousand  while  the  other  is  satisfied  with  two ;  or  when  I  sc 

lawyers  and  hussars,  having  no  special  qualifications,  a] 

pointed  directors  of  banking  companies  with  immense  salarie 

I  conclude  that  the  salary  is  not  fixed  in  accordance  wit 

the  law  of  supply  and  demand,  but  simply  through  person* 

interest.  And  this  is  an  abuse  of  great  gravity  in  itself,  an 

one  that  reacts  injuriously  on  the  government  service, 

consider     .     .     ." 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  made  haste  to  interrupt  his  brothe 
in-law. 

"Yes;  but  you  must  agree  that  it's  a  new  institution  < 

undoubted  utility  that's  being  started.  After  all,  you  kno^ 

it's  a  growing  thing!    What  they  lay  particular  stress  on 
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the  thing  being  carried  on  honestly,"  said^pan  Arkady^ vitch  with  emphasis. 

But  the  Moscow  significance  of  the  word  "honest"  was  lost !a  on  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 

"Honesty  is  only  a  negative  qualification,"  he  said. 
"Well,  you'll  do  me  a  great  service,  anyway,"  said  Stepan Arkadyevitch,  "by  putting  in  a  word  to  Pomorsky— just  in ajjthe  way  of  conversation.     ..." 

I ,    "  But  I  fancy  it 's  more  in  Volgarinov  's  hands, ' '  said  Alexey 0I  [Alexandrovitch. 

"Volgarinov  has  fully  assented,  as  far  as  he's  concerned  " 
said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  turning  red.    Stepan  Arkadyevitch" 1  reddened  at  the  mention  of  that  name,  because  he  had  been 

„  [that  morning  at  the  Jew  Volgarinov 's,  and  the  visit  had  left an  unpleasant  recollection. 

jl  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  believed  most  positively  that  the  com- 
mittee in  which  he  was  trying  to  get  an  appointment  was 

a  new,  genuine,  and  honest  public  body,  but  that  morning 
when  Volgarinov  had-intentionally,  beyond  a  doubt-kept 
aim  two  hours  waiting  with  other  petitioners  in  his  waiting- 
*oom,  he  had  suddenly  felt  uneasy. 
Whether  he  was  uncomfortable  that  he,  a  descendant  of 

flunk,  Prince  Oblonsky,  had  been  kept  for  two  hours  waiting -o  see  a  Jew,  or  that  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  was  not 
following  the  example  of  his  ancestors  in  serving  the  govern- 
nent,  but  was  turning  off  into  a  new  career,  anyway  he  was 
'ery  uncomfortable.    During  those  two  hours  in  Volgarinov 's raitmg-room  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  stepping  jauntily  about he  room,  pulling  his  whiskers,  entering  into  conversation  with 
he  other  petitioners,  and  inventing  an  epigram  on  his  posi- ion,  assiduously  concealed  from  others,  and  ever  from  him- elt,  the  feeling  he  was  experiencing. 
But  all  the  time  he  was  uncomfortable  and  angry,  he  could 
o^  have  said  why— whether  because  he  could  not  get  his pigram  just  right,  or  from  some  other  reason.    When  at  last 
olgarmov  had  received  him  with  exaggerated  politeness  and nmistakable  triumph  at  his  humiliation,  and  had  all  but 
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refused  the  favor  asked  of  him,  Stepan  Arkady evitch  had 

made  haste  to  forget  it  all  as  soon  as  possible.  And  now,  at 

the  mere  recollection,  he  blushed. 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

"Now  there  is  something  I  want  to  talk  about,  and  you 

know  what  it  is.  About  Anna,"  Stepan  Arkady  evitch  said, 

pausing  for  a  brief  space,  and  shaking  off  the  unpleasant 
impression. 

As  soon  as  Oblonsky  uttered  Anna's  name,  the  face  of 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  was  completely  transformed;  all  the ji 

life  was  gone  out  of  it,  and  it  looked  weary  and  dead. 

"What  is  it  exactly  that  you  want  from  me?"  he  said,!? 

moving  in  his  chair  and  snapping  his  pince-nez. 

"A  definite  settlement,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  some  settlels 

ment  of  the  position.  I'm  appealing  to  you"  ("not  as  an  p 

injured  husband,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  going  to  say,  bull ti 

afraid  of  wrecking  his  negotiation  by  this,  he  changed  thdjsl 

words)  "not  as  a  statesman"  (which  did  not  sound  a  proposn 

"but  simply  as  a  man,  and  a  good-hearted  man  and  a  Chris- h 

tian.    You  must  have  pity  on  her,"  he  said. 

"That  is,  in  what  way  precisely?"  Karenina  said  softly. 

"Yes,  pity  on  her.  If  you  had  seen  her  as  I  have!— I  have 

been  spending  all  the  winter  with  her— you  would  have  pitj 

on  her.    Her  position  is  awful,  simply  awful!" 
"I  had  imagined,"  answered  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  in  I 

higher,  almost  shrill  voice,  "that  Anna  Arkadyevna  had  every- 

thing she  had  desired  for  herself. ' ' 

"Oh,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't  let  u: 

indulge  in  recriminations!  What  is  past  is  past,  and  yoi 

know  what  she  wants  and  is  waiting  for— divorce. " 
"But  I  believe  Anna  Arkadyevna  refuses  a  divorce,  if 

make  it  a  condition  to  leave  me  my  son.     I  replied  in  tha 
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sense,  and  supposed  that  the  matter  was  ended.  I  consider 

it  at  an  end,"  shrieked  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
"But,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't  get  hot!"  said  Stepan  Arkad- 

revitch,  touching  his  brother-in-law's  knee.  "The  matter  is 
lot  ended.  If  you  will  allow  me  to  recapitulate,  it  was  like 
this:  when  you  parted,  you  were  as  magnanimous  as  could 

Dossibly  be ;  you  were  ready  to  give  her  everything — freedom, 

divorce  even.  She  appreciated  that.  No,  don't  think  that. 
She  did  appreciate  it — to  such  a  degree  that  at  the  first  mo- 

ment, feeling  how  she  had  wronged  you,  she  did  not  con- 
rider  and  could  not  consider  everything.  She  gave  up  every- 

thing. But  experience,  time,  have  shown  that  her  position  is 

unbearable,  impossible. ' ' 

"The  life  of  Anna  Arkadyevna  can  have  no  interest  for 
ne,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  put  in,  lifting  his  eyebrows. 
"Allow  me  to  disbelieve  that,"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  re- 

lied gently.  "Her  position  is  intolerable  for  her,  and  of  no 
Denefit  to  any  one  whatever.  She  has  deserved  it,  you  will 
ay.  She  knows  that  and  asks  you  for  nothing;  she  says 

)lainly  that  she  dare  not  ask  you.  But  I,  all  of  us,  her  rela- 
;ives,  all  who  love  her,  beg  you,  entreat  you.  Why  should 

he  suffer?    Who  is  any  the  better  for  it?" 

"Excuse  me,  you  seem  to  put  me  in  the  position  of  the 
guilty  party, ' '  observed  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 
"Oh,  no,  oh,  no,  not  at  all!  please  understand  me,"  said 

Jtepan  Arkadyevitch,  touching  his  hand  again,  as  though  feei- 
ng sure  this  physical  contact  would  soften  his  brother-in-law. 

'All  I  say  is  this:  her  position  is  intolerable,  and  it  might  be 
illeviated  by  you,  and  you  will  lose  nothing  by  it.  I  will 

irrange  it  all  for  you,  so  that  you'll  not  notice  it.  You  did 
promise  it,  you  know." 

"The  promise  was  given  before.  And  I  had  supposed  that 
he  question  of  my  son  had  settled  the  matter.  Besides,  I  had 

loped  that  Anna  Arkadyevna  had  enough  generosity  .  .  ." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  articulated  with  difficulty,  his  lips 
witching  and  his  face  white. 

"She  leaves  it  all  to  your  generosity.    She  begs,  she  im- 
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plores  one  thing  of  you — to  extricate  her  from  the  impossible 
position  in  which  she  is  placed.  She  does  not  ask  for  her  son 
now.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  you  are  a  good  man.  Put 
yourself  in  her  position  for  a  minute.  The  question  of  divorce 
for  her  in  her  position  is  a  question  of  life  and  death.  If 
you  had  not  promised  it  once,  she  would  have  reconciled 
herself  to  her  position,  she  would  have  gone  on  living  in  the 
country.  But  you  promised  it,  and  she  wrote  to  you,  and 

moved  to  Moscow.  And  here  she's  been  for  six  months  in 
Moscow,  where  every  chance  meeting  cuts  her  to  the  heart, 

every  day  expecting  an  answer.  Why,  it's  like  keeping  a 
condemned  criminal  for  six  months  with  the  rope  round  his 
neck,  promising  him  perhaps  death,  perhaps  mercy.  Have 
pity  on  her,  and  I  will  undertake  to  arrange  everything.  Vos 

scrupules    .     .     ." 
"lam  not  talking  about  that,  about  that  .  .  ."  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  interrupted  with  disgust.  "But,  perhaps,  I 
promised  what  I  had  no  right  to  promise." 

"So  you  go  back  from  your  promise?" 
*  •  I  have  never  refused  to  do  all  that  is  possible,  but  I  want 

time  to  consider  how  much  of  what  I  promised  is  possible. '  • 
"No,  Alexey  Alexandrovitch!"  cried  Oblonsky,  jumping 

up,  "I  won't  believe  that!  She's  unhappy  as  only  an  un- 
happy woman  can  be,  and  you  cannot  refuse  in  such    .     .     .'| 

' '  As  much  of  what  I  promised  as  is  possible.  Vous  professez 
d'etre  libre  penseur.  But  I  as  a  believer  cannot,  in  a  matter 
of  such  gravity,  act  in  opposition  to  the  Christian  law. ' ' 

"But  in  Christian  societies  and  among  us,  as  far  as  I'm 
aware,  divorce  is  allowed,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  "Di- 

vorce is  sanctioned  even  by  our  church.    And  we  see    .     .    m 

"  It  is  allowed,  but  not  in  the  sense    .     .     . " 
"Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  you  are  not  like  yourself,"  said 

Oblonsky,  after  a  brief  pause.  "Wasn't  it  you  (and  didn't 
we  all  appreciate  it  in  you?)  who  forgave  everything,  and 
moved  simply  by  Christian  feeling  was  ready  to  make  any 
sacrifice  ?  You  said  yourself :  if  a  man  take  thy  coat,  give  him  \\ 

thy  cloak  also,  and  now     .     .     ." 

Si 

"a 
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"I  beg,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  shrilly,  getting  sud- denly on  to  his  feet,  his  face  white  and  his  jaws  twitching, 
'I  beg  you  to  drop  this  ...  to  drop  .  .  .  this  sub- 
ect!" 

"Oh,  no!  Oh,  forgive  me,  forgive  me  if  I  have  wounded 
you,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  holding  out  his  hand  with  a 
mile  of  embarrassment;  "but  like  a  messenger  I  have  simply erformed  the  commission  given  me." 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  gave  him  his  hand,  pondered  a  little, md  said: 

"I  must  think  it  over  and  seek  for  guidance.  The  day ifter  to-morrow  I  will  give  you  a  final  answer,"  he  said,  after lonsidering  a  moment. 

CHAPTER  XIX 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  about  to  go  away  when  Korney ame  in  to  announce : 

' '  Sergey  Alexyevitch !  ■ ' 

"Who's  Sergey  Alexyevitch?"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was >eginning,  but  he  remembered  immediately. 
"Ah,  Seryozha!"  he  said  aloud.  "Sergey  Alexyevitch!  I nought  it  was  the  director  of  a  department.  Anna  asked  me 

0  see  him  too,"  he  thought. 
And  he  recalled  the  timid,  piteous  expression  with  which 
W  had  said  to  him  at  parting:  "Anyway,  you  will  see  him. 
^md  out  exactly  where  he  is,  who  is  looking  after  him.  And 
tiva  ...  if  it  were  possible!  Could  it  be  possible?" 
itepan  Arkadyevitch  knew  what  was  meant  by  that  "if  it 
rere  possible,  "—if  it  were  possible  to  arrange  the  divorce 
0  as  to  let  her  have  her  son.  .  .  .  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
aw  now  that  it  was  no  good  to  dream  of  that,  but  still  he 
'as  glad  to  see  his  nephew. 
Alexey  Alexandrovitch  reminded  his  brother-in-law  that 

hey  never  spoke  to  the  boy  of  his  mother,  and  he  begged  him ot  to  mention  a  single  word  about  her. 
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"He  was  very  ill  after  that  interview  with  his  mother, 

which  we  had  not  foreseen,' '  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch. 

"Indeed,  we  feared  for  his  life.  But  with  rational  treatment, 

and  sea-bathing  in  the  summer,  he  regained  his  strength,  and 

now,  by  the  doctor's  advice,  I  have  let  him  go  to  school.  And 

certainly  the  companionship  of  school  has  had  a  good  effect 

on  him,  and  he  is  perfectly  well,  and  making  good  pr ogress.' 1 
"What  a  fine  fellow  he's  grown!  He's  not  Seryozha  now, 

but  quite  full-fledged  Sergey  Alexyevitch ! "  said  Stepan  Ar- 

kadyevitch,  smiling,  as  he  looked  at  the  handsome,  broad-shoul- 
dered lad  in  blue  coat  and  long  trousers,  who  walked  in  alertly 

and  confidently.  The  boy  looked  healthy  and  good-hu- 

mored. He  bowed  to  his  uncle  as  to  a  stranger,  but  recog- 

nizing him,  he  blushed  and  turned  hurriedly  away  from  him, 

as  though  offended  and  irritated  at  something.  The  boy 

went  up  to  his  father  and  handed  him  a  note  of  the  marks  he 

had  gained  in  school. 

"Well,  that's  very  fair,"  said  his  father,  "you  can  go." 
"He's  thinner  and  taller,  and  has  grown  out  of  being  a 

child  into  a  boy;  I  like  that,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

"Do  you  remember  me?" 
The  boy  looked  back  quickly  at  his  uncle. 

"Yes,  mon  oncle,"  he  answered,  glancing  at  his  father,  and 

again  he  looked  downcast. 

His  uncle  called  him  to  him,  and  took  his  hand. 

"Well,  and  how  are  you  getting  on?"  he  said,  wanting  to 
talk  to  him,  and  not  knowing  what  to  say. 

The  boy,  blushing  and  making  no  answer,  cautiously  drew 

his  hand  away.  As  soon  as  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  let  go  his 

hand,  he  glanced  doubtfully  at  his  father,  and  like  a  bird  set 
free  he  darted  out  of  the  room. 

A  year  had  passed  since  the  last  time  Seryozha  had  seen  his 

mother.  Since  then  he  had  heard  nothing  more  of  her.  And 

in  the  course  of  that  year  he  had  gone  to  school,  and  made 

friends  among  his  schoolfellows.  The  dreams  and  memories  of 

his  mother,  which  had  made  him  ill  after  seeing  her,  did  not 

occupy  his  thoughts  now.    When  they  came  back  to  him,  he 
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itudiously  drove  them  away,  regarding  them  as  shameful  and 
girlish,  below  the  dignity  of  a  boy  and  a  schoolboy.  He  knew 
;hat  his  father  and  mother  were  separated  by  some  quarrel,  he 
knew  that  he  had  to  remain  with  his  father,  and  he  tried  to  get 

■used  to  that  idea. 

He  disliked  seeing  his  uncle,  so  like  his  mother,  for  it  called 
lip  those  memories  which  he  was  ashamed  of.  He  disliked  it 
nil  the  more  as  from  some  words  he  had  caught  as  he  waited 
lat  the  study  door,  and  still  more  from  the  faces  of  his  father 
mnd  uncle,  he  guessed  that  they  must  have  been  talking  of  his 
Inother.  And  to  avoid  condemning  the  father  with  whom  he 
lived  and  on  whom  he  was  dependent,  and,  above  all,  to 
livoid  giving  way  to  sentimentality,  which  he  considered  so 
degrading,  Seryozha  tried  not  to  look  at  this  uncle  who  had 

fome  to  disturb  his  peace  of  mind,  and  not  to  think  of  what lie  recalled  to  him. 

But  when  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  going  out  after  him,  saw 
liim  on  the  stairs,  and  calling  to  him,  asked  him  how  he  spent 
■lis  playtime  at  school,  Seryozha  talked  more  freely  to  him 

(away  from  his  father's  presence. 
"We  have  a  railway  now,"  he  said  in  answer  to  his  uncle's 

fcuestion.  "It's  like  this,  do  you  see:  two  sit  on  a  bench — 
they're  the  passengers;  and  one  stands  up  straight  on  the fcench.  And  all  are  harnessed  to  it  by  their  arms  or  by  their 
fcelts,  and  they  run  through  all  the  rooms— the  doors  are  left 

fcpen  beforehand.  Well,  and  it's  pretty  hard  work  being (the  conductor  !" 

"That's  the  one  that  stands?"  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  in- quired, smiling. 

"Yes,  you  want  pluck  for  it,  and  cleverness  too,  especially when  they  stop  all  of  a  sudden,  or  some  one  falls  down." 

"Yes,  that  must  be  a  serious  matter,"  said  Stepan  Arkadye- vitch, watching  with  mournful  interest  the  eager  eyes,  like  his 
nother's;  not  childish  now— no  longer  fully  innocent.  And 
though  he  had  promised  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  not  to  speak 
3f  Anna,  he  could  not  restrain  himself. 

'Do  you  remember  your  mother?"  he  asked  suddenly. 
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"No,  I  don't,"  Seryozha  said  quickly.  He  blushed  crim- 
son, and  his  face  clouded  over.  And  his  uncle  could  get 

nothing  more  out  of  him.  His  tutor  found  his  pupil  on  the 
staircase  half  an  hour  later,  and  for  a  long  while  he  could 

not  make  out  whether  he  was  ill-tempered  or  crying. 

"What  is  it?  I  expect  you  hurt  yourself  when  you  fell 
down  ? ' '  said  the  tutor.  * '  I  told  you  it  was  a  dangerous  game. 

And  we  shall  have  to  speak  to  the  director.' ' 
"If  I  had  hurt  myself,  nobody  should  have  found  it  out, 

that's  certain." 

"Well,  what  is  it,  then?" 
"Leave  me  alone!  If  I  remember,  or  if  I  don't  remember 

.  .  .  what  business  is  it  of  his?  Why  should  I  remember? 

Leave  me  in  peace ! "  he  said,  addressing  not  his  tutor,  but  the 
whole  world. 

CHAPTER  XX 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  as  usual,  did  not  waste  his  time  in 

Petersburg.  In  Petersburg,  besides  business,  his  sister's  di- 
vorce, and  his  coveted  appointment,  he  wanted,  as  he  always 

did,  to  freshen  himself  up,  as  he  said,  after  the  mustiness  of 
Moscow. 

In  spite  of  its  cafes  chantants  and  its  omnibuses,  Moscow 

was  yet  a  stagnant  bog.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  always  felt  it. 

After  living  for  some  time  in  Moscow,  especially  in  close  re- 
lations with  his  family,  he  was  conscious  of  a  depression  of 

spirits.  After  being  a  long  time  in  Moscow  without  a  change, 

he  reached  a  point  when  he  positively  began  to  be  worrying 

himself  over  his  wife's  ill-humor  and  reproaches,  over  his 

children's  health  and  education,  and  the  petty  details  of  his 

official  work;  even  the  fact  of  being  in  debt  worried  him. 

But  he  had  only  to  go  and  stay  a  little  while  in  Petersburg, 

in  the  circle  there  in  which  he  moved,  where  people  lived— 

really  lived — instead  of  vegetating  as  in  Moscow,  and  all  such 

ideas  vanished  and  melted  away  at  once,  like  wax  before  the 

A 
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re.    His  wife?    .     .    .    Only  that  day  he  had  been  talking 
Prince  Tchetchensky.    Prince  Tchetchensky  had  a  wife  and 
mily,  grown-up  pages  in  the  corps,  .  .  .  and  he  had 

another  illegitimate  family  of  children  also.  Though  the  first 
family  was  very  nice  too,  Prince  Tchetchensky  felt  happier  in 
lis  second  family ;  and  he  used  to  take  his  eldest  son  with  him 
;o  his  second  family,  and  told  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  that  he 
nought  it  good  for  his  son,  enlarging  his  ideas.  What  would 
lave  been  said  to  that  in  Moscow  ? 

His  children  ?  In  Petersburg  children  did  not  prevent  their 
parents  from  enjoying  life.  The  children  were  brought  up  in 
;chools,  and  there  was  no  trace  of  the  wild  idea  that  prevailed 
n  Moscow,  in  Lvov's  household,  for  instance,  that  all  the 
uxuries  of  life  were  for  the  children,  while  the  parents  have 
lothing  but  work  and  anxiety.  Here  people  understood  that 
i  man  is  in  duty  bound  to  live  for  himself,  as  every  man  of 
mlture  should  live. 

His  official  duties?  Official  work  here  was  not  the  stiff, 
lopeless  drudgery  that  it  was  in  Moscow.  Here  there  was 
jome  interest  in  official  life.  A  chance  meeting,  a  service 
•endered,  a  happy  phrase,  a  knack  of  facetious  mimicry,  and  a 
nan's  career  might  be  made  in  a  trice.  So  it  had  been  with 
Sryantsev,  whom  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  had  met  the  previous 
lay,  and  who  was  one  of  the  highest  functionaries  in  govern- 
nent  now.    There  was  some  interest  in  official  work  like  that. 
The  Petersburg  attitude  on  pecuniary  matters  had  an  espe- 

cially soothing  effect  on  Stepan  Arkadyevitch.  Bartnyansky, 
who  must  spend  at  least  fifty  thousand  to  judge  by  the  style 
le  lived  in,  had  made  an  interesting  comment  the  day  before 
m  that  subject. 

As  they  were  talking  before  dinner,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 
aid  to  Bartnyansky : 

"You're  friendly,  I  fancy,  with  Mordvinsky;  you  might  do ne  a  favor:  say  a  word  to  him,  please,  for  me.  There's 
m  appointment  I  should  like  to  get— secretary  of  the 
igency    ..." 

I f  Oh,  I  shan  't  remember  all  that,  if  you  tell  it  to  me     .     .     . 
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But  what  possesses  you  to  have  to  do  with  railways  and  Jews? 

.     .     .    Take  it  as  you  will,  it's  a  low  business." 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  did  not  say  to  Bartnyansky  that  i| 

was  a  "growing  thing"— Bartnyansky  would  not  have  undeJ 
stood  that. 

"I  want  the  money,  I've  nothing  to  live  on." 
"You're  living,  aren't  you?" 
"Yes,  but  in  debt." 
"Are  you,  though?  Heavily?"  said  Bartnyansky  sym*: 

pathetically. 

"Very  heavily:  twenty  thousand." 
Bartnyansky  broke  into  good-humored  laughter. 

"Oh,  lucky  fellow!"  said  he.  "My  debts  mount  up  to  a 
million  and  a  half,  and  I've  nothing,  and  still  I  can  live,  as 

you  see!" 
And  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  saw  the  correctness  of  this  view 

not  in  words  only  but  in  actual  fact.  Zhivahov  owed  three 

hundred  thousand,  and  hadn't  a  farthing  to  bless  himself  with, 
and  he  lived,  and  in  style  too !  Count  Krivtsov  was  considered 

a  hopeless  case  by  every  one,  and  yet  he  kept  two  mistresses. 

Petrovsky  had  run  through  five  millions,  and  still  lived  in  just 

the  same  style,  and  was  even  a  manager  in  the  financial  de- 

partment with  a  salary  of  twenty  thousand.  But  .besides  this, 

Petersburg  had  physically  an  agreeable  effect  on  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch.  It  made  him  younger.  In  Moscow  he  some- 
times found  a  gray  hair  in  his  head,  dropped  asleep  after 

dinner,  stretched,  walked  slowly  up-stairs,  breathing  heavily, 

was  bored  by  the  society  of  young  women,  and  did  not  dance 

at  balls.    In  Petersburg  he  always  felt  ten  years  younger. 

His  experience  in  Petersburg  was  exactly  what  had  been 

described  to  him  on  the  previous  day  by  Prince  Pyotr  Oblon- 

sky,  a  man  of  sixty,  who  had  just  come  back  from  abroad: 

"We  don't  know  the  way  to  live  here,"  said  Pyotr  Oblon- 

sky.  "I  spent  the  summer  in  Baden,  and  you  wouldn't  be- 
lieve it,  I  felt  quite  a  young  man.  At  a  glimpse  of  a  pretty 

woman,  my  thoughts  .  .  .  One  dines  and  drinks  a  glass 

of  wine,  and  feels  strong  and  ready  for  anything.     I  came 
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ome  to  Russia— had  to  see  my  wife,  and,  what's  more,  go  to 
ly  country  place;  and  there,  you'd  hardly  believe  it,  in  a 
brtnight  I'd  got  into  a  dressing-gown  and  given  up  dressing 
or  dinner.  Needn't  say  I  had  no  thoughts  left  for  pretty 
romen.  I  became  quite  an  old  gentleman.  There  was  nothing 
ift  for  me  but  to  think  of  my  eternal  salvation.  I  went  off 
o  Paris — I  was  as  right  as  could  be  at  once. ' ' 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  felt  exactly  the  difference  that  Pyotr 

>blonsky  described.  In  Moscow  he  degenerated  so  much  that 
f  he  had  had  to  be  there  for  long  together,  he  might  in  good 
arnest  have  come  to  considering  his  salvation ;  in  Petersburg 
e  felt  himself  a  man  of  the  world  again. 
Between  Princess  Betsy  Tverskoy  and  Stepan  Arkadyevitch 

lere  had  long  existed  rather  curious  relations.  Stepan  Arkad- 
evitch  always  flirted  with  her  in  jest,  and  used  to  say  to  her, 
Iso  in  jest,  the  most  unseemly  things,  knowing  that  nothing 
elighted  her  so  much.  The  day  after  his  conversation  with 
:arenina,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  went  to  see  her,  and  felt  so 
outhful  that  in  this  jesting  flirtation  and  nonsense  he  reck- 
jssly  went  so  far  that  he  did  not  know  how  to  extricate 
imself,  as  unluckily  he  was  so  far  from  being  attracted  by 
er  that  he  thought  her  positively  disagreeable.    What  made 
hard  to  change  the  conversation  was  the  fact  that  he  was 

ery  attractive  to  her.  So  that  he  was  considerably  relieved 
t  the  arrival  of  Princess  Myaky,  which  cut  short  their He-a-tete. 

"Ah,  so  you're  here!"  said  she  when  she  saw  him.  "Well, id  what  news  of  your  poor  sister?  You  needn't  look  at  me 
ie  that, ' '  she  added.  ' '  Ever  since  they  've  all  turned  against 
2r,  all  those  who 're  a  thousand  times  worse  than  she,  I've 
lought  she  did  a  very  fine  thing.  I  can 't  forgive  Vronsky  for 
)t  letting  me  know  when  she  was  in  Petersburg.  I'd  have 
me  to  see  her  and  gone  about  with  her  everywhere.  Please 
ve  her  my  love.  Come,  tell  me  about  her." 

"Yes,  her  position  is  very  difficult;  she  .  .  ."  began epan  Arkadyevitch,  in  the  simplicity  of  his  heart  accepting 
t  sterling  coin  Princess  Myaky 's  words  "tell  me  about  her." 
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Li 

Princess  Myaky  interrupted  him  immediately,  as  she  always 

did,  and  began  talking  herself. 

" She's  done  what  they  all  do,  except  me— only  they  hidef^ 

it.  But  she  wouldn't  be  deceitful,  and  she  did  a  fine  thingj' And  she  did  better  still  in  throwing  up  that  crazy  brother-inJ 

law  of  yours.  You  must  excuse  me.  Everybody  used  to  sayfy 
he  was  so  clever,  so  very  clever ;  I  was  the  only  one  that  saiJ 

he  was  a  fool.  Now  that  he's  so  thick  with  Lidia  Ivanovna 

and  Landau,  they  all  say  he's  crazy,  and  I  should  prefer  not  to 

agree  with  everybody,  but  this  time  I  can't  help  it." 

4 'Oh,  do  please  explain,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch ;  "what? 

does  it  mean?  Yesterday  I  was  seeing  him  on  my  sister's 
behalf,  and  I  asked  him  to  give  me  a  final  answer.  He  gave 

me  no  answer,  and  said  he  would  think  it  over.  But  this 

morning,  instead  of  an  answer,  I  received  an  invitation  from 

Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  for  this  evening." 

"Ah,  so  that's  it,  that's  it!"  said  Princess  Myaky  gleefully, 

"they're  going  to  ask  Landau  what  he's  to  say." 

* '  Ask  Landau  ?  What  for  ?  Who  or  what 's  Landau  f ' ' 

"What!  you  don't  know  Jules  Landau,  le  fameux  Jules 

Landau,  le  clairvoyant?  He's  crazy  too,  but  on  him  your 

sister's  fate  depends.  See  what  comes  of  living  in  the  prov- 

inces—you know  nothing  about  anything.  Landau,  do  you 

see,  was  a  commis  in  a  shop  in  Paris,  and  he  went  to  a  doc- 

tor's; and  in  the  doctor's  waiting-room  he  fell  asleep,  and  in 

his  sleep  he  began  giving  advice  to  all  the  patients.  And 

wonderful  advice  it  was!  Then  the  wife  of  Yury  Meledinsky 

—you  know,  the  invalid  ?— heard  of  this  Landau,  and  had  him 

to  see  her  husband.  And  he  cured  her  husband,  though  I 

can't  say  that  I  see  he  did  him  much  good,  for  he's  just  as 
feeble  a  creature  as  ever  he  was,  but  they  believed  in  him, 

and  took  him  along  with  them  and  brought  him  to  Russia. 

Here  there's  been  a  general  rush  to  him,  and  he's  begun  doc- 

toring every  one.  He  cured  Countess  Bezzubov,  and  she  took 

such  a  fancy  to  him  that  she  adopted  him." 
"Adopted  him?" 

"Yes,  as  her  son.     He's  not  Landau  any  more  now,  but 
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ount  Bezzubov.  That 's  neither  here  nor  there,  though ;  but 
Lidia — I  'm  very  fond  of  her,  but  she  has  a  screw  loose  some- 

where— has  lost  her  heart  to  this  Landau  now,  and  nothing  is 
ettled  now  in  her  house  or  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 's  without 

im,  and  so  your  sister's  fate  is  now  in  the  hands  of  Landau, 
lias  Count  Bezzubov.' ' 

CHAPTER  XXI 

After  a  capital  dinner  and  a  great  deal  of  cognac  drunk  at 

Sartnyansky's,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  only  a  little  later  than 
ic  appointed  time,  went  into  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  's. 

"Who  else  is  with  the  countess?— a  Frenchman?"  Stepan 
rkadyevitch  asked  the  hall-porter,  as  he  glanced  at  the  fa- 
liliar  overcoat  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  and  a  queer,  rather 
rtless-looking  overcoat  with  clasps. 

'Alexey  Alexandrovitch  Karenina  and  Count  Bezzubov/ ' le  porter  answered  severely. 

"Princess  Myaky  guessed  right,"  thought  Stepan  Arkadye- 
tch,  as  he  went  up-stairs.  "Curious!  It  would  be  quite  as 
ell,  though,  to  get  on  friendly  terms  with  her.  She  has 
nmense  influence.  If  she  would  say  a  word  to  Pomorsky,  the 
ling  would  be  a  certainty." 
It  was  still  quite  light  out-of-doors,  but  in  Countess  Lidia 
anovna's  little  drawing-room  the  blinds  were  drawn  and  the 
mps  lighted.  At  a  round  table  under  a  lamp  sat  the  countess 
id  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  talking  softly.  A  short,  thinnish 
an,  very  pale  and  handsome,  with  feminine  hips  and  knock- 
leed  legs,  with  fine  brilliant  eyes  and  long  hair  lying  on  the 
•liar  of  his  coat,  was  standing  at  the  other  end  of  the*  room 
izing  at  the  portraits  on  the  wall.    After  greeting  the  lady 
the  house  and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  Stepan  Arkad- 

ivitch  could  not  resist  glancing  once  more  at  the  unknown an. 
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"Monsieur  Landau !"  the  countess  addressed  him  with  a 

softness  and  caution  that  impressed  Oblonsky.  And  she  in- 
troduced them. 

Landau  looked  round  hurriedly,  came  up,  and  smiling,  laid 

his  moist,  lifeless  hand  in  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh 's  outstretched 
hand  and  immediately  walked  away  and  fell  to  gazing  at  the 

portraits  again.  The  countess  and  Alexey  Alexandrovitch 
looked  at  each  other  significantly. 

"I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  particularly  to-day,' '  said 
Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  pointing  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh  to  a 
seat  beside  Karenina. 

"I  introduced  you  to  him  as  Landau,' '  she  said  in  a  soft 

voice,,  glancing  at  the  Frenchman,  and  again  immediately 

after  at  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  "but  he  is  really  Count 

Bezzubov,  as  you're  probably  aware.     Only  he  does  not  like 

the  title." 

"Yes,  I  heard  so,"  answered  Stepan  Arkadyeviteh;  "they 

say  he  completely  cured  Countess  Bezzubov." 
"She  was  here  to-day,  poor  thing!"  the  countess  said,  turn 

ing  to  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.    "This  separation  is  awful  for 

her.    It's  such  a  blow  to  her!" 

"And  he  positively  is  going?"  queried  Alexey  Alexandro 
vitch.  [  , 

"Yes,  he's  going  to  Paris.    He  heard  a  voice  yesterday,'- 

said  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  looking  at  Stepan  Arkadyl 
vitch.  1 

"Ah,  a  voice!"  repeated  Oblonsky,  feeling  that  he  must  be 

as  circumspect  as  he  possibly  could  in  this  society,  where 

something  peculiar  was  going  on,  or  was  to  go  on,  to  which 
he  had  not  the  key. 

A  moment's  silence  followed,  after  which  Countess  Lidia 

Ivanovna,  as  though  approaching  the  main  topic  of  conversa- 
tion, said  with  a  fine  smile  to  Oblonsky : 

"I've  known  you  for  a  long  while,  and  am  very  glad  to 

make  a  closer  acquaintance  with  you.  Les  amis  de  nos  amis 

sont  nos  amis.  But  to  be  a  true  friend,  one  must  enter  into 

the  spiritual  state  of  one's  friend,  and  I  fear  that  you  are 

til 

k1 
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t  doing  so  in  the  case  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch.     You 

nderstand  what  I  mean?"  she  said,  lifting  her  fine  pensive es. 

In  part,  countess,  I  understand  the  position  of  Alexey 
Jexandrovitch     .     .     ."  said  Oblonsky.     Having  no  clear lea  what  they  were  talking  about,  he  wanted  to  confine  him- 
elf  to  generalities. 

"The  change  is  not  in  his  external  position,' '  Countess 
lidia  Ivanovna  said  sternly,  following  with  eyes  of  love  the 
gure  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  as  he  got  up  and  crossed  over 
Landau;  "his  heart  is  changed,  a  new  heart  has  been 

ouchsafed  him,  and  I  fear  you  don't  fully  apprehend  the 
lange  that  has  taken  place  in  him.,, 

Oh,  well,  in  general  outlines  I  can  conceive  the  change. 
Ve  have  always  been  friendly,  and  now  .  .  ."  said  Stepan 
rkadyevitch,  responding  with  a  sympathetic  glance  to  the 
cpression  of  the  countess,  and  mentally  balancing  the  ques- 
on  with  which  of  the  two  ministers  she  was  most  intimate, 
as  to  know  about  which  to  ask  her  to  speak  for  him. 

'The  change  that  has  taken  place  in  him  cannot  lessen  his 
>ve  for  his  neighbors;  on  the  contrary,  that  change  can 
ily  intensify  love  in  his  heart.  But  I  am  afraid  you  do  not 
nderstand  me.-  Won't  you  have  some  tea?"  she  said,  with 
er  eyes  indicating  the  footman,  who  was  handing  round  tea 
i  a  tray. 

"Not  quite,  countess.    Of  course,  his  misfortune     .     .     ." 
'Yes,  a  misfortune  which  has  proved  the  highest  happiness, 

hen  his  heart  was  made  new,  was  filled  full  of  it,"  she  said, 
izing  with  eyes  full  of  love  at  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

I  do  believe  I  might  ask  her  to  speak  to  both  of  them," 
mught  Stepan  Arkadyevitch. 

Oh,  of  course,  countess,"  he  said;  "but  I  imagine  such 
langes  are  a  matter  so  private  that  no  one,  even  the  most 
timate  friend,  would  care  to  speak  of  them. ' ' 
On  the  contrary !    We  ought  to  speak  freely  and  help  one 

lother." 

"Yes,  undoubtedly  so,  but  there  is  such  a  difference  of  con- 
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victions,  and  besides    •    •    •"  said  oblonsky  with  a  sof<jj 
smile,  t  ■" 

"There  can  be  no  difference  where  it  is  a  question  of  holy    Qi 

truth  "  ho 

-Oh  no,  of  course;  but    .    .    ."  and  Stepan  Arkady
evitclT 

paused  in  confusion.  He  understood  at  last  that  
they  werej 

talking  of  religion.  j 

"1  fancy  he  will  fall  asleep  immediately,      said  Alexey 

Alexandrovitch  in  a  whisper  full  of  meaning,  going  u
p  to 

Lidia  Ivanovna. 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  looked  round.  Landau  was 
 sitting  at, 

the  window,  leaning  on  his  elbow  and  the  back 
 of  his  chair, 

his  head  drooping.  Noticing  that  all  eyes  were  
turned  on  him 

he  raised  his  head  and  smiled  a  smile  of  child
like  artlessness 

-Don't  take  any  notice,"  said  Lidia  Ivanovna,  and  s
he 

lightly  moved  a  chair  up  for  Alexey  Alex
androvitch.  I 

have  observed  .  .  ."she  was  beginning,  wh
en  a  footman 

came  into  the  room  with  a  letter.  Lidia  Ivanovna 
 rapidly  ran 

her  eyes  over  the  note,  and  excusing  herself,  
wrote  an  answer  . 

with  extraordinary  rapidity,  handed  it  to  the
  man,  and  came 

back  to  the  table.  "I  have  observed,"  she  
went  on,  hat 

Moscow  people,  especially  the  men,  are 
 more  indifferent  to 

religion  than  any  one."  J 

-Oh  no,  countess,  I  thought  Moscow  people  ha
d  th ^repu- 

tation of  being  the  firmest  in  the  faith,"  answ
ered  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch.  ,  W 

"But  as  far  as  I  can  make  out,  you  are  unfor
tunately  one  of 

the  indifferent  ones,"  said  Alexey  Alexandr
ovitch,  turning  to 

him  with  a  weary  smile.    

< '  How  any  one  can  be  indifferent ! ' '  said  Lidi
a  Ivanovna. 

"I  am  not  so  much  indifferent  on  that  s
ubject  as  I  am 

waiting  in  suspense,"  said  Stepan  
Arkadyevitch,  with  his 

Tost  deprecating  smile.  "I  hardly  
think  that  the  time  for 

such  questions  has  come  yet  for  me. 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch  and  Lidia  I
vanovna  looked  at  each 

0t^We  can  never  tell  whether  the  time  has  come  for  us  f
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bt,"  said  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  severely.  "We  ought  not  to 
link  whether  we  are  ready  or  not  ready.  God's  grace  is  not 
uided  by  human  considerations:  sometimes  it  comes  not  to 
lose  that  strive  for  it,  and  comes  to  those  that  are  unpre- 

pared, like  Saul." 

"No,  I  believe  it  won't  be  just  yet,"  said  Lidia  Ivanovna, ho  had  been  meanwhile  watching  the  movements  of  the 
renchman.    Landau  got  up  and  came  to  them. 
"Do  you  allow  me  to  listen?"  he  asked. 
"Oh,  yes;  I  did  not  want  to  disturb  you,"  said  Lidia  Ivan- 

i/na,  gazing  tenderly  at  him;  "sit  here  with  us." 

"One  has  only  not  to  close  one's  eyes  to  shut  out  the  light," lexey  Alexandrovitch  went  on. 

Ah,  if  you  knew  the  happiness  we  know,  feeling  His  pres- 
lce  ever  in  our  hearts!"  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  with 
rapturous  smile. 

But  a  man  may  feel  himself  unworthy  sometimes  to  rise  to 

lat  height,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  conscious  of  hypoc- y  in  admitting  this  religious  height,  but  at  the  same  time 
lable  to  bring  himself  to  acknowledge  his  free-thinking 
ews  before  a  person  who,  by  a  single  word  to  Pomorsky, 
ight  procure  him  the  coveted  appointment. 

"That  is,  you  mean  that  sin  keeps  him  back?"  said  Lidia 
anovna.  "But  that  is  a  false  idea.  There  is  no  sin  for 
ilievers,  their  sin  has  been  atoned  for.    Pardon/9  she  added, 
iking  at  the  footman,  who  came  in  again  with  another  let- 
r.  She  read  it  and  gave  a  verbal  answer:  "To-morrow  at 
e  Grand  Duchess's,  say."  "For  the  believer  sin  is  not,"  she Kit  on. 

Yes,  but  faith  without  works  is  dead,"  said  Stepan  Arkad- 
jvitch,  recalling  the  phrase  from  the  catechism,  and  only 
his  smile  clinging  to  his  independence. 

'There  you  have  it— from  the  epistle  of  St.  James,"  said 
lexey  Alexandrovitch,  addressing  Lidia  Ivanovna,  with  a 
rtain  reproachfulness  in  his  tone.  It  was  unmistakably  a 
bject  they  had  discussed  more  than  once  before.  "What 
inn  has  been  done  by  the  false  interpretation  of  that  pas- 
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sage!  Nothing  holds  men  back  from  belief  like  that  misin- 

terpretation. 'I  have  not  works,  so  I  cannot  believe/  though 

all  the  while  that  is  not  said.  But  the  very  opposite  is  said." 

"Striving  for  God,  saving  the  soul  by  fasting,"  said  Count- 

ess Lidia  Ivanovna,  with  disgusted  contempt,  "those  are  the 

crude  ideas  of  our  monks.  .  .  .  Yet  that  is  nowhere  said. 

It  is  far  simpler  and  easier,"  she  added,  looking  at  Oblonsky 

with  the  same  encouraging  smile  with  which  at  court  she  en- 

couraged youthful  maids  of  honor,  disconcerted  by  the  new 

surroundings  of  the  court. 

"We  are  saved  by  Christ  who  suffered  for  us.  We  are 

saved  by  faith,"  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  chimed  in,  with  a 

glance  of  approval  at  her  words. 

"Vous  comprenez  V anglais?"  asked  Lidia  Ivanovna,  and 

receiving  a  reply  in  the  affirmative,  she , got  up  and  began 

looking  through  a  shelf  of  books. 

"I  want  to  read  him  'Safe  and  Happy,'  or  'Under  the 

Wing, '  "  she  said,  looking  inquiringly  at  Karenina.    And  find- 

ing the  book,  and  sitting  down  again  in  her  place,  she  opened 

it.    "It's  very  short.     In  it  is  described  the  way  by  which 

faith  can  be  reached,  and  the  happiness,  above  all  earthl
y 

bliss,  with  which  it  fills  the  soul.    The  believer  cannot  
be  un- 

happy  because  he  is  not  alone.    But  you  will  see.
"-    She  was 

-just  settling  herself  to  read  when  the  footman  came  in  ag
ain. 

"Madame  Borozdin?     Tell  her,  to-morrow  at  two  
o'clock 

Yes,"  she  said,  putting  her  finger  in  the  place  in  the  bo
ok 

and  gazing  before  her  with  her  fine  pensive  eyes, 
 "that  h 

how  true  faith  acts.     You  know  Marie  Sanin?     You  
kno* 

about  her  trouble?     She  lost  her  only  child.     She  was    
i 

despair.     And  what  happened?     She  found  
this  comforter 

and  she  thanks  God  now  fortte  death  of  her  child
.     Such 

is  the  happiness  faith  brings!" 

"Oh,  yes,  that  is  most  .  .  ."  said  Stepa
n  Arkadyevitch, 

glad  they  were  going  to  read,  and  let  him 
 have  a  chance  < 

collect  his  faculties.  "No,  I  see  I'd  better  no
t  ask  her  abou 

anything  to-day,"  he  thought.  J'lf  only  I  c
an  get  out  of  thi. 

without  putting  my  foot  in  it!" 
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"It  will  be  dull  for  you,"  said  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna, 
i addressing  Landau;  "you  don't  know  English,  but  it's  short." 

"Oh,  I  shall  understand,"  said  Landau,  with  the  same smile,  and  he  closed  his  eyes.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  and 
Lidia  Ivanovna  exchanged  meaning  glances,  and  the  reading began. 

CHAPTER  XXII 

Stepan  Arkadyevitch  felt  completely  nonplussed  by  the 
strange  talk  which  he  was  hearing  for  the  first  time.  The 
complexity  of  Petersburg,  as  a  rule,  had  a  stimulating  effect 
on  him,  rousing  him  out  of  his  Moscow  stagnation.  But  he 
liked  these  complications,  and  understood  them  only  in  the 
circles  he  knew  and  was  at  home  in.  In  these  unfamiliar 
surroundings  he  was  puzzled  and  disconcerted,  and  could  not 
get  his  bearings.  As  he  listened  to  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna, 
aware  of  the  beautiful,  artless— or  perhaps  artful,  he  could 
not  decide  which— eyes  of  Landau  fixed  upon  him,  Stepan 
Arkadyevitch  began  to  be  conscious  of  a  peculiar  heaviness  in his  head. 

The  most  incongruous  ideas  were  in  confusion  in  his  head 
' Marie  Sanin  is  glad  her  child's  dead     .     .     .     How  good  a smoke  would  be  now!     .     .     .     To  be  saved,  one  need  only 
believe,  and  the  monks  don't  know  how  the  thing's  to  be  done, but  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  does  know     .     .     .     And  why  is 
my  head  so  heavy?  Is  it  the  cognac,  or  all  this  being  so  queer? 
Anyway,  I  fancy  I've  done  nothing  unsuitable  so  far.     But 
anyway,  it  won't  do  to  ask  her  now.    They  say  they  make  one 
say  one 's  prayers.    I  only  hope  they  won 't  make  me !    That  '11 be  too  imbecile.    And  what  stuff  it  is  she's  reading!  but  she 
has  a^good  accent.    Landau— Bezzubov— what 's  he  Bezzubov 
for?"  All  at  once  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  became  aware  that  his lower  jaw  was  uncontrollably  forming  a  yawn.    He  pulled  his 
whiskers  to  cover  the  yawn,  and  shook  himself  together.    But 
>oon  after  he  became  aware  that  he  was  dropping  asleep  and 
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on  the  very  point  of  snoring.  He  recovered  himself  at  the 

very  moment  when  the  voice  of  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna  was 

saying  "he's  asleep.' '  Stepan  Arkady evitch  started  with  dis- 

may, feeling  guilty  and  caught.  But  he  was  reassured  at 

once  by  seeing  that  the  words  "he's  asleep"  referred  not  to 

him,  but  to  Landau.  The  Frenchman  was  asleep  as  well  as  j 

Stepan  Arkady  evitch.  But  Stepan  Arkady  evitch 's  being 
asleep  would  have  offended  them,  as  he  thought  (though  even 

this,  he  thought,  might  not  be  so,  as  everything  seemed  so 

queer),  while  Landau's  being  asleep  delighted  them  extremely, 

especially  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna. 

"Mon  ami,"  said  Lidia  Ivanovna,  carefully  holding  ihe 

folds  of  her  silk  gown  so  as  not  to  rustle,  and  in  her  excite- 

ment calling  Karenina  not  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  but  "mon 

ami/'  "donnez-lui  la  main.  Vous  voyezf  Sh!"  she  hissed 

at  the  footman  as  he  came  in  again.    "Not  at  home." 
The  Frenchman  was  asleep,  or  pretending  to  be  asleep,  with 

his  head  on  the  back  of  his  chair,  and  his  moist  hand,  as  it  lay 

on  his  knee,  made  faint  movements,  as  though  trying  to  catch 

something.  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  got  up,  tried  to  move 

carefully,  but  stumbled  against  the  table,  went  up  and  laid  his 

hand  in  the  Frenchman's  hand.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  got  up 

too,  and  opening  his  eyes  wide,  trying  to  wake  himself  up  if  
he 

was  asleep,  he  looked  first  at  one  and  then  at  the  other.  
It 

was  all  real.  Stepan  Arkadyevitch  felt  that  his  head  was 

getting  worse  and  worse. 

"Que  la  per sonne  qui  est  arrivee  la  dernier e,  celle  qui 

demande,  qu'elle  sorte!  Qu'elle  sorte!"  articulated  th
e 

Frenchman,  without  opening  his  eyes. 

"Vousm'excuserez,  mais  vous  voyez  .  .  .  Rev enez  vers 

dix  heures,  encore  mieux  demain." 

"Qu'elle  sorte!"  repeated  the  Frenchman  impatiently. 

"C'est  moi,  n'est-ce  pas?"  And  receiving  an  answer  in 

the  affirmative,  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,  forgetting  the  favor  he 

had  meant  to  ask  of  Lidia  Ivanovna,  and  forgetting  his  sister  I 

affairs,  caring  for  nothing,  but  filled  with  the  sole  desire  to 

get  away  as  soon  as  possible,  went  out  on  tiptoe  and  ran  out 
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into  the  street  as  though  from  a  plague-strickeTho^T^rT 
long  while  he  chatted  and  joked  with  his  cab-driver,  trying  to recover  his  spirits. 

At  the  French  theatre  where  he  arrived  for  the  last  act  and 
afterwards  at   the   Tatar  restaurant   after   his   champagne 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  felt  a  little  refreshed  in  the  atmosphere he  was  used  to.    But  still  he  felt  quite  unlike  himself  all  that evening. 

On  getting  home  to  Pyotr  Oblonsky  's,  where  he  was  staying Stepan  Arkadyevitch  found  a  note  from  Betsy.  She  wrote 
to  him  that  she  was  very  anxious  to  finish  their  interrupted conversation,  and  begged  him  to  come  next  day.  He  had 
scarcely  read  this  note,  and  frowned  at  its  contents,  when  he 
heard  below  the  ponderous  tramp  of  the  servants,  carrying something  heavy.         % 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  went  out  to  look.  It  was  the  re- 

luvenated  Pyotr  Oblonsky.  He  was  so  drunk  that  he  could 
lot  walk  up-stairs;  but  he  told  them  to  set  him  on  his  legs 
'hen  he  saw  Stepan  Arkadyevitch,   and  clinging  to   him, alked  with  him  into  his  room  and  there  began  telling  him 
low  he  had  spent  the  evening,  and  fell  asleep  doing  so. 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  was  in  very  low  spirits,  which  hap- 

pened rarely  with  him,  and  for  a  long  while  he  could  not  go 
o  sleep.  Everything  he  could  recall  to  his  mind,  everything 
'as  disgusting;  but  most  disgusting  of  all,  as  if  it  were  some- 
hmg  shameful,  was  the  memory  of  the  evening  he  had  spent t  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna's. 
Next  day  he  received  from  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  a  final 
iiswer,  refusing  to  grant  Anna's  divorce,  and  he  understood 
lat  this  decision  was  based  on  what  the  Frenchman  had  said his  real  or  pretended  trance. 

CHAPTER  XXIII 

In  order  to  carry  through  any  undertaking  in  family  life, 
here  must  necessarily  be  either  complete  division  between 
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the  husband  and  wife,  or  loving  agreement.  When  t
he  rela- 

tions of  a  couple  are  vacillating  and  neither  one  thing  nor 

the  other,  no  sort  of  enterprise  can  be  undertaken. 

Many  families  remain  for  years  in  the  same  place,  though 

both  husband  and  wife  are  sick  of  it,  simply  because  ther
e 

is  neither  complete  division  nor  agreement  between  them. 

Both  Vronsky  and  Anna  felt  life  in  Moscow  insupportable 

in  the  heat  and  dust,  when  the  spring  sunshine  was  follow
ed 

by  the  glare  of  summer,  and  all  the  trees  in  the  bou
levards 

had  long  since  been  in  full  leaf,  and  the  leaves  were  cover
ed 

with  dust.  But  they  did  not  go  back  to  Vozdvizhenskoe,  as
 

they  had  arranged  to  do  long  before;  they  went  staying  on  in 

Moscow,  though  they  both  loathed  it,  because  of  late  the
re 

had  been  no  agreement  between  them. 

The  irritability  that  kept  them  apart 'had  no  external  cause, 

and  all  efforts  to  come  to  an  understanding  intensified  
it, 

instead  of  removing  it.  It  was  an  inner  irritation,  grou
nded 

in  her  mind  on  the  conviction  that  his  love  had  grown  less ;  in 

his  on  regret  that  he  had  put  himself  for  her  sake  i
n  a  diffi- 

cult position,  which  she,  instead  of  lightening,  made  still  
more 

difficult  Neither  of  them  gave  full  utterance  to  t
heir  sense 

of  grievance,  but  they  considered  each  other  in  th
e  wrong, 

and  tried  on  every  pretext  to  prove  this  to  one  ano
ther. 

In  her  eyes  the  whole  of  him,  with  all  his  habits
,  ideas, 

desires,  with  all  his  spiritual  and  physical  temperam
ent,  was 

one  thing— love  for  women,  and  that  love,  she  felt,  o
ught  to 

be  entirely  concentrated  on  her  alone.     That  love 
 was  less; 

consequently,  as  she  reasoned,  he  must  have  trans
ferred  part 

of  his  love  to  other  women  or  to  another  woman— an
d  she  was 

jealous.     She  was  jealous  not  of  any  particular 
 woman  but 

of  the  decrease  of  his  love.    Not  having  got  an  object 
 for  her 

jealousy,  she  was  on  the  lookout  for  it.     At  the
  slightest  hint 

she  transferred  her  jealousy  from  one  object  to  anothe
r.    At 

one  time  she  was  jealous  of  those  low  women  with 
 whom  lie 

might  so  easily  renew  his  old  bachelor  ties;  then  s
he  wa* 

jealous  of  the  society  women  he  might  meet;  then  s
he  was 

jealous  of  the  imaginary  girl  whom  he  might  want  to 
 marry, 
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for  whose  sake  he  would  break  with  her.  And  this  last  form 
of  jealousy  tortured  her  most  of  all,  especially  as  he  had 
unwarily  told  her,  in  a  moment  of  frankness,  that  his  mother 
knew  him  so  little  that  she  had  had  the  audacity  to  try  and persuade  him  to  marry  the  young  Princess  Sorokin. 
And  being  jealous  of  him,  Anna  was  indignant  against  him 

and  found  grounds  for  indignation  in  everything.  For  every- 
thing that  was  difficult  in  her  position  she  blamed  him.  The 

agonizing  condition  of  suspense  she  had  passed  at  Moscow, 
the  tardiness  and  indecision  of  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  her 
solitude— she  put  it  all  down  to  him.  If  he  had  loved  her  he 
would  have  seen  all  the  bitterness  of  her  position,  and  would 
have  rescued  her  from  it.  For  her  being  in  Moscow  and  not 
in  the  country,  he  was  to  blame  too.  He  could  not  live  buried 
in  the  country  as  she  would  have  liked  to  do.  He  must  have 
society,  and  he  had  put  her  in  this  awful  position,  the  bitter- 

ness of  which  he  would  not  see.  And  again,  it  was  his  fault that  she  was  forever  separated  from  her  son. 
Even  the  rare  moments  of  tenderness  that  came  from  time 

o  time  did  not  soothe  her;  in  his  tenderness  now  she  saw  a 
shade  of  complacency,  of  self-confidence,  which  had  not  been )i  old,  and  which  exasperated  her. 
It  was  dusk.  Anna  was  alone,  and  waiting  for  him  to  come 

3ack  from  a  bachelor  dinner.  She  walked  up  and  down  in  his 
Jtudy  (the  room  where  the  noise  from  the  street  was  least 
leard),  and  thought  over  every  detail  of  their  yesterday's luarrel  Going  back  from  the  well-remembered,  offensive vords  of  the  quarrel  to  what  had  been  the  ground  of  it  she 
.mved  at  last  at  its  origin.  For  a  long  while  she  could  hardly •elieve  that  their  dissension  had  arisen  from  a  conversation  so 
Qoffensive,    of  so  little  moment  to  either.     But  so  it  actually 
^1-1    i    ■        fr°Se  fr°m  his  lauShing  at  the  girls'  high chools    declaring  they  were  useless,  while  she  defended  them. 
Ie  had  spoken  slightingly  of  women's  education  in  general 
nd  had  said  that  Hannah,  Anna's  English  protegee,  had  not he  slightest  need  to  know  anything  of  physics 
This  irritated  Anna.    She  saw  in  this  a  contemptuous  refer- 
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ence  to  her  occupations.  And  she  bethought  her  of  a  phrase  f 

to  pay  him  back  for  the  pain  he  had  given  her.  "I  don't  ex- ' 
pect  you  to  understand  me,  my  feelings,  as  any  one  who  loved  I 

me  might,  but  simple  delicacy  I  did  expect,"  she  said. 
And  he  had  actually  flushed  with  vexation,  and  had  saidl 

something  unpleasant.     She  could  not  recall  her  answer,  but 

at  that  point,  with  an  unmistakable  desire  to  wound  her  too, 
he  had  said: 

"I  feel  no  interest  in  your  infatuation  over  this  girl,  that's! 

true,  because  I  see  it 's  unnatural. '  ■ 
The  cruelty  with  which  he  shattered  the  world  she  had  built 

up  for  herself  so  laboriously  to  enable  her  to  endure  her  hard 

life,  the  injustice  with  which  he  had  accused  her  of  affectation, 
of  artificiality,  aroused  her. 

aIam  very  sorry  that  nothing  but  what's  coarse  and  mate- 

rial is  comprehensible  and  natural  to  you,"  she  said,  and walked  out  of  the  room. 

When  he  had  come  in  to  her  yesterday  evening,  they  had 

not  referred  to  the  quarrel,  but  both  felt  that  the  quarrel  had 

been  smoothed  over,  but  was  not  at  an  end. 

To-day  he  had  not  been  at  home  all  day,  and  she  felt  so 

lonely  and  wretched  in  being  on  bad  terms  with  him  that  she 

wanted  to  forget  it  all,  to  forgive  him,  and  be  reconciled  with 

him ;  she  wanted  to  throw  the  blame  on  herself  and  to  justify 
him. 

"lam  myself  to  blame.  I  'm  irritable,  I  'm  insanely  jealous. 

I  will  make  it  up  with  him,  and  we'll  go  away  to  the  country, 

there  I  shall  be  more  at  peace. ' ' 
''Unnatural!"  She  suddenly  recalled  the  word  that  had 

stung  her  most  of  all,  not  so  much  the  word  itself  as  the  intent 

to  wound  her  with  which  it  was  said.  ' '  I  know  what  he  meant ; 

he  meant— unnatural,  not  loving  my  own  daughter,  to  love 

another  person's  child.  What  does  he  know  of  love  for  chil- 

dren, of  my  love  for  Seryozha,  whom  I've  sacrificed  for  him? 
But  that  wish  to  wound  me !     No,  he  loves  another  woman,  it 

must  be  so. " 

And  perceiving  that,  while  trying  to  regain  her  peace  of 
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mmd,  she  had  gone  round  the  same  circle  that  she  had  been 
round  so  often  before,  and  had  come  back  to  her  former  state 
of  exasperation,  she  was  horrified  at  herself.  "Can  it  be 
impossible  ?  Can  it  be  beyond  me  to  control  myself  V '  she  said 
to  herself,  and  began  again  from  the  beginning.  "He's  truth- 

ful, he's  honest,. he  loves  me.  I  love  him,  and  in  a  few  days the  divorce  will  come.  What  more  do  I  want  ?  I  want  peace 
of  mind  and  trust,  and  I  will  take  the  blame  on  myself.  Yes 
now  when  he  comes  in,  I  will  tell  him  I  was  wrong,  though I  was  not  wrong,  and  we  will  go  away  to-morrow." 
And  to  escape  thinking  any  more,  and  being  overcome  by 

irritability,  she  rang,  and  ordered  the  boxes  to  be  brought  up for  packing  their  things  for  the  country. 
At  ten  o'clock  Vronsky  came  in. 

CHAPTER  XXIV 

Well,  was  it  nice?"  she  asked,  coming  out  to  meet  him ith  a  penitent  and  meek  expression. 

"Just  as  usual,"  he  answered,  seeing  at  a  glance  that  she ;vas  in  one  of  her  good  moods.  He  was  used  by  now  to  these 
ransitions,  and  he  was  particularly  glad  to  see  it  to-day,  as le  was  in  a  specially  good  humor  himself. 

What  do  I  see  ?     Come,  that 's  good ! "  he  said,  pointing  to he  boxes  in  the  passage. 

'Yes,  we  must  go.  I  went  out  for  a  drive,  and  it  was  so 
ne  I  longed  to  be  in  the  country.  There's  nothing  to  keep 
ou,  is  there?" 

"It's  the  one  thing  I  desire.  I'll  be  back  directly,  and 
re '11  talk  it  over;  I  only  want  to  change  my  coat.  Order ome  tea." 
And  he  went  into  his  room. 

There  was  something  mortifying  in  the  way  he  had  said 
Come,  that's  good,"  as  one  says  to  a  child  when  it  leaves  off 
eing  naughty,  and  still  more  mortifying  was  the  contrast  be- 
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tw^l^eTpenitent^i^his  self-confident  tone;  
and  for  one 

instant  she  felt  the  lust  of  strife  rising  up  in  her  a
gain,  but 

making  an  effort  she  conquered  it,  and  met  Vronsk
y  as  good- 

humoredly  as  before.  m 

When  he  came  in  she  told  him,  partly  repeating  phrases  s
he 

had  prepared  beforehand,  how  she  had  spent  the  day,  and  j 
her  plans  for  going  away.  f 

"  You  know  it  came  to  me  almost  like  an  inspiration,  she 

said  ' '  Why  wait  here  for  the  divorce  ?  Won 't  it  be  just  the 

same  in  the  country  1  I  can 't  wait  any  longer !  I  don 't  want 

to  go  on  hoping,  I  don't  want  to  hear  anything  
about  the 

divorce.  I  have  made  up  my  mind  it  shall  not  have  any
  more 

influence  on  my  life.     Do  you  agree?" 

"Oh,  yes!"  he  said,  glancing  uneasily  at  her  excited  fa
ce. 

"What  did  you  do?     Who  was  there?"  she  said,  after
  a 

^Vronsky  mentioned  the  names  of  the  guests.  "The 
 dinner 

was  first-rate,  and  the  boat  race,  and  it  was  all  pleas
ant  enough, 

but  in  Moscow  they  can  never  do  anything  with
out  something 

ridicule.  A  lady  of  a  sort  appeared  on  the  sce
ne,  teacher  ot 

swimming  to  the  Queen  of  Sweden,  and  gave 
 us  an  exhibition 

of  her  skill." 

"  How  ?  did  she  swim  ? ' '  asked  Anna,  frowning. 

"In  an  absurd  red  costume  de  natation;  she  was
  old  and 

hideous  too.     So  when  shall  we  go?" 

-What  an  absurd  fancy!  Why,  did  she  swim
  in  some 

special  way,  then?"  said  Anna,  not  answeri
ng 

-There  was  absolutely  nothing  in  it.  That  s  3ust 
 what  I 

say,  it  was  awfully  stupid.     Well,  then,  whe
n  do  you  think 

of  going?" 

Anna  shook  her  head  as  though  trying  to  drive 
 away  some 

unpleasant  idea. 

-When?  Why,  the  sooner  the  better!  By  to
-morrow  we 

shan't  be  ready.     The  day  after  to-morrow." 

"Yes  .  .  .  oh,  no,  wait  a  minute!  The  day 
 after  to- 

morrow's Sunday,  I  have  to  be  at  maman's,"  said  Vronsk
y, 

embarrassed,  because  as  soon  as  he  uttered  his  mo
ther  s  name 
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he  was  aware  of  her  intent,  suspicious  eyes.  His  embarrass- 
ment confirmed  her  suspicion.  She  flushed  hotly  and  drew 

away  from  him.  It  was  now  not  the  Queen  of  Sweden's 
swimming-mistress  who  filled  Anna's  imagination,  but  the 
young  Princess  Sorokin.  She  was  staying  in  a  village  near 
Moscow  with  Countess  Vronsky. 

"Can't  you  go  to-morrow?"  she  said. 
"Well,  no!     The  deeds  and  the  money  for  the  business 

I  'm  going  there  for  I  can 't  get  by  to-morrow,  \ '  he  answered. 
' '  If  so,  we  won 't  go  at  all. ' ' 
"But  why  so?" 
"I  shall  not  go  later.    Monday  or  never!" 
"What    for?"    said   Vronsky,    as   though    in    amazement. 

*  Why,  there 's  no  meaning  in  it ! " 
"There's  no  meaning  in  it  to  you,  because  you  care  noth- 

ing for  me.  You  don't  care  to  understand  my  life.  The 
one  thing  that  I  cared  for  here  was  Hannah.  You  say  it's 
affectation.  Why,  you  said  yesterday  that  I  don't  love  my 
daughter,  that  I  love  this  English  girl,  that  it's  unnatural.  I 
should  like  to  know  what  life  there  is  for  me  that  could  be 

natural ! ' ' 
For  an  instant  she  had  a  clear  vision  of  what  she  was  doing, 

and  was  horrified  at  how  she  had  fallen  away  from  her  resolu- 
tion. But  even  though  she  knew  it  was  her  own  ruin,  she 

ould  not  restrain  herself,  could  not  keep  herself  from  proving 
;o  him  that  he  was  wrong,  could  not  give  way  to  him. 

'I  never  said  that;  I  said  I  did  not  sympathize  with  this 
sudden  passion." 

'How  is  it,  though  you  boast  of  your  straightforwardness, 
ou  don't  tell  the  truth?" 

'I  never  boast,  and  I  never  tell  lies,"  he  said  slowly,  re- 
training his  rising  anger.  "It's  a  great  pity  if  you  can't 

•espect     .     .     ." 

"Respect  was  invented  to  cover  the  empty  place  where  love 
hould  be.     And  if  you  don't  love  me  any  more,  it  would  be 
etter  and  more  honest  to  say  so." 

'No,  this  is  becoming  unbearable!"  cried  Vronsky,  getting 
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up  from  his  chair ;  and  stopping  short,  facing  her,  he 
 said, 

speaking  deliberately:  "What  do  you  try  my  patienc
e  for?' 

looking  as  though  he  might  have  said  much  more,  but
  was 

restraining  himself.     "It  has  limits." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that*"  she  cried,  looking  with 

terror  at  the  undisguised  hatred  in  his  whole  face,  and  es
pe- 

cially in  his  cruel,  menacing  eyes. 

"I  mean  to  say  .  .  ."  he  was  beginning,  but  he  checked 

himself.     '!  I  must  ask  what  it  is  you  want  of  me  V ' 
"What  I  can  want?  All  I  can  want  is  that  you  should  not 

desert  me,  as  you  think  of  doing,"  she  said,  unders
tanding 

all  he  had  not  uttered.  "But  that  I  don't  wan
t;  that's 

secondary.     I  want  love,  and  there  is  none.     So  then  all
  is 

over. ' ' 
She  turned  towards  the  door. 

"Stop!  sto— op!"  said  Vronsky,  with  no  change  in  the 

gloomy  lines  of  his  brows,  though  he  held  her  by  the  han
d. 

""What  is  it  all  about?  I  said  that  we  must  put  off  going  for 

three  days,  and  on  that  you  told  me  I  was  lying,  that  I  was 

not  an  honorable  man. " 

"Yes,  and  I  repeat  that  the  man  who  reproaches  me  with 

having  sacrificed  everything  for  me,"  she  said,  recalling  
the 

words  of  a  still  earlier  quarrel,  "that  he's  worse  than  a  dis
- 

honorable man— he's  a  heartless  man." 

"Oh,  there  are  limits  to  endurance!"  he  cried,  and  hastily 
let  go  her  hand. 

"He  hates  me,  that's  clear,"  she  thought,  and  in  silence, 

without  looking  round,  she  walked  with  faltering  steps  out  of 

the  room.  "He  loves  another  woman,  that's  even  clearer," 

she  said  to  herself  as  she  went  into  her  own  room.  "I  want 

love,  and  there  is  none.  So,  then,  all  is  over."  She  repeated 

the  words  she  had  said,  "and  it  must  be  ended." 
"But  how?"  she  asked  herself,  and  she  sat  down  in  a  low 

chair  before  the  looking-glass. 

Thoughts  of  where  she  would  go  now,  whether  to  the  aunt 

who  had  brought  her  up,  to  Dolly,  or  simply  alone  abroad,  and 

of  what  he  was  doing  now  alone  in  his  study;  whether  this 



So,  then   all  is  over 

G.W.  J.  &CO. 

{Page  240) 
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was  the  final  quarrel,  or  whether  reconciliatoTw^^tUl^o^ 
!  sible;  and  of  what  all  her  old  friends  at  Petersburg  would 
say  of  her  now;  and  of  how  Alexey  Alexandrovitch  would 
look  at  it,  and  many  other  ideas  of  what  would  happen  now after  the  rupture,  came  into  her  head;  but  she  did  not  *ive 1  herself  up  to  them  with  all  her  heart.     At  the  bottom  of  her 

I  heart  was  some  obscure  idea  that  alone  interested  her,  but  she 
I  could  not  get  clear  sight  of  it.     Thinking  once  more  of  Alexey Alexandrovitch,  she  recalled  the  time  of  her  illness  after  her 
-w^Tf ', and  the  f eeling  which  never  lef t  her  at  that  time. 
Why  didn  t  I  die?-  and  the  words  and  the  feeling  of  that time  came  back  to  her.  And  all  at  once  she  knew  what  was  in 

her  soul.  Yes,  it  was  that  idea  which  alone  solved  all.  "Yes 
to  die!  .  .  .  And  the  shame  and  disgrace  of  Alexey  Alex- 

androvitch and  of  Seryozha,  and  my  awful  shame,  it  will  all 
be  saved  by  death.  To  die!  and  he  will  feel  remorse;  will  be sorry ;  will  love  me ;  he  will  suffer  on  my  account. ' '  With  the 
trace  of  a  smile  of  commiseration  for  herself  she  sat  down  in 
the  armchair,  taking  off  and  putting  on  the  rings  on  her  left 
hand  vividly  picturing  from  different  sides  his  feelings  after her  death. 

Approaching  footsteps— his  steps— distracted  her  attention 
As  though  absorbed  in  the  arrangement  of  her  rings,  she  did not  even  turn  to  him. 

He  went  up  to  her,  and  taking  her  by  the  hand,  said  softly 
Anna,  we'll  go  the  day  after  to-morrow,  if  you  like.     I pgree  to  everything. ' ' 

She  did  not  speak. 

"What  is  it V9  he  urged. 
"You  know,-  she  said,  and  at  the  same  instant,  unable  to l-estram  herself  any  longer,  she  burst  into  sobs. 
"Cast  me  off!"  she  articulated  between  her  sobs  "I'll  go tway  to-morrow  .  .  .  FU  do  more.  What  am  I?  An mmoral  woman!  A  stone  round  your  neck.  I  don't  want  to 

hake  you  wretched ;  I  don 't  want  to !  I  '11  set  you  free.  You ion  t  love  me ;  you  love  some  one  else ! " 
Vronsky  besought  her  to  be  calm,  and  declared  that  there 
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^^^^it^da^^  5  that  he  had  never 

ceased,  and  never  would  cease,  to  love  her; 
 that  he  loved  her 

more  than  ever.  , 

"Anna  why  distress  yourself  and  me  so?"  h
e  said  to  her, 

kissing  her  hands.  There  was  tenderness  
now  in  his  face  and 

she  fancied  she  caught  the  sound  of  tears  
in  his  voice,  and  she 

felt  them  wet  on  her  hand.  And'  inst
antly  Anna  s  despair- 

ing iealousy  changed  to  a  despairing  pa
ssion  of  tenderness. 

She  Put  her  arms  round  him,  and  covered
  with  kisses  his  head, 

his  neck,  his  hands. 

CHAPTER  XXV 

Peeling  that  the  reconciliation  wa
s  complete,  Anna  set 

easerlvTo  work  in  the  morning  pr
eparing  for  their  departure. 

Sough  uls  not  settled  whether 
 they  should  go on  M  onday 

or  Tuesday  as  they  had  each  give
n  way  to  the  other,  Anna 

mcSdbu^y  feeling  absolutely  
indifferent  whether  they  wen 

a  dTearl  er  or  later.  She  was  s
tanding  in  her  room  over  an 

^e/bo, f  taking  things  out  of  it,  when  he 
 came  in  to  see  her 

parlier  than  usual,  dressed  to  go  out. 

"I'm gohig  off  at  once  to  see  maman;  sh
e  ean  send  me  the 

money  by Tgorov    And  I  
shall  be  ready  to  go  to-morrow,

 

heThodugh  she  was  in  sueh  a  good  mood,  the
  thought  of  his 

visit  to  his  mother's  gave  her  a  p
ang. 

"No  I  shan't  be  ready  by  then  m
yself,     she  said,  ana 

<wprl  "so  then  it  was  possible  to  arr
ange  to  do  as  1 once  reflected,     so  iiuju  it  «a    v  rtinmg- 

•  i,  a  "    "No  do  as  vou  meant  to  do.    Go  into
  tne  am urn wished.  No,  do  as  you  thoge  thmgs 

dl"T8.rr»i<i»'«  k*»  i-«» «»«'«""  ""*  ""•"" to™  ** 
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come  to  me,"  she  said,  sitting  down  beside  himlo~ner  coffee" "There's  nothing  more  awful  than  these  chambres  garnies There's  no  individuality  in  them,  no  soul.  These  clocks  and curtains,  and,  worst  of  all,  the  wall-papers— they 're  a  night- 
mare. I  think  of  Vozdvizhenskoe  as  the  promised  land. 

You're  not  sending  the  horses  off  yet?" 
¥ No,  they  will  come  after  us.     Where  are  you  going  to?" 
"I  wanted  to  go  to  Wilson's  to  take  some  dresses  to  her. 

So  it's  really  to  be  to-morrow?"  she  said  in  a  cheerful  voice- but  suddenly  her  face  changed. 

Vronsky's  valet  came  in  to  ask  him  to  sign  a  receipt  for  a telegram  from  Petersburg.  There  was  nothing  out  of  the 
way  in  Vronsky's  getting  a  telegram,  but  he  said,  as  though anxious  to  conceal  something  from  her,  that  the  receipt  was  in his  study,  and  he  turned  hurriedly  to  her. 
"By  to-morrow,  without  fail,  I  will  finish  it  all." 
" From  whom  is  the  telegram?"  she  asked,  not  hearing  him. 'From  Stiva,"  he  answered  reluctantly. 
"Why  didn't  you  show  it  to  me?  What  secret  can  there be  between  Stiva  and  me?" 

Vronsky  called  the  valet  back,  and  told  him  to  bring  the telegram. 

'I  didn't  want  to  show  it  to  you,  because  Stiva  has  such 
seUkdT"  f°r  telGgraphin^:  why  tele^aph  when  nothing  is 
"About  the  divorce?" 

"Yes;  but  he  says  he  has  not  been  able  to  come  at  any- thing  yet.  He  has  promised  a  decisive  answer  in  a  day  or two.    But  here  it  is ;  read  it. " 
With  trembling  hands  Anna  took  the  telegram,  and  read 

rhat  Vronsky  had  told  her.  At  the  end  was  added:  "little 
ope;  but  I  will  do  everything  possible  and  impossible  " 

I  said  yesterday  that  it's  absolutely  nothing  to  me  when 
L  get,  or  whether  I  never  get,  a  divorce,"  she  said,  flushing 
Jrimson.  'There  was  not  the  slightest  necessity  to  hide  it 
Tom  me.  "So  he  may  hide  and  does  hide  his  correspondence vith  women  from  me,"  she  thought. 
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~^Yash^me^n7To~come  this  morning  with  Voytov,"  said 

Vronsky;  "I  believe  he's  won  from  Pyevtsov  
all  and  more 

than  he  can  pay,  about  sixty  thousand." 
"No  "  she  said,  irritated  by  his  so  obviously  showing  by 

this  change  of  subject  that  he  was  irritated,
  "why  did  you 

suppose  that  this  news  would  affect  me  so,  
that  you  must  even 

try  to  hide  it?  I  said  I  don't  want  to  consider  
it;>  and  1 

should  have  liked  you  to  care  as  little  about  
it  as  I  do 

' '  I  care  about  it  because  I  like  definiteness,     he  said.
 

"Definiteness  is  not  in  the  form  but  the  love,     s
he  said   , 

more  and  more  irritated,  not  by  his  words, 
 but  by  the  tone  of 

Ll  composure  in  which  he  spoke.    "Wh
at  do  you  want  it 

for?" 

"My  God !  love  again,
"  he  though

t,  frowni
ng. 

"Oh,  you  know 
 what  for;  for  your

  sake  and  your 
 chndre

n  s 

in  the  future."  „ 
"There  won't  be  children  in  the  future. 

"That's  a  great  pity,"  he  said.  ., 

"You  want  it  for  the  children's  sake,  bu
t  you  don  t  think 

of  me?"  she  said,  quite  forgetting  or  n
ot  having  heard  that 

he  had  said,  "For  your  sake  and  th
e  children  s 

The  question  of  the  possibility 
 of  having  children  had 

long  been  a  subject  of  dispute  and
  irritation  to  her.     H. 

desfre  to  have  children  she  interpre
ted  as  a  proof  he  did  not 

Pr"eOhei  S:yfor  your  sake.  Above  all  for  your  sake,"  he 

repeated  frowning  Is  though  in
  pain,  "because  I  am  certain 

S  the  greater  part  of  your  
irritability  comes  from  the 

SaSKTS  £ti££  all  pretense,
  and  all  his  cold 

hatrSCme  is  apparent,"  s
be  thought    not ̂   hearing  hi 

words,  but  watching  with  terro
r  the  cold,  cruel  3ndge  w 

looked  mocking  her  _ou1 ,  ̂ f^  «and,  indeed,  I  don't 

that  I  am  completely  in  yo
ur  power. 

there  in  the  position?  on  th
e  contrary    .    .    • 

. 
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i  VI  am l  very  sorry^T^il^^rT^^^^y^ interrupted  obstinately  anxious  to  give  utterance  to  his 
i  ^re,"        mdefiniteness  ««*  *»  ̂ur  imagining  that 

''On  that  score  you  can  set  your  mind  quite  at  rest  "  she 
coffee         tUrmng  ̂ ^  fr°m  him'  She  began  drinki^  «er 

*  "ft,ed  her  CUP>  wi*  her  little  finger  held  apart,  and 

mm  Ld  h    P*       ft6r  driDking  a  f6W  siPs  she  i^d  at mm,  and  by  his  expression,  she  saw  clearly  that  he  was  re 

he6r  hps       "  hand'  and  ̂   g6StUre'  and  the  —d™e  by 
"I  don't  care  in  the  least  what  your  mother  thinks   and what  match  she  wants  to  make  for  you,"  she  said,  putting  the cup  down  with  a  shaking  hand.  g 
''But  we  are  not  talking  about  that." 
"Yes,  that's  just  what  we  are  talking  about.     And  let me  tell  you  that  a  heartless  woman,  whether  she's  old  or  not pld  your  mother  or  any  one  else,  is  of  no  consequence  to  me tod  I  would  not  consent  to  know  her." 

notlfer/''   '  ̂  ̂   ̂   **  SP6ak  disrespectfully  of  my 

"A  woman  whose  heart  does  not  tell  her  where  her  son's happiness  and  honor  lie  has  no  heart. " 

"I  repeat  my  request  that  you  will  not  speak  disrespectfully >f  my  mother,  whom  I  respect,"  he  said,  raising  his  voice  and ooking  sternly  at  her.  a 
She  did  not  answer.  Looking  intently  at  him,  at  his  face .1  hands,  she  recalled  all  the  details  of  their  reconciliation ne  previous  day,  and  his  passionate  caresses.  -.There  iust 

uch  caresses  he  has  lavished,  and  will  lavish,  and  longs  to ivish  on  other  women ! ' '  she  thought. 

nd?lp°n'll0Ve-JT  rth6r-  That's  aI1  t^k,  and  talk, nd  talk!  she  said,  looking  at  him  with  hatred  in  her '  cs. 

"'Even  if  so,  you  must    .    .    ." 
"Must  decide,  and  I  have  decided,"  she  said,  and  she  would 
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have  gone  away,  but  «t  tia*  mw
ert  Yashvin  walked  into 

the  room.    Anna  greeted  him  and 
 remained. 

Why  when  there  was  a  tempest  m  her 
 sonl,  and  she  felt 

she  was  standing  at  a  tnrning-point  in
  her  life  which  might 

have  fearfnl  consequences-why,  at  that
  minute,  she  had  to 

keep  up  appearances  before  an  outside
r,  who  sooner  or  later 

J*  knowP  it  all-she  did  not  know.  But  at
  once  quelling 

the  storm  within  her,  she  sat  down  and
  began  talking  to 

th''Wene,Show  are  you  getting  on?    Has  your  debt  been  paid 

you?"  she  asked  Yashvin.  ''"        _ 

"Oh,  pretty  fair;  I  fancy  I  shan't  get 
 it  all  but  I  shall 

get  a  good  half.  And  when  are  y
ou  off?"  said  Yashvin, 

looking  at  Vronsky,  and  unmistakably 
 guessing  at  a  quar- 

16  '''The  day  after  to-morrow,  I  think,"  said  Vronsky. 

"You've  been  meaning  to  go  so  long,  though." 

"But  now  it's  quite  decided,"  said  Anna,  
looking  Vronsky 

straight  in  the  face  with  a  look  which  
told  him  not  to  dream 

!1CS?S 
 unlucky  Pyevtsov?"  she 

whether  I'm  sorry  for  him  or  not.  You
  see,  all  my  fortune  s 

ie"-he  touched  his  hreast-pocket-"
 and  just  now  I'm  a 

wealthy  man.  But  to-day  I'm  going  t
o  the  club,  and  I  may 

Tome  out  a  beggar.  You  see,  whoever 
 sits  down  to  p  ay  wrth 

me_he  wants  to  leave  me  without  a  s
hirt  to  my  back,  ana 

Tdo  I  him.    And  so  we  fight  it  out
,  and  that's  the  pleasure 

nf  it   " 

"Well,  but  suppose  youwere  marr
ied,"  said  Anna,  "how 

would  it  be  for  your  wife?" Yashvin  laughed.  ,, 

"That's  why  I'm  not  married,  and  never  mean
  to  be. 

"And  Helsingfors?"  said  Vronsky  e
ntering  into .the  con- 

versation  and  glancing  at  Anna's  sm
iling  face.  Meeting  Ins 

eyes,  Anna's  face  instantly  took  a  col
dly  severe  expression  as 
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though  she  were  saying  to  him:  "It's  not  forgotten.    It's  all the  same." 

"Were  you  really  in  love?"  she  said  to  Yashvin. 
"Oh  heavens!  ever  so  many  times!    But  you  see,  some  men can  play  but  only  so  that  they  can  always  lay  down  their 

cards  when  the  hour  comes  of  a  rendezvous,  while  I  can  take 
up  love,  but  only  so  as  not  to  be  late  for  my  cards  in  the 

,1  evening.    That 's  how  I  manage  things. " 
"No,  I  didn't  mean  that,  but  the  real  thing."  She  would have  said  Helsingfors,  but  would  not  repeat  the  word  used  by Vronsky. 

Voytov,  who  was  buying  the  horse,  came  in.  Anna  got  up and  went  out  of  the  room. 

Before  leaving  the  house,  Vronsky  went  into  her  room.  She 
would  have  pretended  to  be  looking  for  something  on  the 
table,  but  ashamed  of  making  a  pretense,  she  looked  straight m  his  face  with  cold  eyes. 

"What  do  you  want?"  she  asked  in  French. 
"To  get  the  guarantee  for  Gambetta,  I've  sold  him,"  he said,  m  a  tone  which  said  more  clearly  than  words,  "I've  no 

time  for  discussing  things,  and  it  would  lead  to  nothing." 
''I'm  not  to  blame  in  any  way,"  he  thought.  "If  she  will punish  herself,  tant  pis  pour  elle."  But  as  he  was  going  he fancied  that  she  said  something,  and  his  heart  suddenly  ached with  pity  for  her. 

"Eh,  Anna?"  he  queried. 

;< I  said  nothing,"  she  answered  just  as  coldly  and  calmly Oh,  nothing,  tant  pis  then,"  he  thought,  feeling  cold  again 
and  he  turned  and  went  out.  As  he  was  going  out  he  caught a  glimpse  m  the  looking-glass  of  her  face,  white,  with  quiver- ing lips  He  even  wanted  to  stop  and  to  say  some  comfort- 

ing word  to  her,  but  his  legs  carried  him  out  of  the  room 
before  he  could  think  what  to  say.  The  whole  of  that  day  he spent  away  from  home,  and  when  he  came  in  late  in  the evening  the  maid  told  him  that  Anna  Arkadyevna  had  a Headache  and  begged  him  not  to  go  in  to  her 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 

Never  before  had  a  day  been  passed  in  quarrel. 
 To-day  was 

the  first  time.  And  this  was  not  a  quarrel.  It 
 was  the  open 

acknowledgment  of  complete  coldness.  Was
  it  possible  to 

glance  at  her  as  he  had  glanced  when  he 
 came  into  the 

room  for  the  guarantee  t-to  look  at  her,  s
ee  her  heart  was 

breaking  with  despair,  and  go  out  without 
 a  word  with  that 

face  of  callous  composure?  He  was  not  mer
ely  cold  to  her, 

he  hated  her  because  he  loved  another 
 woman-that  was 

And  remembering  all  the  cruel  words  he
  had  said  Anne 

supplied,  too,  the  words  that  he  had  unm
istakably  wished  tc 

say  and  could  have  said  to  her,  and  she  g
rew  more  and  mor, 

exasperated.  „,i,™ 

"I  won't  prevent  you,"  he  might  say.  "You  c
an  go  when 

you  like.  You  were  unwilling  to  be  divorc
ed  from  your  hus 

band,  no  doubt  so  that  you  might  go  back  
to  him.  Go  back  to 

him.  If  you  want  money,  I'll  give  it  to
  you.  How  man; 

roubles  do  you  want?"  , 

All  the  most  cruel  words  that  a  brutal  ma
n  could  say,  h 

said  to  her  in  her  imagination,  and  she  
could  not  forgive  hin 

for  them,  as  though  he  had  actually  
said  them 

"But  didn't  he  only  yesterday  swear  he  l
oved  me,  he, 

truthful  and  sincere  man?    Haven't  
I  despaired  for  nothm, 

manv  times  already  ? "  she  said  to  her
self  afterwards. 

All  Ct  day,  except  for  the  visit  to
  Wilson's,  which  occupio 

two  1,  Ala  spent  in  doubts 
 whether  everything  we 

over  or  whether  there  were  still  hop
e  of  reconciliation,  whethe 

she  should  go  away  at  once  or  see 
 him  once  more.  She  wa 

xpectLg  hfm  the  whole  day,  and  
in  the  evening  -she  wer 

to  her  own  room,  leaving  a  mess
age  for  him  that  her  hea 

ached,  she  said  to  herself,  "If  he
  comes  in  spite  of  whrtft 

maid  says,  it  means  that  he  loves
  me  still.  If  not,  it  meat 

Zt  allTs  'over,  and  then  I  will  ̂ ^^^  st0 
In  the  evening  she  heard  the  ru

mbling  of  his  carriage 
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the  entrance,  his  ring,  his  steps  and  his  conversation~with the  servant ;  he  believed  what  was  told  him,  did  not  care  to 
c~id  out  more,  and  went  to  his  own  room.    So  then  everything fas  over. 

And  death  rose  clearly  and  vividly  before  her  mind  as  the 
sole  means  of  bringing  back  love  for  her  in  his  heart,  of punishing  him  and  of  gaining  the  victory  in  that  strife  which 
the  evil  spirit  in  possession  of  her  heart  was  waging  with him. 

Now  nothing  mattered:  going  or  not  going  to  Vozdv^zhens- 
koe,  getting  or  not,  getting  a  divorce  from  her  husband— all 
that  did  not  matter.     The  one  thing  that  mattered  was  punish- 

ing him.     When  she  poured  herself  out  her  usual  dose  of 
opium,  and  thought  that  she  had  only  to  drink  off  the  whole 
bottle  to  die,  it  seemed  to  her  so  simple  and  easy,  that  she 
began  musing  with  enjoyment  on  how  he  would  suffer,  and 
repent  and  love  her  memory  when  it  would  be  too  late  !  She 
lay  m  bed  with  open  eyes,  by  the  light  of  a  single  burned- 
down  candle,  gazing  at  the  carved  cornice  of  the  ceiling  and  at 
the  shadow  of  the  screen  that  covered  part  of  it,  while  she 

!  vividly  pictured  to  herself  how  he  would  feel  when  she  would 
be  no  more,  when  she  would  be  only  a  memory  to  him     ' '  How 
could  I  say  such  cruel  things  to  her?-  he  would  say.    -How 
could  I  go  out  of  the  room  without  saying  anything  to  her? 
But  now  she  is  no  more.    She  has  gone  away  from  us  forever, 
fcneis     .     .     .»    Suddenly  the  shadow  of  the  screen  wavered pounced  on  the  whole  cornice,  the  whole  ceiling;  other  shad- 

ows from  the  other  side  swooped  to  meet  it,  for  an  instant 
,  the  shadows  flitted  back,  but  then  with  fresh  swiftness  they ;  darted   forward    wavered,   mingled,    and   all   was   darkness. 

Death !     she  thought.    And  such  horror  came  upon  her  that 
tor  a  long  while  she  could  not  realize  where  she  was,  and  for a  long  while  her  trembling  hands  could  not  find  the  matches 
and  light  another  candle,  instead  of  the  one  that  had  burned 
down  and  gone  out.     -No,  anything-only  to  live!    Why   I love  him!    Why,  he  loves  me !    This  has  been  before  and  will 
Pass,     she  said,  feeling  that  tears  of  joy  at  the  return  to  life 
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were  trickling  down  fe  <*eeks.     And 
 to  escape  from  her 

panic  she  went  hurriedly  to  his  room. 

He  was  asleep  there,  and  sleeping  soundly.    She
  went  up  to 

him,  and  holding  the  light  above  his  face,  sh
e  gazed  a  long 

while  at  him.    Now  when  he  was  asleep,  she  lo
ved  him  so  that 

at  the  sight  of  him  she  could  not  keep  back  
tears  of  tenderness 

But  she  knew  that  if  he  waked  up  he  would  
look  at  her  withl 

cold  eyes,  convinced  that  he  was  right,  and  that
  before  telling 

him  of  her  love,  she  would  have  to  prove  to  h
im  that  he  had 

been  wrong  in  his  treatment  of  her.    Witho
ut  waking  him 

she  went  back,  and  after  a  second  dose  o
f  opium  she  fell 

towards  morning  into  a  heavy,  incomplete  sleep,  du
ring  which] 

she  never  quite  lost  consciousness. 

In  the  morning  she  was  waked  by  a  hor
rible  nightmare 

which  had  recurred  several  times  in  her  dre
ams,  even  betow 

her  connection  with  Vronsky.  A  little  old 
 man  with  unkempi 

beard  was  doing  something  bent  down  over
  some  iron,  mutter 

ing  meaningless  French  words,  and  she,  as
  she  always  did  u 

this  nightmare  (it  was  what  made  the  horr
or  of  it),  felt  tha 

this  peasant  was  taking  no  notice  of  her,
  but  was  doing  some 

thing  horrible  with  the  iron-over  her.    And
  she  waked  up  u 

a  cold  sweat.  , 

When  she  got  up,  the  previous  day  cam
e  back  to  her  a 

thoueh  veiled  in  mist. 

"There  was  a  quarrel.  Just  what  has 
 happened  seven, 

times.  I  said  I  had  a  headache,  and  he  di
d  not  come  in  to  se 

me  To-morrow  we're  going  away;  I  must
  see  him  and  ge 

ready  for  the  journey,"  she  said  to  herse
lf  And  learning  ha  I 

he  was  in  his  study,  she  went  down  to
  him.  As  she  passe 

through  the  drawing-room  she  heard  a 
 carriage  stop  at  tt 

entrance,  and  looking  out  of  the  window
  she  saw  the  carriag 

from  which  a  young  girl  in  a  lilac  hat  w
as  leaning  out  gmn 

some  direction  to  the  footman  ringi
ng  the  bell.  Atter 

parley  in  the  hall,  some  one  came  up-
stairs,  and  Vronsky 

steps  could  be  heard  passing  the  draw
ing-room.  He  wet 

rapidly  down-stairs.  Anna  went  again  
to  the  window,  bt 

saw  him  come  out  on  to  the  steps  without  his  hat
  and  go  up 
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te  carriage.     The  young  girl  in  the  lilac  hat  handed  him  a 
>arcel.     Vronsky,  smiling,  said  something  to  her.     The  car- 

riage drove  away,  he  ran  rapidly  up-stairs  again. 
The  mists  that  had  shrouded  everything  in  her  soul  parted 
iddenly.     The  feelings  of  yesterday  pierced  the  sick  heart 
rith  a  fresh  pang.     She  could  not  understand  now  how  she 
jould  have  lowered  herself  by  spending  a  whole  day  with  him 
in  his  house.     She  went  into  his  room  to  announce  her  de- termination. 

That  was  Madame  Sorokin  and  her  daughter.  They  came 
md  brought  me  the  money  and  the  deeds  from  maman.  I 

wouldn't  get  them  yesterday.  How  is  your  head,  better?"  he 
said  quietly,  not  wishing  to  see  and  to  understand  the  gloomy md  solemn  expression  of  her  face. 
She  looked  silently,  intently  at  him,  standing  in  the  middle 

I  of  the  room.  He  glanced  at  her,  frowned  for  a  moment,  and 
went  on  reading  a  letter.  She  turned,  and  went  deliberately 
out  of  the  room.  He  still  might  have  turned  her  back,  but  she 
had  reached  the  door,  he  was  still  silent,  and  the  only  sound 
audible  was  the  rustling  of  the  note-paper  as  he  turned  it. 

"Oh,  by  the  way,"  he  said  at  the  very  moment  she  was  in 
the  doorway,  "we're  going  to-morrow  for  certain,  aren't  we?" 

"You,  but  not  I,"  she  said,  turning  round  to  him. 
"Anna,  we  can't  go  on  like  this    .     .     ." 
"You,  but  not  I,"  she  repeated. 
"This  is  getting  unbearable!" 

'You     .     .     .  you  will  be  sorry  for  this,"  she  said,  and went  out. 

Frightened  by  the  desperate  expression  with  which  these 
words  were  uttered,  he  jumped  up  and  would  have  run  after 
her,  but  on  second  thoughts  he  sat  down  and  scowled,  setting 
his  teeth.  This  vulgar— as  he  thought  it— threat  of  some- 

thing vague  exasperated  him.  "I've  tried  everything,"  he 
thought ;  "the  only  thing  left  is  not  to  pay  attention, "  and  he 
began  to  get  ready  to  drive  into  town,  and  again  to  his 
mother's  to  get  her  signature  to  the  deeds. 

She  heard  the  sound  of  his  steps  about  the  study  and  the 
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dining-room.    At  the  drawing-room  he  stood  still.     But
  he 

did  not  turn  in  to  see  her,  he  merely  gave  an  order  t
hat  the 

horse  should  be  given  to  Voytov  if  he  came  while
  he  was 

away     Then  she  heard  the  carriage  brought  round
,  the  door 

opened,  and  he  came  out  again.    But  he  went  
back  into  the 

porch  again,  and  some  one  was  running  up-st
airs.    It  was 

the  valet  running  up  for  his  gloves  that  had  
been  forgotten 

She  went  to  the  window  and  saw  him  take  the
  gloves  without 

looking,  and  touching  the  coachman  on  the  
back  he  said  some- 

thing to  him.    Then  without  looking  up  at  the  wi
ndow  he 

settled  himself  in  his  usual  attitude  in  the  ca
rriage,  with  his 

legs  crossed,  and  drawing  on  his  gloves 
 he  vanished  round! 

the  corner. 

CHAPTER  XXVII 

"He  has  gone!  It  is  over!"  Anna  said  t
o  herself,  standin 

at  the  window ;  and  in  answer  to  this  question  the  i
mpression 

of  the  darkness  when  the  candle  had  fli
ckered  out  and  of  he 

fearful  dream  mingling  into  one,  fil
led  her  heart  with  cob 

^"No,  that  cannot  be!"  she  cried,  and  crossing 
 the  room  sh 

rang  the  bell.  She  was  so  afraid  n
ow  of  being  alone ,  tha 

without  waiting  for  the  servant  to  come
  in,  she  went  out  U 

"'"'inquire  where  the  count  has  gone,"  she  said.  The  ser
van 

answered  that  the  count  had  gone  
to  the  stable. 

"His  honor  left  word  that  if  you  c
ared  to  drive  out,  th< 

carriage  would  be  back  immediatel
y  " 

"Very  good.    Wait  a  minute.    I'll
  write  a  note  at  on 

Send  Mihail  with  the  note  to  the  s
tables.    Make  haste. 

She  sat  down  and  wrote :  .        ̂  

"I  was  wrong.     Come  back  home; 
 I  must  explain.    Fo 

God's  sake  come!    I'm  afrai
d." 

She  sealed  it  up  and  gave  it  t
o  the  servant. 
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She  was  afraid  of  being  left  alone  now;  she  followed  the 
servant  out  of  the  room,  and  went  to  the  nursery. 

'Why,  this  isn't  it,  this  isn't  he!    Where  are  his  blue  eyes his  sweet,  shy  smile?"  was  her  first  thought  when  she  saw  her chubby,  rosy  little  girl  with  her  black,  curly  hair  instead  of 
Seryozha,  whom  in  the  tangle  of  her  ideas  she  had  expected  to 

1  see  in  the  nursery.  The  little  girl  sitting  at  the  table  was 
obstinately  and  violently  battering  on  it  with  a  cork,  and 
staring  aimlessly  at  her  mother  with  her  pitch-black '  eyes. Answering  the  English  nurse  that  she  was  quite  well,  and  that 
she  was  going  to  the  country  to-morrow,  Anna  sat  down  by the  little  girl  and  began  spinning  the  cork  to  show  her.  But 
the  child's  loud,  ringing  laugh,  and  the  motion  of  her  eye- brows, recalled  Vronsky  so  vividly  that  she  got  up  hurriedly, 
j  restraining  her  sobs,  and  went  away.  "Can  it  be  all  over? 
No,  it  cannot  be!"  she  thought.  "He  will  come  back.  But how  can  he  explain  that  smile,  that  excitement  after  he  had 
been  talking  to  her?  But  even  if  he  doesn't  explain,  I  will 
believe.  If  I  don 't  believe,  there 's  only  one  thing  left  for  me and  I  can't." 

She  looked  at  her  watch.     Twenty  minutes  had  passed. 
*By  now  he  has  received  the  note  and  is  coming  back.  Not long,  ten  minutes  more.  ...  But  what  if  he  doesn't 
come?  No,  that  cannot  be.  He  mustn't  see  me  with  tear- 
gained  eyes.  I'll  go  and  wash.  Yes,  yes;  did  I  do  my  hair 
or  not?"  she  asked  herself.  And  she  could  not  remember She  felt  her  head  with  her  hand.  "Yes,  my  hair  has  been 
done,  but  when  I  did  it  I  can't  in  the  least  remember."  She 
could  not  believe  the  evidence  of  her  hand,  and  went  up  to  the 
pier-glass  to  see  whether  she  really  had  done  her  hair.  She certainly  had,  but  she  could  not  think  when  she  had  done  it 
Who's  that?"  she  thought,  looking  in  the  looking-glass  at the  swollen  face  with  strangely  glittering  eyes,  that  looked  in 

a  scared  way  at  her.  "Why,  it's  I!"  she  suddenly  under- 
stood, and  looking  round,  she  seemed  all  at  once  to  feel  his 

kisses  on  her,  and  twitched  her  shoulders,  shuddering.  Then she  lifted  her  hand  to  her  lips  and  kissed  it. 

I 
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"What  is  it?    Why,  I'm  going  out  of  my  mind!"  
and  she 

went  into  her  bedroom,  where  Annushka  was  ti
dying  the  room. 

"Annushka,"  she  said,  coming  to  a  standstdl  befo
re  her, 

and  she  stared  at  the  maid,  not  knowing  what  to 
 say  to  her 

"You  meant  to  go  and  see  Darya  Alexandrovna,
  '  said  the 

girl,  as  though  she  understood. 

"Darya  Alexandrovna?    Yes,  I'll  go." 

''Fifteen  minutes  there,  fifteen  minutes  back.  He  s 
 coin 

ing  he'll  be  here  soon."  She  took  out  her  watch
  and  looked 

at  it  "But  how  could  he  go  away,  leaving  me  in  su
ch  a 

state?  How  can  he  live,  without  making  it  up  w
ith  me? 

She  went  to  the  window  and  began  looking  
into  the  street 

Judging  by  the  time,  he  might  be  back  now
.  But  her  ca 

culations  might  be  wrong,  and  she  began  once 
 more  to  recal 

when  he  had  started  and  to  count  the  minutes. 
 -. .-.-., ;.        % 

At  the  moment  when  she  had  moved  away  to  t
he  big  cloci 

to  compare  it  with  her  watch,  some  one  drov
e  up.  Glancinf 

out  of  the  window,  she  saw  his  carriage.  
But  no  one  cam. 

up-stairs,  and  voices  could  be  heard  below.
  It  was  the  mes 

senger  who  had  come  back  in  the  carriage. 
   She  went  dowi 

t0"We  didn't  catch  the  count.    The  count  had  driven  off  01 
the  lower  city  road. "  __ 

"What  do  you  say?    What!    .    .    ."  she  s
aid  to  the  rosj 

good-humored  Mihail,  as  he  handed  her  ba
ck  her  note 

"Why  then,  he  has  never  received  it!'    she
  thought. 

"Go  with  this  note  to  Countess  Vronsky's  place
,  you  know 

and  bring  an  answer  back  immediately," 
 she  said  to  tb 

messenger.  <<  ■*>•„„  t>i 

' '  And  I,  what  am  I  going  to  do  ?  "  she  thought.  Y
es  1 1 

going  to  Dolly's,  that's  true,  or  else  I  shall 
 go  out  of  m 

mind  Yes,  and  I  can  telegraph,  too." 
 And  she  wrote 

telegram.  "I  absolutely  must  talk  to  you;  
come  at  once 

After  sending  off  the  telegram,  she  went  to
  dress.  When  si 

was  dressed  and  in  her  hat,  she  glanced  again 
 into  the  eyes  < 

the  plump,  comfortable-looking  Annushka. 
 There  was  unmi 

takable  sympathy  in  those  good-natured  li
ttle  gray  eyes. 
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"Annushka,  dear,  what  am  I  to  do?"  said  Anna,  sobbing and  sinking  helplessly  into  a  chair. 

'Why  fret  yourself  so,  Anna  Arkadyevna?     Why,  there's nothing  out  of  the  way.     You  drive  out  a  little,  and  it'll  cheer 
I  you  up,"  said  the  maid. 

'Yes,  I'm  going,"  said  Anna,  rousing  herself  and  getting up,  "And  if  there's  a  telegram  while  I'm  away,  send  it  on  to 
Darya  Alexandrovna 's  ...  but  no,  I  shall  be  back  my- self."  

J 

"Yes,  I  mustn't  think,  I  must  do  something,  drive  some- where, and,  most  of  all,  get  out  of  this  house,"  she  said,  feeling 
with  terror  the  strange  turmoil  going  on  in  her  own  heart,  and 
she  made  haste  to  go  out  and  get  into  the  carriage. 
"Where  to?"  asked  Pyotr  before  getting  on  to  the  box. 
"To  Znamenka,  the  Oblonsky's." 

.  CHAPTER  XXVIII 

It  was  bright  and  sunny.    A  fine  rain  had  been  falling  all 
the  morning,  and  now  it  had  not  long  cleared  up.     The  iron 
roofs,  the  flags  of  the  roads,  the  flints  of  the  pavements,  the 
wheels  and  leather,  the  brass  and  the  tinplate  of  the  carriages 
►-all  glistened  brightly  in  the  May  sunshine.     It  was  three 
o'clock,  and  the  very  liveliest  time  in  the  streets. 
1  As  she  sat  in  a  corner  of  the  comfortable  carriage,  that 

,  hardly  swayed  on  its  supple  springs,  while  the  grays  trotted 
swiftly,  in  the  midst  of  the  unceasing  rattle  of  wheels  and  the 
changing  impressions  in  the  pure  air,  Anna  ran  over  the  events 
of  the  last  days,  and  she  saw  her  position  quite  differently 
from  how  it  had  seemed  at  home.    Now  the  thought  of  death 
seemed  no  longer  so  terrible  and  so  clear  to  her,  and  death 
itself  no  longer  seemed  so  inevitable.    Now  she  blamed  herself 
for  the  humiliation  to  which  she  had  lowered  herself.    "I  en- 

treat him  to  forgive  me.     I  have  given  in  to  him.     I  have 
owned  myself  in  fault.     What  for?     Can't  I  live  without 
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him?"  And  leaving  unanswered  the  question  how  she  was 

going  to  live  without  him,  she  fell  to  reading  the  signs  on 
 the 

shops.  "Office  and  warehouse.  Dental  surgeon.  Yes,  I'll  te
ll 

Dolly  all  about  it.  She  doesn't  like  Vronsky.  I  shall  be  s
ick 

and  ashamed,  but  I'll  tell  her.  She  loves  me,  and  I'll  f
ollow 

her  advice.  I  won't  give  in  to  him;  I  won't  let  him  tram  m
e 

as  he  pleases.  Filippov,  bun-shop.  They  say  they  send  
their 

dough  to  Petersburg.  The  Moscow  water  is  so  good  for  
it. 

Ah,  the  springs  at  Mitishtchen,  and  the  pancakes!"
 

And  she  remembered  how,  long,  long  ago,  when  she  was  a 

girl  of  seventeen,  she  had  gone  with  her  aunt  to  Tr
oitsa. 

"Riding,  too.     Was  that  really  me,  with  red  hands?     How 

much  that  seemed  to  me  then  splendid  and  out  of  reach  ha
s 

become  worthless,  while  what  I  had  then  has  gone  out  of  my 

reach  forever!    Could  I  ever  have  believed  then  that  I  coulcj 

come  to  such  humiliation?     How  conceited  and  self-
satisfiec 

he  will  be  when  he  gets  my  note!    But  I  will  show  him.    .    . 

How  horrid  that  paint  smells !  Why  is  it  they're  always
  paint- 

ing and  building?    Modes  et  robes,"  she  read.    A  man  bow
ec 

to  her     It  was  Annushka's  husband.    "Our  parasites    ;
  sh< 

remembered  how  Vronsky  had  said  that.    "Our?
    Why  our « 

What's  so  awful  is  that  one  can't  tear  up  the  past  by  i
t* 

roots     One  can't  tear  it  out,  but  one  can  hide  o
ne's  memor 

of  it     And  I'll  hide  it."    And  then  she  thought  of  her  
pas 

with  Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  of  how  she  had  blotted
  the  mem 

ory  of  it  out  of  her  life.    "Dolly  will  think  I'm  
leaving  m; 

second  husband,  and  so  I  certainly  must  be  in  the  wrong     
A 

if  I  cared  to  be  right!     I  can't  help  it!"  she  said
,  and  sh 

•    wanted  to  cry.    But  at  once  she  fell  to  wondering  what  thos 

two  girls  could  be  smiling  about.    "Love,  mosUikely.
..  Ine 

^nP  >t  know  how  *™»™  it.  is.  howltw    .     .     .     TheboulevarP 

and  the  children.     Three  boys  running,  playing  
at  horse? 

Seryozha!     And  I'm  losing  everything  and  not  get
ting  hn 

back     Yes,  I'm  losing  everything,  if  he  doesn't  ret
urn.    Pe: 

haps  he  was  late  for  the  train  and  has  come  back 
 by  no* 

Longing  for  humiliation  again!"  she  said  to  herself.       
JN 

I'll  go  to  Dolly,  and  say  straight  out  to  her,  I'm  unhapp
y, 
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j  deserve  this,  I'm  to  blame,  but  still  I'm  unhappy,  help  me. These  horses,  this  carriage— how  loathsome  I  am  to  myself  in 
this  carriage — all  his;  but  I  won't  see  them  again." 

Thinking  over  the  words  in  which  she  would  tell  Dolly,  and 
mentally  working  her  heart  up  to  great  bitterness,  Anna  went up-stairs. 

"Is  there  any  one  with  her?"  she  asked  in  the  hall. 
'Katerina  Alexandrovna  Levin,"  answered  the  footman. 
Kitty !    Kitty,  whom  Vronsky  was  in  love  with ! ' '  thought 

Anna,  "the  girl  he  thinks  of  with  love.     He's  sorry  he  didn't marry  her.    But  me  he  thinks  of  with  hatred,  and  is  sorry  he 
had  anything  to  do  with  me." 
The  sisters  were  having  a  consultation  about  nursing  when 

Anna  called.  Dolly  went  down  alone  to  see  the  visitor  who had  interrupted  their  conversation. 

'  Well,  so  you  've  not  gone  away  yet  ?    I  meant  to  have  come 
to  you,"  she  said;  "I  had  a  letter  from  Stiva  to-day." 
I    "We  had  a  telegram  too,"  answered  Anna,  looking  round for  Kitty. 

;     "He  writes  that  he  can't  make  out  quite   what  Alexey 
■i  Alexandrovitch  wants,  but  he  won't  go  away  without  a  deci- sive answer." 

1    "fought  y°u  had  some  one  with  you.     Can  I  see  the (letter?" 

1  Yes ;  Kitty, • '  said  Dolly,  embarrassed.    < '  She  stayed  in  the J  nursery.    She  has  been  very  ill." 
"Sol  heard.    May  I  see  the  letter  ? '  ■ 

B  j '  I  '11  get  it  directly.    But  he  doesn  't  refuse ;  on  the  contrary, Stiya  has  hopes,"  said  Dolly,  stopping  in  the  doorway. 
I  haven't,  and  indeed  I  don't  wish  it,"  said  Anna 

|" 'What's  this?    Does  Kitty  consider  it  degrading  to  meet jme'     thought  Anna  when  she  was  alone.     "Perhaps  she's 
jngnt,  too.    But  it's  not  for  her,  the  girl  who  was  in  love  with , Vronsky,  it's  not  for  her  to  show  me  that,  even  if  it  is  true 
I  know  that  in  my  position  I  can't  be  received  by  any  decent 
woman.    I  knew  that  from  the  first  moment  I  sacrificed  every- 

thing to  him.    And  this  is  my  reward !    Oh,  how  I  hate  him  I 
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Ai^hatdi^c^h^^I^w
  here,  more  miser- 

able "  She  heard  from  the  next  room  the  sisters
  voices  m 

consultation.  "And  what  am  I  going  to  sa
y  to  Dolly  now t 

Amuse  Kitty  by  the  sight  of  my  wretche
dness  submit  to  her 

patronizing?  No;  and  besides,  Dolly
  wouldn  t  understand 

And  it  would  be  no  good  my  telling  her.
  It  would  only  be 

interesting  to  see  Kitty,  to  show  her  how  I
  despise  every  one 

and  everything,  how  nothing  matters  to
  me  now. 

Dolly  came  in  with  the  letter.    Anna  read 
 it  and  handed  it 

back  in  silence.  .    k 

"I  knew  all  that,"  she  said,  "and  it  doesn't  int
erest  me  in 

the  least."  ,  ,,      -j  rv„n„ 

"Oh  why  so?    On  the  contrary,  I  have  hopes, 
    said  Dolly, 

looking  inquisitively  at  Anna.    She  had  n
ever  seen  her  in  such 

a  strangely  irritable  condition.   ' '  When  are  you  going  away  ? 

ShAnSnadhalf-closing  her  eyes,  looked  straight  before  her  and did  not  answer.  ..  .v 

"Why  does  Kitty  shrink  from  me?"  she  
said,  looking  at  thei 

door  and  flushing  red.  ,      . 

"Oh,  what  nonsense!  She's  nursing,  and 
 things  aren  t  go, 

ine  right  with  her,  and  I've  been  advis
ing  her  ...  bnes 

defigMed.  She  '11  be  here  in  a  minute,  
''said  Dolly  awkwardly, 

not  clever  at  lying.    ' '  Yes,  here  she 
 is. ' ' 

HearTng  that  Anna  had  called,  K
itty  had  wanted  nol 

to  appear,  but  Dolly  persuaded  her. 
 Rallying  her ̂   f  ore* 

Kitty   went   in,    walked   up   to   her,
    blushing,    and   shook 

ha"ISam  so  glad  to  see  you,"  she  said  with  a  trembling  voice 

Kitty  had  been  thrown  into  confusion  
by  the  inward I  conflic 

between  her  antagonism  to  this  bad  woman  
and  her ■  ctajra  * 

be  nice  to  her.    But  as  soon  as  she  saw  
Anna  s  lovely  and  at 

tractive  face,  all  feeling  of  antagonism  
disappeared 

"I  should  not  have  been  surprised  if 
 you  had  not .cared  tc 

meet  me.    I'm  used  to  everything.    You  
have  been  ill?    « 

you  are  changed,"  said  Anna. 

Kitty  felt  that  Anna  was  looking  
at  her  with  hostile  eyef 
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(She  ascribed  this  hostility  to  the  awkward  position  in  which 
\nna,  who  had  once  patronized  her,  must  feel  with  her  now Jid  she  felt  sorry  for  her. 

They  talked  of  Kitty's  illness,  of  the  baby,  of  Stiva,  but  it as  obvious  that  nothing  interested  Anna. 

'I  came  to  say  good-bye  to  you, "  she  said,  getting  up. "Oh,  when  are  you  going?" 
But  again  not  answering,  Anna  turned  to  Kitty. 
"Yes,  I  am  very  glad  to  have  seen  you,"  she  said  with  a 

mile.      <I  have  heard  so  much  of  you  from  every  one,  even rom  your  husband.    He  came  to  see  me,  and  I  liked  him  ex- 
eedingly,"   she   said,   unmistakably   with   malicious   intent 'Where  is  he?" 

"He  has  gone  back  to  the  country,"  said  Kitty,  blushing. "Remember  me  to  him,  be  sure  you  do." 
"I'll  be  sure  to!"  Kitty  said  naively,  looking  compassion- ely  into  her  eyes. 

"So  good-bye,  Dolly."  And  kissing  Dolly  and  shaking ands  with  Kitty,  Anna  went  out  hurriedly. 

"She's  just  the  same  and  just  as  charming!  She's  very >vely ! ' '  said  Kitty,  when  she  was  alone  with  her  sister.  ' ' But 
lere  's  something  piteous  about  her.    Awfully  piteous ! ' ' 
"Yes,  there's  something  unusual  about  her  to-day,"  said 
oily.  -'When  I  went  with  her  into  the  hall,  I  fancied  she as  almost  crying." 

CHAPTER  XXIX 

Anna  got  into  the  carriage  again  in  an  even  worse  frame  of 

ind  than  when  she  set  out  from 'home.  To  her  previous rtures  was  added  now  that  sense  of  mortification  and  of 
ing  an  outcast  which  she  had  felt  so  distinctly  on  meeting itty. 

' '  Where  to  ?    Home  ? ' '  asked  Pyotr. 
"Yes,  home, "  she  said,  not  even  thinking  now  where  she  was ing. 
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^H^Ttii^ylooked  at  me  as  something  dreadful,
  incompre-  , 

hensible,  and  curious!    What  can  he  be  telling 
 the  other  with  „ 

such  warmth?"  she  thought,  staring  at  two 
 men  who  walked 

bv     ' '  Can  one  ever  tell  any  one  what  one  is  feeling  ?    I  meant
 

to  tell  Dolly,  and  it's  a  good  thing  I  didn
't  tell  her     How.I 

pleased  she  would  have  been  at  my  miser
y!    She  would ha ve 

concealed  it,  but  her  chief  feeling  would  
have  been  delight  at 

my  being  punished  for  the  happiness 
 she  envied  me  for. 

Kitty,  she  would  have  been  even  more  ple
ased.    How  I  can 

see  through  her !    She  knows  I  was  more  than  usually  sweet  t
o  b 

her  husband.     And  she's  jealous  and  hates  me
.     And  she, 

despises  me.    In  her  eyes  I'm  an  immoral  womam
    If  I  we  e  5 

an  immoral  woman  I  could  have  made  
her  husband  fall  in 

love  with  me    .    .    .    if  I 'd  cared  to.    And,
  indeed,  I  did  car 

to      There's  some   one  who's   pleased   with   h
imself,      she 

thought,  as  she  saw  a  fat,  rubicund  gentl
eman  coming  towards  ■ 

her    He  took  her  for  an  acquaintance,  and  lift
ed  his  glossy  hat , 

above  his  bald,  glossy  head,  and  then  
perceived  his  mistake 

"He  thought  he  knew  me.    Well,  he  knows  me  a
s  well  as  any , 

one  in  the  world  knows  me.    I  don't  know  m
yself.    I  know  my 

appetites,  as  the  French  say.    They  wan
t  that  dirty  .ice-cream 

that  they  do  know  for  certain,"  she  thoug
ht,  looking  at  tw 

boys  stopping  an  ice-cream  seller,  who 
 took  a  barrel  off  lu 

head  and  began  wiping  his  perspiring  face  with 
 a  towel.      Wi 

.11  want  what  is  sweet  and  nice.    If  not  sweet
meats,  then  ■ 

^rtxifie.    And  Kitty's  the  same-if^not 
 Vronsky,  then  Levin 

\nd  she  envies  me.  and  hates  me.    And  wc 
 all  hate  each  otlier 

f^tty  Kitty  me.    Yes,  that's  the  truth. 
   'Tiutkrn,^. 

JeSaiscoifferparTiutkin.    .    .    .
    I'll  tell  him  that  whe, 

he  comes,"  she  thought  and  smiled.    B
ut  the  same ,  instan 

she  remembered  that  she  had  no  one  
now  to  tell  anythin, 

amusing  to     "And  there's  nothing  amusing,
  nothing  mirtfl 

ful  really    It's  all  hateful.    They're  sin
ging  for  vespers,  an. 

how  carefully  that  merchant  crosses  h
imself!  as  if  he  wer 

afraid  of  missing  something.    Why  t
hese  churches  and  tto 

singing  and  this  humbug?    Simply  to  
conceal  that  we  all  hat 

each  other  like  these  cab-drivers  who  are 
 abusing  each  other  » 
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tagrily.    Yashvin  says,  'He  wants  to  strip  me  of  my^irt~and r  him  of  his. '    Yes,  that 's  the  truth  I " 
She  was  plunged  in  these  thoughts,  which  so  engrossed  her 

hat  she  left  off  thinking  of  her  own  position,  when  the  car- 
iage  drew  up  at  the  steps  of  her  house.  It  was  only  when  she 
iw  the  porter  running  out  to  meet  her  that  she  remembered he  had  sent  the  note  and  the  telegram. 
"Is  there  an  answer?''  she  inquired. 
"I'll  see  this  minute,"  answered  the  porter,  and  glancing ito  his  room,  he  took  out  and  gave  her  the  thin  square  envel- 
?e  of  a  telegram.  "I  can't  come  before  ten  o'clock  — ronsky,"  she  read. 

"And  hasn't  the  messenger  come  back?" 
"No,"  answered  the  porter. 
"Then,  since  it's  so,  I  know  what  I  must  do,"  she  said,  and >elmg  a  vague  fury  and  craving  for  revenge  rising  up  within 
*r,  she  ran  up-stairs.  "I'll  go  to  him  myself.  Before  going 
ray  forever,  I'll  tell  him  all.  Never  have  I  hated  any  one 
y  I  hate  that  man ! ' '  she  thought.  Seeing  his  hat  on  the  rack, .e  shuddered  with  aversion.  She  did  not  consider  that  his 
legram  was  an  answer  to  her  telegram  and  that  he  had  not 
I  received  her  note.  She  pictured  him  to  herself  as  talking 
lmly  to  his  mother  and  Princess  Sorokin  and  rejoicing  at  her 
fferings.  "Yes,  I  must  go  quickly,"  she  said,  not  knowing t  where  she  was  going.    She  longed  to  get  away  as  quickly possible  from  the  feelings  she  had  gone  through  in  that 
Btal  house.  The  servants,  the  walls,  the  things  in  that  house 
all  aroused  repulsion  and  hatred  in  her  and  lay  like  a  weight on  her. 

1  Yes,  I  must  go  to  the  railway  station,  and  if  he's  not  there to  go  there  and  catch  him."  Anna  looked  at  the  railway le-table  in  the  newspapers.  An  evening  train  went  at  two 
untes  past  eight.  -Yes,  I  shall  be  in  time."  She  gave  or- s  for  the  other  horses  to  be  put  in  the  carriage,  and  packed 
a  traveling-bag  the  things  needed  for  a  few  days.  She iw  she  would  never  come  back  here  again, 
^mong  the  plans  that  came  into  her  head  she  vaguely  deter- 
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n^lha^fter^ha^ould  happen  at  th
e  station  or  at  the 

countess's  house,  she  would  go  as  far  as  the  
first  town  on  the 

Nizhigorod  road  and  stop  there. 

Dinner  was  on  the  table ,  she  went  up,  but  the  rfoftta 

bread  and  cheese  was  enough  to  make  
her  feel  that  all  food 

was  disgusting.  She  ordered  the  carriag
e  and  went  out.  The 

house  threw  a  shadow  now  right  across  the
  street,  but  it  was  a 

bright  evening  and  still  warm  in  t
he  sunshine.  Annushka 

who  came  down  with  her  things,  an
d  Pyotr,  who  put .the 

things  in  the  carriage,  and  the  coac
hman,  evidently  out  of 

humor,  were  all  hateful  to  her,  and  irritated
  her  by  then-  wordj 

and  actions. 

"  I  don 't  want  you,  Pyotr. 

"But  how  about  the  ticket?" 

"Well  as  you  like,  it  doesn't  matter,"
  she  said  crossly. 

Pyotr  jumped  on  the  box,  and  putti
ng  his  arms  ak.mbo,  toll 

the  coachman  to  drive  to  the  booki
ng-office. 

tit 

an 

CHAPTER  XXX 

"Here  it  is  again!    Again  I  unde
rstand  it  all!"  Anna  said 

to  hS  as  so'on  as  the  carriage  h
ad  started,  and  swaym  , 

S^STrombtod  over  the  tiny  c
obbles  of  the  paved  road,  anc„ 

asain  one  impression  followed  
rapidly  upon  anothei 

ag"  YesTwha!  was  the  last  thing  I  thought  of  so  clear
ly |    sh, , 

tried  to  recall  it.   "  '  Tint  kin,  coiffcu
r?'-no,  not  that.    Yes  o 

one  thing  that  holds  men  toget
her.    No,  it  s  a  useless  jour 

vou're  making,"  she  said,  mental
ly  addressing  a  party  n 

j  on  re  «  pvidentiT  going  for  an  excursion  into  tft 
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elXfth  '<Ch°UUt  ̂ ^dl"dW  noTfh^"tharhappi^ either,  though  we  expected  so  much  from  it."  And  now  for the  first  time  Anna  turned  that  glaring  light  in  which  she  was seeing  everything  on  to  her  relations  with  him,  which  she  had 
hi  too  avoided  thinking  about.  '<  What  was'it  he  soughUn me?    Not  loye  so  much  as  the  satisfaction  of  vanity."    She 

annaenier  5"  T^-  th\exPression  <*  "is  face,  thai  recalled an  abject  setter-dog,  m  the  early  days  of  their  connection 
And  everything-now  confirmed  this.  "Yes,  there  was  the  tri-' umph  of  success  m  him.  Of  course  there  was  love  too,  but  the 
Jief  element  was  the  pride  of  success.  He  boasted  of  me *>w  that's  over.  There  >s  nothing  to  be  proud  of .  Not  to  be roud  of  but  to  be  ashamed  of.  He  has  taken  from  me  all  he »uld,  and  now  I  am  no  use  to  him.  He  is  weary  of  me  and  is rying  not  to  be  dishonorable  in  his  behavior  to  me.    He  let 

mri°hi    shtesrdar,he  Wants,di™  and  -rriage  so  as  to )urnh,s  ships.    He  loves  me,  but  how?    Th.  ,^  ir 
he ,  English  say     That  fellow  wants  every  0„e  to  admle  him 

K  VZ2£S£°S with  himself'" she  thou^>  ™& t  a  red-faced  clerk,  riding  on  a  riding-school  horse     "Yes 
here's  not  the  same  flavor  about  me  for  him  now     If  1  £ way  from  him,  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  he  will  be  glad  " this  was  not  mere  supposition,  she  saw  it  distinctly  in  the 

5SSS2; reveaIed  t0  her  now  the  r— J  3  £ 
^"Str^  m"rP  PflWiQnat°  and  ̂ sterrtM* 
far .»    Zf       ?  Wamn&   and  that'S  Wh^  ™'™  drifting >art.       She  went  on  musing.    "And  there's  no  help  for  it e>s  everything  for  me,  and  I  want  him  more  and  more  to ve  himself  up  to  me  entirely.    And  he  wants  more  and  mo  e 
e  timeT  7  me-  76  W8lked  t0  meet  eaeh  other  up  to e  time  of  our  love,  and  then  we  have  been  irresistibly  drift- ?  in  different  directions.    And  there 's  no  altering  that     He 

anX  i^11nnSani!l5lJeal0US'  and  *  have  told  m^self  ̂ at'  I  am 
at  fled lZ  '  ltS»nu  trUe-  rm  n0t  J'ealous>  but  I'- 
tee  t ihP  o  •  '  -sh?°PenedherliP«.  and  shifted  her ice  m   the  carriage  in  the  excitement,   aroused   by   the 
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bought  tlutt  suddenly  struck  her
.    "HI  could  be  anything 

but  a  mistress,  passionately  earing  for 
 nothing  but  presses 

hut  I  can't  and  I  don't  care  to  be  anythi
ng  else.    And  by  that 

Ssire  I  rouse  aversion  in  him,  and  he 
 rouses  fury  m  me,  and 

ft    annot  be  different.    Don't  I  know  t
hat  he ̂ ouMn'  tdeceiv    ,- 

me  that  he  has  no  schemes  about  Pri
ncess  Sorokm  that  he  s  B 

not  in  love  with  Kitty,  that  he  won't  desert
  me!    I  know  a  1  J 

St  but  it  makes  it  no  better  for  me.  
  If  without  loving  m  ,  - 

from  duty  he'll  be  good  and  kind  to
  me,  without  what :1 [want, 

that's  a  thousand  times  worse  than  u
nkindness!     That  s- 

hdl!    And  that's  just  how  it  is.    For 
 a  long  while  now  h 

hasn't  loved  me.    And  where  love  ends
,  hate  begins.    I  don  t 

taow  thel   streets  at  all.    Hills  it  see
ms,  and  still  houses,  and 

ETes        .    •    And  in  the  houses  a
lways  people  and  people 

How  many  of  them,  no  end,  and  al
l  hating  each  other! 

rmne  let  me  try  and  think  what  I  wan
t,  to  make  me  happy. 

WS    SuTpo-I  am  divorced, 
 and  Alexey  Ale— c I 

lets  me  have  Seryozha,  and  I  marry  Vronsky   
    »£*« 

Alexey  Alexandrovitch,  she  at  once 
 ptctured] torn  w  th  ex  raor 

rntltr^he^cling  of  his  fingers,  and  J^^ 

the  feeling  which  had  existed  between  them, 
 and^  which ̂  

also  called  love,  she  shuddered  wi  h  loathing.      
W  ™  * 

vorced,  and  become  Vronsky's  wife     Well
   wd ^  Kitty  e  a 

looking  at  me  as  she  looked  at  me  to-day
?    No.    And  w 

Servofha  leave  off  asking  and  wondering  
about  my  two  h« 

SSTt    And  is  there  any  new  feeling  I  
can  —  « 

Vronsky  and  me?    Is  there  possible,  
if  not  happiness,  som 

loTf  Le  from  misery?    No,  j-J£^  ™£ 

rarfby  1  f  S    SS  JS£  anT  he
  mine,  an  . 

Tre's  no  altering  him  or  me.    Ever
y  attempt  has  been  mad, 

Sew  has  come  unscrewed.    Oh,
  a ̂   beggar-womar, l  w,  h 

babv     She  thinks  I  'm  sorry  for  her.   
 Aren  t  we  all  flung  m 

Se  world  only  to  hate  each  other
,  and  so  to  torture  ourse* 

and  each  other?    Schoolboys  co
mmg-laugh.ng-Seryozhal 
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she  thought.  "^TS^hU^h^^^ touched  by  my  own  tenderness.    But  I  have  lived  without him  I  gave  him  up  for  another  love,  and  did  not  regret  the exchange  till  that  love  was  satisfied."    And  with  loathing  she thought  of  what  she  meant  by  that  love.     And  th*  ̂ nrnr~~ With  which  gh.fi  saw  life  now.  w  «w„  ,H  gl]  mm, 
ntownre  to  her.    "It's  so  with  me  and  Pyotr,  and  the  coach- man, Pyodor,  and  that  merchant,  and  all  the  people  living along  the  Volga,   where  those  placards  invite   one   to   go 
md  everywhere  and  always, "  she  thought  when  she  had  driven inder  the  low-pitched  roof  of  the  Nizhigorod  station,  and  the porters  ran  to  meet  her. 

"A  ticket  to  Obiralovka?"  said  Pyotr. 
She  had  utterly  forgotten  where  and  why  she  was  going,  and mly  by  a  great  effort  she  understood  the  question. 
"Yes/*  she  said,  handing  him  her  purse,  and  taking  a  little ed  bag  m  her  hand,  she  got  out  of  the  carriage 
Making  her  way  through  the  crowd  to  the  first-class  waiting- 

oom  she  gradually  recollected  all  the  details  of  her  position, nd  the  plans  between  which  she  was  hesitating.    And  again t  the  old  sore  places,  hope  and  then  despair  poisoned  the 
'ounds  of  her  tortured,  fearfully  throbbing  heart.    As  she it  on  the  star-shaped  sofa  waiting  for  the  train,  she  gazed 
•i  h  aversion  at  the  people  coming  and  going  (they  were  all atetul  to  her),  and  thought  how  she  would  arrive  at  the ■ation,  would  write  him  a  note,  and  what  she  would  write  to 
im    and  how  he  was  at  this  moment  complaining  to  his other  ot  his  position,  not  understanding  her  sufferings  and 
>w  she  would  go  into  the  room,  and  what  she  would  say  to 
m.    Then  she  thought  that  life  might  still  be  happy,  and 
)w  miserably  she  loved  and  hated  him,  and  how  fearfully  her »art  was  beating. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI 

A  beu,  rang,  some  young  men,  ugly  and  im
pudent,  and  at 

the  same  time  careful  of  the  impression  the
y  were  making  hur- 

ried by     Pyotr,  too,  crossed  the  room  in  his 
 livery  and  top- 

boots,  with  his  dull,  animal  face,  and  came 
 up  to  her  to  take 

her  to  the  train.    Some  noisy  men  were  q
uiet  as  she  passed 

them  on  the  platform,  and  one  whispered 
 something  about  her 

to  another-something  vile,  no  doubt.    She  s
tepped  up  on  the 

high  step,  and  sat  down  in  a  carriage  by  
herself  on  a  dirty  seat 

that  had  been  white.    Her  bag  lay  beside  
her,  shaken  up  and 

down  by  the  springiness  of  the  seat.  
  With  a  foolish  smile 

Pyotr  raised  his  hat,  with  its  colored  ba
nd,  at  the  window  ,m 

token  of  farewell,  an  impudent  conduc
tor  slammed  the  door 

and  the  latch.     A  grotesque-looking  
lady  wearing  a  bustle 

( Anna  mentally  undressed  the  woman,  
and  was  appalled  at 

to TdeoTness) ,  and  a  little  girl  laugh
ing  affectedly  ran  down 

^'KaS  Andreevna,  she's  got  them  
all,  ma  tauter  cried 

th<< Even  the  child's  hideous  and  affected,"  thought  Anna    To 

avoid  seeing  any  one,  she  got  up  quickly  
and  seated £ «»dl  a 

the  opposite  window  of  the  empty  
carriage.    A  ™sshapen 

^peasant  covered  with  dirt, 
 in  a  cap  from  which  his 

l;SaPhT  stuck  out  all  round  V^^™^ 

stooping  down  to  the  carriage  whe
els.       There  s  sometni  g 

amfliar  about  that  hideous  peasant,"  *™***^*£ 

remembering  her  dream,  she  moved  a
way  to  the  opposi * ̂ oor 

shaking  with  terror.    The  conductor  
opened  the  door  and 

in  a  man  and  his  wife. 

"Do  you  wish  to  get  out?"  jviinw- 

seated  themselves  on  the  oppo
se  side,  aid  intently  tun 
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reptitiously  scrutinized  her  clothes.    Bothliu^banT^nT^ife 
seemed  repulsive  to  Anna.     The  husband  asked,  would  she 
allow  him  to  smoke,  obviously  not  with  a  view  to  smoking 
but  to  getting  into  conversation  with  her.    Receiving  her  as- 

sent, he  said  to  his  wife  in  French  something  about  caring 
less  to  smoke  than  to  talk.     They  made  inane  and  affected 
remarks  to  one  another,  entirely  for  her  benefit.    Anna  saw 
clearly  that  they  were  sick  of  each  other,  and  hated  each 
other.    And  no  one  could  have  helped  hating  such  miserable monstrosities. 

A  second  bell  sounded,  and  was  followed  by  moving  of  lug- age,  noise,  shouting  and  laughter.    It  was  so  clear  to  Anna 
that  there  was  nothing  for  any  one  to  be  glad  of,  that  this 
aughter  irritated  her  agonizingly,  and  she  would  have  liked 
o  stop  up  her  ears  not  to  hear  it.    At  last  the  third  bell  rang 
here  was  a  whistle  and  a  hiss  of  steam,  and  a  clank  of  chains,' md  the  man  in  her  carriage  crossed  himself.     "It  would  be 
nteresting  to  ask  him  what  meaning  he  attaches  to  that  " 
nought  Anna,  looking  angrily  at  him.     She  looked  past  the 
ady  out  of  the  window  at  the  people  who  seemed  whirling  by is  they  ran  beside  the  train  or  stood  on  the  platform     The 
Tarn  jerking  at  regular  intervals  at  the  junctions  of  the  rails 
•oiled  by  the  platform,  past  a  stone  wall,  a  signal-box,  past •tner  trams;  the  wheels,  moving  more  smoothly  and  evenly 
■esounded  with  a  slight  clang  on  the  rails.    The  window  was ighted  up  by  the  bright  evening  sun,  and  a  slight  breeze  flut- 
ered  the  curtain.    Anna  forgot  her  fellow-passengers,  and  to 
t  Itl  !rri°f -the  train  She  fel1 10  thinkinS  again,  as  she reathed  the  fresh  air. 

'Yes,  what  did  I  stop  at?    That  I  couldn't  conceive  a  posi- on  m  which  life  would  not  be  a  misery,  that  we  are  all  cre- 
ted  to  be  miserable,  and  that  we  all  know  it,  and  all  invent 
teans  of  deceiving  each  other.    And  when  one  sees  the  truth hat  1-  one  to  do?'"  

' 

''Th;  t's  what  reason  is  given  man  for,  to  escape  from  what ornes  him,-  said  the  lady  in  French,  lisping  affectedly,  and mousi;   pleasecLwith  her  phrase, 
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The  words  seemed  an  answer  to  Anna's  thoughts. 

1 '  To  escape  from  what  worries  him, ' '  repeated  Anna.  And 

glancing  at  the  red-cheeked  husband  and  the  thin  wife,  she 

saw  that  the  sickly  wife  considered  herself  misunderstood,  and
 

the  husband  deceived  her  and  encouraged  her  in  that  idea  of 

herself.  Anna  seemed  to  see  all  their  history  and  all  the 

crannies  of  their  souls,  as  it  were  turning  a  light  upon  them. 

But  there  was  nothing  interesting  in  them,  and  she  pursued 
her  thought. 

"Yes,  I'm  very  much  worried,  and  that's  what  reason  was 

given  me  for,  to  escape ;  so  then  one  must  escape :  why  not  put 

out  the  light  when  there's  nothing  more  to  look  at,  when  
it's 

sickening  to  look  at  it  all?  But  how?  Why  did  the  c
on- 

ductor run  along  the  footboard,  why  are  they  shrieking,  those 

young  men  in  that  train?  why  are  they  talking,  why  
are 

they  laughing?    It's  all  falsehood,  all  lying,  all  humbug,  
all 

cruelty!     ..."  j 
When  the  train  came  into  the  station,  Anna  got  out  into 

the  crowd  of  passengers,  and  moving  apart  from  the
m  as  if 

they  were  lepers,  she  stood  on  the  platform,  trying
  to  think 

what  she  had  come  here  for,  and  what  she  meant  
 to  do. 

Everything  that  had  seemed  to  her  possible  before 
 was  now  so 

difficult  to  consider,  especially  in  this  noisy  crowd
  of  hideous 

people   who  would   not   leave   her   alone.     At   o
ne   moment 

porters  ran  up  to  her  proffering  their  services, 
 then  young 

men  clacking  their  heels  on  the  planks  of  the  pl
atform  and 

talking  loudly,  stared  at  her,  then  people  meetin
g  her  dodged 

past  on  the  wrong  side.    Remembering  that  she 
 had  meant  to 

go  on  further  if  there  were  no  answer,  she  stopp
ed  a  porter 

and  asked  if  her  coachman  were  not  here  with  a  note  fro
| 

Count  Vronsky.  I 

"Count  Vronsky?    They  sent  up  here  from  the 
 Vronsky* 

just  this  minute,  to  meet  Princess  Sorokin  an
d  her  daughter, 

And  what  is  the  coachman  like?" 

Just  as  she  was  talking  to  the  porter,  the  coac
hman  Mihail, 

red  and  cheerful  in  his  smart  blue  coat  and  ch
ain,  evidently 

proud  of  having  so  successfully  performed  hi
s  commissiotf 
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came  up  to  her  and  gave  her  a  letter.    She  broke  it~open  and her  heart  ached  before  she  had  read  it. 

"I  am  very  sorry  your  note  did  not  reach  me.     I  will  be 
j  home  at  ten, "  Vronsky  had  written  carelessly. 

''Yes,  that's  what  I  expected!"  she  said  to  herself  with  an e|evil  smile. 

"Very  good,  you  can  go  home  then,"  she  said  softly  ad- dressing Mihail.  She  spoke  softly  because  the  rapidity  of  her 
heart's  beating  hindered  her  breathing.  "No,  I  won't  let  you make  me  miserable,"  she  thought  menacingly,  addressing  not him,  not  herself,  but  the  power  that  made  her  suffer,  and  she walked  along  the  platform. 

|    Two  maid-servants  walking  along  the  platform  turned  their heads,  staring  at  her  and  making  some  remarks,  about  her 
dress.     •  Real,"  they  said  of  the  lace  she  was  wearing     The roung  men  would  not  leave  her  in  peace.    Again  they  passed 
•>y,  peering  into  her  face,  and  with  a  laugh  shouting  some- thing m  an  unnatural  voice.     The  stationmaster  coming  up 
Jsked  her  whether  she  was  going  by  train.    A  boy  selling  kvas 
lever  took  his  eyes  off  her.    ' '  My  God !  where  am  I  to  go  t ' '  she bought,  going  farther  and  farther  along  the  platform.     At he  end  she  stopped.    Some  ladies  and  children,  who  had  come 
o  mec   a  gentleman  in  spectacles,  paused  in  their  loud  laugh- 

er and  talking,  and  stared  at  her  as  she  reached  them.    She 
luickened  her  pace  and  walked  away  from  them  to  the  edge  of he  platform.    A  luggage  train  was  coming  in.    The  platform 
.egan  to  sway,  and  she  fancied  she  was  in  the  train  again And  all  at  once  she  thought  of  the  man  crushed  by  the  train he  day  she  had  first  met  Vronsky,  and  she  knew  what  she  had 
o i  do.  With  a  rapid,  light  step  she  went  down  the  steps  that id  from  the  tank  to  the  rails  and  stopped  quite  near  the pproachmg  tram. 

She  looked  at  the  lower  part  of  the  carriages,  at  the  screws 
nd  chains,  and  the  tall  cast-iron  wheel  of  the  first  carriage owly  moving  up,  and  trying  to  measure  the  middle  between ie  front  and  back  wheels,  and  the  very  minute  when  that luale  point  would  be  opposite  her. 
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/  ""There  "she  said  to  herself,  looking  into  the  shadow  of  the 

(  carriage,  at  the  sand  and  coal-dust  which  
covered  the  sleepers 

\  —"there,  in  the  very  middle,  and  I  will  punish  h
im  and  escape 

\  from  every  one  and  from  myself." 

*\     She  tried  to  fling  herself  below  the  wheel
s  of  the  first  car- 

riage as  it  reached  her ;  but  the  red  bag  which  she  tr
ied  to  drop 

out  of  her  hand  delayed  her,  and  she  was  to
o  late;  she  missed 

i  the  moment. .  She  had  to  wait  for  the  next  carriage.    A  feel
ing 

such  as  she  had  known  when  about  to  take  
the  first  plunge  in 

bathing  came  upon  her,  and  she  crossed  he
rself.    That   amihar 

gesture  brought  back  into  her  soul  a  whole
  series  of  girlish  and 

childish  memories,  and  suddenly  the  dark
ness  that  had  covered 

everything  for  her  was  torn  apart,  and  
life  rose  up  before  her 

for  In  instant  with  all  its  bright  past  joys
.    But  she  did  not 

take  her  eyes  from  the  wheels  of  the  sec
ond  carriage     And 

exactly  at  the  moment  when  the  space  
between  the  wheels  came 

onnosite  her  she  dropped  the  red  bag, 
 and  drawn*  her  head 

Eto  to  shoulders,  fell  on  her  h
ands  under  the  carnage 

and  lishtly  as  though  she  would  rise  aga
in  at  once,  dropped  on 

tot  r  knees     And  at  the  same  ins
tant  she  was  terror-stneken 

at  what  she  was  doing.    "Where  am 
 I?    What  am  Idem 

Whit  for V    She  tried  to  get  up,  
to  drop  backwards;  but 

TethSg  huge  and  merciless  s
truck  her  on  fte head  and 

rolled  her  on  her  back.    ' '  Lord,  forgive
  me  all !    she  said, teei 

ng  it  impossible  to  struggle.    A  peasan
t  muttering  something 

«  working  at  the  iron  above  her.    
And  the  light  by  whicn 

Z  Z Tad  the  book  filled  with  
troubles,  falsehoods  sorrow, she  had  read  ̂   do  ^  ̂ ^  hghted  up 

Efto  i  ftat  Ken  in  darkn
ess,  flickered,  began  to  grow 

dim,  and  was  quenched  forever
. 



PART  VIII 

CHAPTER  I 

Almost  two  months  had  passed.  The  hot  summer  was  half 
over,  but  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  only  just  preparing  to  leave Moscow. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  life  had  not  been  uneventful  during this  time.    A  year  ago  he  had  finished  his  book,  the  fruit  of 
six  years'  labor,  " Sketch  of  a  Survey  of  the  Principles  and worms  of  Government  in  Europe  and  Russia."    Several  sec- 

tions of  this  book  and  its  introduction  had  appeared  in  peri- 
odical publications,  and  other  parts  had  been  read  by  Sergey 

[vanovitch  to  persons  of  his  circle,  so  that  the  leading  ideas 
)f  the  work  could  not  be  completely  novel  to  the  public 
Jut   still   Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  expected  that   on  its   ap- 

pearance his  book  would  be  sure  to  make  a  serious  impression 
>n  society,  and  if  it  did  not  cause  a  revolution  in  social  science 
t  would,  at  any  rate,  make  a  great  stir  in  the  scientific vorld. 

After  the  most  conscientious  revision  the  book  had  last  year 
>een  published,  and  had  been  distributed  among  the  book- ellers. 

Though  he  asked  no  one  about  it,  reluctantly  and  with 
eigned  indifference  answered  his  friends'  inquiries  as  to  how 
he  book  was  going,  and  did  not  even  inquire  of  the  book- 
ellers  how  the  book  was  selling,  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  all  on 
he  alert,  with  strained  attention,  watching  for  the  first 
mpression  his  book  would  make  in  the  world  and  in  litera- ure. 

But  a  week  passed,  a  second,  a  third,  and  in  society  no 
mpression  whatever  could  be  detected.    His  friends  who  were 



968  ANNA  KARENINA 

specialists  and  savants,  occasionally— unmistakabl
y  from  po- 

liteness—alluded to  it.  The  rest  of  his  acquaintances,  not 

interested  in  a  book  on  a  learned  subject,  did  not  talk  of
  it  at 

all  ftnrl  inripty  r™*™11^— "lst  now  especially  a
bsorbed  m 

other  things-w.m  nhinlntdY  in  different.  In  the  pre
ss,  too, 

for  a  whole  month  there  was  not  a  word  about  his  bo
ok. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  calculated  to  a  nicety  the 
 time  nec- 

essary for  writing  a  review,  but  a  month  passed,  and  a  secon
d, 

and  still  there  was  silence. 

Only  in  the  Northern  Beetle,  in  a  comic  article 
 on  the 

singer  Drabanti,  who  had  lost  his  voice,  there  w
as  a  con- 

temptuous allusion  to  Koznishev's  book,  suggesting  that  the 

book  had  been  long  ago  seen  through  by  every  one,  
and  was 

a  subject  of  general  ridicule.  , 

At  last  in  the  third  month  a  critical  article  appeare
d  in 

a  serious  review.  Sergey  Ivanovitch  knew  the  auth
or  of  the 

article.    He  had  met  him  once  at  Golubtsov  's. 

The  author  of  the  article  was  a  young  man,  an  invalid, 
 very 

bold  as  a  writer,  but  extremely  deficient  in  breeding 
 and  shy 

in  personal  relations.  t 

In  spite  of  his  absolute  contempt  for  the  author, 
 it  was  with 

complete  respect  that  Sergey  Ivanovitch  set  ab
out  reading  the 

article.    The  article  was  awful.  # 

The  critic  had  undoubtedly  put  an  interpretat
ion  upon  the 

book  which  could  not  possibly  be  put  on  it. 
 But  he  had  se- 

lected quotations  so  adroitly  that  for  people  who  had
  not  read 

the  book  (and  obviously  scarcely  any  one  h
ad  read  it)  it 

seemed  absolutely  clear  that  the  whole  book 
 was  nothing  but 

a  jasdley^l  high-flown  phrases,  not  even
-as  suggested  by 

marks  of  interrogation— used  appropriately, 
 and  that  wl 

author  of  the  book  was  a  person  absolutely  w
ithout  knowledge 

of  the  subject.  And  all  this  was  so  wittingly  do
ne  that  berge> 

Ivanovitch  would  not  have  disowned  such  w
it  himself,  tfut 

that  was  just  what  was  so  awful.  #  ( 

In  spite  of  the  scrupulous  conscientiousne
ss  with  wnicu 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  verified  the  correctness  o
f  the  critic's  argu- 

ments, he  did  not  for  a  minute  stop  to  ponder  over  th
e  faultt 
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and  mistakes  which  were  ridiculed ;  but  unconsciously  he  be- gan immediately  trying  to  recall  every  detail  of  his  meeting and  conversation  with  the  author  of  the  article. 
"Didn't  I  offend  him  in  some  way?"  Sergey  Ivanovitch 

wondered. 

And  remembering  that  when  they  met  he  had  corrected 
the  young  man  about  something  he  had  said  that  betraved ignorance,  Sergey  Ivanovitch  found  the  clue  to  explain  the article. 

This  article  was  followed  by  a  deadly  silence  about  the  book 
both  in  the  press  and  in  conversation,  and  Sergey  Ivanovitch 
saw  that,  bis  siv  ypir*'  t-Hr,  toiled  at  with  such  love  and abor,  had-gone.  leaving  nn  fmfie. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  position  was  still  more  difficult  from fie  fact  that,  since  he  had  finished  his  book,  he  had  had  no more  literary  work  to  do,  such  as  had  hitherto  occupied  the greater  part  of  his  time. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  was  clever,  cultivated,  healthy,  and  ener- 
getic, and  he  did  not  know  what  use  to  make  of  his  enenrv 

conversations  in  drawing-rooms,  in  meetings,  assemblies,  and -ommittees-everywhere  where  talk  was  possible-took  up art  of  his  time  But  being  used  for  years  to  town  life,  he  did iot  waste  all  his  energies  in  talk,  as  his  less  experienced wnger  brother  did  when  he  was  in  Moscow.  He  had  a  great 
tJ  lei:U,rerdJntelleCtUal  ener^  still  to  dispose  of 

he  fa  Z  tf  I01"  riEt  JhiS  Peri°d  S°  difficult  for  h™  from he  failure  of  his  book,  the  various  public  questions  of  the 

STSSft-/  ̂   fmeriCan  a,HanCe'   °f  the  Si  - 
Teed  in  ̂  1         tnS'  "^  °f  sPirituali«™.  ̂ re  definitely  re- 

Ko  ri£ 1' i  f  h7  the  SlaV°nic  qUestion>  which  ̂  
tl     Hi  11an^uldly  interested  society,  and  Sergey  Ivan- 

—WiS  51?  tol  t0  "*" lhi"  rabie«'h™ 
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certs,  dinners,  matchboxes,  ladies'  dresses,  beer,  rest
aurants— 

everything  testified  to  sympathy  with  the  Slavonic  people
s. 

From  much  of  what  was  spoken  and  written  on  the  subject, 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  differed  on  various  points.     He  saw  that
 

the  Slavonic  question  had  become  one  of  those  fashiona
ble 

distractions  which  succeed  one  another  in  providing  society 

with  an  object  and  an  occupation.    He  saw,  too,  that  a  great 

many  people  were  taking  up  the  subject  from  motives  
of  self- , 

interest  and  self-advertisement.    He  recognized  that  the  news
- 

papers  published  a  great  deal  that  was  superfluous  
and  ex- 

aggerated, with  the  sole  aim  of  attracting  attention  and  outbid- 

ding one  another.     He  saw  that  in  this  general  movement 

those  who  thrust  themselves  most  forward  and  shouted  
the 

loudest  were  men  who  had  failed  and  were  smarting  under
  a 

sense  of  injury— generals  without  armies,  ministers  not 
 in  the 

ministry,  journalists  not  on  any  paper,  party  leader
s  without 

followers.    He  saw  that  there  was  a  great  deal  in  it  tha
t  was 

frivolous  and  absurd.    But  he  saw  and  recognized  
an  unmis- 

takable growing  enthusiasm,  uniting  all  classes,  with  which
  it 

was  impossible  not  to  sympathize.    The  massacre  
of  men  wha 

were  fellow-Christians,  and  of  the  same  Slavonic  
race,  excited 

sympathy  for  the  sufferers  and  indignation  aga
inst  the  op* 

pressors     And  the  heroism  of  the  Servians  and
  Montenegrins 

struggling  for  a  great  cause  begot  in  the  whole  
people  a  long* 

ing  to  help  their  brothers  not  in  word  but  in  d
eed. 

But  in  this  there  was  another  aspect  that  rejo
iced  Sergey 

Ivanovitch.  That  was  the  manifestation  of 
 public  opinion 

The  public  had  definitely  expressed  its  desir
e.  The  soul  ot 

the  people  had,  as  Sergey  Ivanovitch  said
,  found  expression. 

And  the  more  he  worked  in  this  cause,  the  
more  incontestable 

it  seemed  to  him  that  it  was  a  cause  destined  
to  assume  vast? 

dimensions,  to  create  an  epoch.  J 

He  threw  himself  heart  and  soul  into  the  s
ervice  of  this 

great  cause,  and  forgot  to  think  about  his 
 book.  His  whole 

time  now  was  engrossed  by  it,  so  that  he  coul
d  scarcely  man- 

age  to  answer  all  the  letters  and  appeals  add
ressed  to  him. 

He  worked  the  whole  spring  and  part  of  the  su
mmer,  and  it 
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was  only  in  July  that  he  prepared  to  go  away  to  his  brother's in  the  country. 

He  was  going  both  to  rest  for  a  fortnight,  and  in  the  very 
heart  of  the  people,  in  the  farthest  wilds  of  the  country,  to 
enjoy  the  sight  of  that  uplifting  of  the  spirit  of  the  people, 
of  which,  like  all  residents  in  the  capital  and  big  towns,  he 
was  fully  persuaded.  Katavasov  had  long  been  meaning  to 
carry  out  his  promise  to  stay  with  Levin,  and  so  he  was  going with  him.  6      8 

CHAPTER  II 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  Katavasov  had  only  just  reached 
the  station  of  the  Kursk  line,  which  was  particularly  busy  and 
full  of  people  that  day,  when,  looking  round  for  the  groom 
who  was  following  with  their  things,  they  saw  a  party  of volunteers  driving  up  in  four  cabs.  Ladies  met  them  with  bou- 

quets of  flowers,  and  followed  by  the  rushing  crowd  they  went into  the  station. 

One  of  the  ladies,  who  had  met  the  volunteers,  came  out  of the  hall  and  addressed  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

1T°U  ̂ 0  C°me  t0  see  them  ofn"  she  asked  in  French. 
No    I'm  going  away  myself,  princess.     To  my  brother's _or  a  holiday.     Do  you  always  see  them  off?"  said  Sergey vanovitch  with  a  hardly  perceptible  smile. 

"Oh,  that  would  be  impossible!"  answered  the  princess ,  Is  it  true  that  eight  hundred  have  been  sent  from  us  already? Halvmsky  wouldn't  believe  me." 

"More  than  eight  hundred.    If  you  reckon  those  who  have een  sent  not  directly  from  Moscow,  over  a  thousand,"  an- wered  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

"There!     That's  just  what  I  said!"  exclaimed  the  lady And  it  s  true  too,  I  suppose,  that  more  than  a  million  has een  subscribed?" 

'Yes,  princess." 
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"matdoytraW  to  to-day's  telegram?    Beaten  the  Turks 

again.' '  .    .       _. 

-Yes  so  I  saw,"  answered  Sergey  Ivanovitch.  They  wer
e 

speaking  of  the  last  telegram  stating  that  the  Tur
ks  had  been 

for  three  days  in  succession  beaten  at  all  points  and
  put  to 

flight,  and  that  to-morrow  a  decisive  engagement  was
  expected. 

"Ah  by  the  way,  a  splendid  young  fellow  has  asked  leave 
 to 

go  and  they've  made  some  difficulty,  I  don't  know  w
hy.  I 

meant  to  ask  you;  I  know  him;  please  write  a  note  abo
ut  his 

case     He's  being  sent  by  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna.
" 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  asked  for  all  the  details  the  princes
s  knew 

about  the  young  man,  and  going  into  the  first-
class  waiting- 

room,  wrote  a  note  to  the  person  on  whom  the  grant
ing  of 

leave  of  absence  depended,  and  handed  it  to  the  prince
ss. 

"You  know  Count  Vronsky,  the  notorious  one  ...  ■ 

going  by  this  train!' '  said  the  princess  with  a  sm
ile  full  of 

triumph  and  meaning,  when  he  found  her  again  an
d  gave  her 

the  letter 

"I  had  heard  he  was  going,  but  I  did  not  know  when.    B
yi 

this  train?"  ,  '  it_  .  1 

"I've  seen  him.  He's  here:  there's  only  his  moth
er-seeing 

him  off.    It's  the  best  thing,  anyway,  that  he  c
ould  do." 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course." 

While  they  were  talking  the  crowd  streamed 
 by  them  into 

the  dining-room.  They  went  forward  too,  an
d  heard  a  gentle- 

man with  a  glass  in  his  hand  delivering  a  loud  dis
course  to  the 

volunteers.  "In  the  service  of  religion,  humani
ty,  and  our 

brothers,"  the  gentleman  said,  his  voice  grow
ing  louder  ana 

louder ;  "to  this  great  cause  mother  Moscow  ded
icates  you  witn 

her  blessing.    Jivio!"  he  concluded,  loudly  and  tearfu
lly.      1 

Every  one  shouted  Jivio!  and  a  fresh  crowd  
dashed  into  W 

hall,  almost  carrying  the  princess  off  her  legs. 

"Ah  princess!  that  was  something  like!"  s
aid  Stepan  Ar- 

kadyevitch,  suddenly  appearing  in  the  
middle  of  the  crowd 

and  beaming  upon  them  with  a  delighted  sm
ile.       Capitally, 

warmly  said,  wasn't  it?    Bravo!     And  S
ergey  Ivanovitch 

Why,  you  ought  to  have  said  somethin
g— just  a  few  words, 

I 
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you  know,  to  encourage  them;  you  do  that  so  well,"  he~added with  a  soft,  respectful,  and  discreet  smile,  moving  Sergey jlvanovitch  forward  a  little  by  the  arm. 
"No,  I'm  just  off." 
"Whereto?" 

"To  the  country,  to  my  brother's,"  answered  Sergey  Ivano- vitch. 

"Then  you'll  see  my  wife.  I've  written  to  her,  but  you'll see  her  first.  Please  tell  her  that  they've  seen  me  and  that 
it  s  'all  right,'  as  the  English  say.  She'll  understand  Oh and  be  so  good  as  to  tell  her  I'm  appointed  secretary  of  the committee.  ...  But  she'll  understand!  You  know  les 
petit es  miser es  de  la  vie  humaine,"  he  said,  as  it  were  apologiz- 

ing to  the  princess.  -And  Princess  Myaky-not  Liza,  but Bibish— is  sending  a  thousand  guns  and  twelve  nurses.  Did  I *ell  you?" 

||  Yes,  I  heard  so,"  answered  Koznishev  indifferently. 
(  "It's  a  pity  you're  going  away,"  said  Stepan  Arkadyevitch lo-morrow  we're  giving  a  dinner  to  two  who 're  setting  off— 3imer-Bartnyansky    from    Petersburg    and    our    Veslovsky 
xrisha.    They're  both  going.    Veslovsky 's  only  lately  married' L  here  s  a  fine  fellow  for  you !    Eh,  princess  ? "  he  turned  to  the ady. 

The  princess  looked  at  Koznishev  without  replying  But  the act  that  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  the  princess  seemed  anxious 
o  get  rid  of  him  did  not  in  the  least  disconcert  Stepan  Arkad- 
evitch  Smiling,  he  stared  at  the  feather  in  the  princess's 
at,  and  then  about  him  as  though  he  were  going  to  pick  some- 
rung  up.  Seeing  a  lady  approaching  with  a  collecting-box  he eckoned  her  up  and  put  in  a  five-rouble  note. 

"I  can  never  see  these  collecting-boxes  unmoved  while  I've loney  m  my  pocket, ' '  he  said.  '  <  And  how  about  to-day 's  tele- ram/    Fine  chaps  those  Montenegrins!" 
"You  don't  say  so!"  he  cried,  when  the  princess  told  him iat  Vronsky  was  going  by  this  train.    For  an  instant  Stepan 
rkadyevitch's  face  looked  sad,  but  a  minute  later,  when roking  his  mustaches  and  swinging  as  he  walked,  he  went 
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into~the  hall  where  Vronsky  was,  he  had  completely  forgott
en 

his  own  despairing  sobs  over  his  sister's  corpse,  and
  he  saw  in 

Vronsky  only  a  hero  and  an  old  friend.  
■ 

' '  With  all  his  faults  one  can 't  refuse  to  do  him  justice,  said  5 

the  princess  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch  as  soon'as  
Stepan  Arkadye- 

vitch  had  left  them.  ' '  What  a  typically  Russian,  Slav  nature ! 

Only,  I'm  afraid  it  won't  be  pleasant  for  Vronsky  t
o  see  him. 

Say  what  you  will,  I'm  touched  by  that  man's  
fate.  Do  talk 

to  him  a  little  on  the  way,"  said  the  princess. 

"Yes,  perhaps,  if  it  happens  so."  y  1 
"I  never  liked  him.    But  this  atones  for  a  great  deal.    He  

s  , 

not  merely  going  himself,  he's  taking  a  squad
ron  at  his  own 

expense; ' ' 
"Yes,  so  I  heard."  <(Tr 

A  bell  sounded.  Every  one  crowded  to  th
e  doors.  Here 

he  is  I"  said  the  princess,  indicating  Vronsky, 
 who  with  his 

mother  on  his  arm  walked  by,  wearing  a
  long  overcoat  and 

wide-brimmed  black  hat.  Oblonsky  was  wal
king  beside  him, 

talking  eagerly  of  something. 

Vronsky  was  frowning  and  looking  str
aight  before  him 

as  though  he  did  not  hear  what  Stepan
  Arkadyevitch  was 

^  Probably  on  Oblonsky 's  pointing  them  out,  he  looked  round 

in  the  direction  where  the  princess  and  Ser
gey  Ivanovitch  were 

standing,  and  without  speaking  lifted  his  
hat.  His  face,  aged 

and  worn  by  suffering,  looked  stony. 

Going  on  to  the  platform,  Vronsky  le
ft  his  mother  and  dis- 

appeared into  a  compartment. 
 „ 

On  the  platform  there  rang  out  "God  sav
e  the  Tsar     then 

shouts  of  "hurrah!"  and  "jivio!"    One 
 of  the  volunteers  a 

all   very  young  man  with  a  hollow
  chest,  was  particularly 

oipiSuous,  bowing  and  waving  his  
felt  hat  and  a  nosegay 

over  his  head.    Then  two  officers  emerged
,  bowing  too  and  a 

stout  man  with  a  big  heard,  wearing  a 
 greasy  forage-cap. 
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CHAPTER  III 

Saying  good-bye  to  the  princess,  Sergey  Ivanovitch  was 
joined  by  Katavasov;  together  they  got  into  a  carriage  full  to overflowing,  and  the  train  started. 

At  Tsaritsino  station  the  train  was  met  by  a  chorus  of  young 
men  singing  "Hail  to  Thee!"  Again  the  volunteers  bowed 
and  poked  their  heads  out,  but  Sergey  Ivanovitch  paid  no 
attention  to  them.  He  had  had  so  much  to  do  with  the  volun- 

teers that  the  type  was  familiar  to  him  and  did  not  interest 
him.  Katavasov,  whose  scientific  work  had  prevented  •  his 
having  a  chance  of  observing  them  hitherto,  was  very  much 
interested  in  them  and  questioned  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  advised  him  to  go  into  the  second-class 
and  talk  to  them  himself.  At  the  next  station  Katavasov  acted 
on  this  suggestion. 

At  the  first  stop  he  moved  into  the  second-class  and  made 
the  acquaintance  of  the  volunteers.  They  were  sitting  in  a 
corner  of  the  carriage,  talking  loudly  and  obviously  aware  that 
the  attention  of  the  passengers  and  Katavasov  as  he  got  in 
was  concentrated  upon  them.  More  loudly  than  all  talked 
the  tall,  hollow-chested  young  man.  He  was  unmistakably 
tipsy,  and  was  relating  some  story  that  had  occurred  at  his 
school.  Facing  him  sat  a  middle-aged  officer  in  the  Austrian 
military  jacket  of  the  Guards  uniform.  He  was  listening 
with  a  smile  to  the  hollow-chested  youth,  and  occasionally  pull- 

ing him  up.  The  third,  in  an  artillery  uniform,  was  sitting  on a  box  beside  them.     A  fourth  was  asleep. 
Entering  into  conversation  with  the  youth,  Katavasov 

learned  that  he  was  a  wealthy  Moscow  merchant  who  had 
run  through  a  large  fortune  before  he  was  two-and-twenty. 
Katavasov  did  not  like  him,  because  he  was  unmanly  and 
effeminate  and  sickly.  He  was  obviously  convinced,  especially 
now  after  drinking,  that  he  was  performing  a  heroic  action, 
and  he  bragged  of  it  in  the  most  unpleasant  way. 
The  second,  the  retired  officer,  made  an  unpleasant  impres- 
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sion  too  upon  Katavasov.    He  was,  it  seemed,  a  man  who  had 

tried  everything.    He  had  been  on  a  railway,  had  been  a  land-  j 

steward,  and  had  started  factories,  and  he  talked,  quite  with- 

out necessity,  of  all  he  had  done,  and  used  learned  expressions 

quite  inappropriately. 

The  third,  the  artilleryman,  on  the  contrary,  struck 

Katavasov  very  favorably.  He  was  a  quiet,  modest  fellow,  un-  j 
mistakably  impressed  by  the  knowledge  of  the  officer  and  the 

heroic  self-sacrifice  of  the  merchant  and  saying  nothing  about 

himself.  When  Katavasov  asked  him  what  had  impelled  him 

to  go  to  Servia,  he  answered  modestly: 

"Oh,  well,  every  one's  going.  The  Servians  want  help,  too. 

I'm  sorry  for  them."  m    I 

"Yes,  you  artillerymen  especially  are  scare  there,"  said Katavasov. 

"Oh,  I  wasn't  long  in  the  artillery;  maybe  they'll  put  me 

into  the  infantry  or  the  cavalry. ' ' 

"Into  the  infantry  when  they  need  artillery  more  than  any- 

thing?" said  Katavasov,  fancying  from  the  artilleryman's  ap- 
parent age  that  he  must  have  reached  a  fairly  high  grade. 

"I  wasn't  long  in  the  artillery;  I'm  a  cadet  retired,"  he 

said,  and  he  began  to  explain  how  he  had  failed  in  his  examina- tion. 

All  of  this  together  made  a  disagreeable  impression  on 

Katavasov,  and  when  the  volunteers  got  out  at  a  station  for  a 

drink,  Katavasov  would  have  liked  to  compare  his  unfavor- 

able impression  in  conversation  with  some  one.  There  was  an 

old  man  in  the  carriage,  wearing  a  military  overcoat,  who  had 

been  listening  all  the  while  to  Katavasov 's  conversation  with 

the  volunteers.  When  they  were  left  alone,  Katavasov  ad- dressed him. 

"What  different  positions  they  come  from,  all  those  fellows 

who  are  going  off  there,"  Katavasov  said  vaguely,  not  wishing 

to  express  his  own  opinion,  and  at  the  same  time  anxious  to 

find  out  the  old  man's  views. 

The  old  man  was  an  officer  who  had  served  on  two  cam- 

paigns.   He  knew  what  makes  a  soldier,  and  judging  by  the 
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appearance  and  the  talk  of  those  persons,  by  the  swagger  with 
which  they  had  recourse  to  the  bottle  on  the  journey,  he  con- 

sidered them  poor  soldiers.  Moreover,  he  lived  in  a  district 
town,  and  he  was  longing  to  tell  how  one  soldier  had  volun- 

teered from  his  town,  a  drunkard  and  a  thief  whom  no  one 
would  employ  as  a  laborer.  But  knowing  by  experience  that 
in  the  present  condition  of  the  public  temper  it  was  dangerous 
to  pyprpss  an  npinirm  nppnsprl  to  fhft  gpnpral  nnai  and  espe- 

cially to  criticize  the  volunteers  unfavorably,  he  too  watched 
Katavasov  without  committing  himself. 

1 '  Well,  men  are  wanted  there, ' '  he  said,  laughing  with  his 
eyes.  And  they  fell  to  talking  of  the  last  war  news,  and  each 
concealed  from  the  other  his  perplexity  as  to  the  engagement 
expected  next  day,  since  the  Turks  had  been  beaten,  according 
to  the  latest  news,  at  all  points.  And  so  they  parted,  neither 
giving  expression  to  his  opinion. 

Katavasov  went  back  to  his  own  carriage,  and  with  reluctant 
hypocrisy  reported  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch  his  observations  of 
the  volunteers,  from  which  it  would  appear  that  they  were 
capital  fellows. 

At  a  big  station  at  a  town  the  volunteers  were  again  greeted 

with  shouts  and  singing,  again  men  and  women  with  collect- 
ing-boxes appeared,  and  provincial  ladies  brought  bouquets  to 

the  volunteers  and  followed  them  into  the  refreshment-room; 
but  all  this  was  on  a  much  smaller  and  feebler  scale  than  in 
Moscow. 

CHAPTER  IV 

While  the  train  was  stopping  at  the  provincial  town,  Sergey 

vanovitch  did  not  go  to  the  refreshment-room,  but  walked  up 
and  down  the  platform. 

The  first  time  he  passed  Vronsky's  compartment  he  noticed 
±at  the  curtain  was  drawn  over  the  window ;  but  as  he  passed 

the  second  time  he  saw  the  old  countess  at  the  window. 
She  beckoned  to  Koznishev. 
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1  'I'm  going,  you  see,  taking  him  as  far  as  Kursk,"  she  said. 

"Yes,  so  I  heard,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  standing  at  her 

window  and  peeping  in.  ' '  What  a  noble  act  on  his  part ! "  he 

added,  noticing  that  Vronsky  was  not  in  the  compartment. 

"Yes,  after  his  misfortune,  what  was  there  for  him  to  do?" 

"What  a  terrible  thing  it  was!"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

"Ah,  what  I  have  been  through!  But  do  get  in.  ...  Ah, 

what  I  have  been  through!"  she  repeated,  when  Sergey  Ivano- 

vitch had  got  in  and  sat  down  beside  her.  "You  can't  con- 
ceive it !  For  six  weeks  he  did  not  speak  to  any  one,  and  would 

not  touch  food  except  when  I  implored  him.  And  not  for  one 

minute  could  we  leave  him  alone.  'We  took  away  everything 

he  could  have  used  against  himself .  We  lived  on  the  ground- 

floor,  but  there  was  no  reckoning  on  anything.  You  know,  of 

course,  that  he  had  shot  himself  once  already  on  her  account," 

she  said,  and  the  old  lady's  eyelashes  twitched  at  the  recollec- 

tion. "Yes,  hers  was  the  fitting  end  for  such  a  woman. 

Even  the  death  she  chose  was  low  and  vulgar." 

"It's  not  for  us  to  judge,  countess,",  said  Sergey  Ivano- 

vitch; "but  I  can  understand  that  it  has  been  very  hard  for 

you."
 

"Ah,  don't  speak  of  it !  I  was  staying  on  my  estate,  and  he 

was  with  me.  A  note  was  brought  him.  He  wrote  an  answ
er 

and  sent  it  off.  Welhadn  't  an  idea  that  she  was  close  by  at  the 

station.  In  the  evening  I  had  only  just  gone  to  my  room, 

when  my  Mary  told  me  a  lady  had  thrown  herself  un
der  the 

train.  Something  seemed  to  strike  me  at  once.  I  knew  it 
 was 

she.  The  first  thing  I  said  was,  he  was  not  to  be  told.  
But 

they'd  told  him  already.  His  coachman  was  there  and  saw  
it 

all  When  I  ran  into  his  room,  he  was  beside  himself—
 it  was 

fearful  to  see  him.  He  didn't  say  a  word,  but  galloped  
off 

there  I  don't  know  to  this  day  what  happened  there,  but  he 

was  brought  back  at  death's  door.  I  shouldn't  ha
ve  known 

him.  Prostration  complete,  the  doctor  said.  And  that 
 was 

followed  almost  by  madness.  Oh,  why  talk  of  it!"  sa
id  the 

countess  with  a  wave  of  her  hand.  "It  was  an  awful  
time! 

No,  say  what  you  will,  she  was  a  bad  woman.    Why,  what  
is 
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the  meaning  of  such  desperate  passions?  It  was  all  to  show 
herself  something  out  of  the  way.  Well,  and  that  she  did  do. 

She  brought  herself  to  ruin  and  two  good  men — her  husband 

and  my  unhappy  son. ' ' 

■ '  And  what  did  her  husband  do  ? ' '  asked  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 
"He  has  taken  her  daughter.  Alexey  was  ready  to  agree 

to  anything  at  first.  Now  it  worries  him  terribly  that  he 
should  have  given  his  own  child  away  to  another  man.  But 

he  can't  take  back  his  word.  Karenina  came  to  the  funeral. 
But  we  tried  to  prevent  his  meeting  Alexey.  For  him,  for 
her  husband,  it  was  easier,  anyway.  She  had  set  him  free. 
But  my  poor  son  was  utterly  given  up  to  her.  He  had  thrown 
up  everything,  his  career,  me,  and  even  then  she  had  no  mercy 
on  him,  but  of  set  purpose  she  made  his  ruin  complete.  No, 
say  what  you  will,  her  very  death  was  the  death  of  a  vile 

woman,  of  no  religious  feeling.  God  forgive  me,  but  I  can't 
help  hating  the  memory  of  her,  when  I  look  at  my  son's 

misery ! ' ' 
"But  how  is  he  now?" 

"It  was  a  blessing  from  Providence  for  us — this  Servian 
war.  I'm  old,  and  I  don't  understand  the  rights  and  wrongs 
of  it,  but  it 's  come  as  a  providential  blessing  to  him.  Of  course 
for  me,  as  his  mother,  it's  terrible;  and  what's  worse,  they 
say,  ce  n'est  pas  tres  bien  vu  a  Petersbonrg.  But  it  can't  be 
helped !  It  was  the  one  thing  that  could  rouse  him.  Yashvin 

-a  friend  of  his — he  had  lost  all  he  had  at  cards  and  he  was 
going  to  Servia.  He  came  to  see  him  and  persuaded  him  to  go. 

Now  it's  an  interest  for  him.  Do  please  talk  to  him  a  little. 
I  want  to  distract  his  mind.  He 's  so  low-spirited.  And  as  bad 

luck  would  have  it,  he  has  toothache  too.  But  he'll  be  de- 
lighted to  see  you.  Please  do  talk  to  him;  he's  walking  up 

and  down  on  that  side." 
Sergey  Ivanovitch  said  he  would  be  very  glad  to,  and  crossed 

over  to  the  other  side  of  the  station. 
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CHAPTER  V 

In  the  slanting  evening  shadows  cast  by  the  baggage  piled 

up  on  the  platform,  Vronsky  in  his  long  overcoat  and  slouch 

hat,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  strode  up  and  down,  like  a 

wild  beast  in  a  cage,  turning  sharply  after  twenty  paces. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  fancied,  as  he  approached  him,  that  Vron- 

sky saw  him  but  was  pretending  not  to  see.  This  did  not  affect 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  in  the  slightest.  He  was  above  all  personal 
considerations  with  Vronsky. 

At  that  moment  Sergey  Ivanovitch  looked  upon  Vronsky  as 

a  man  taking  an  important  part  in  a  great  cause,  and  Koz-  ; 

nishev  thought  it  his  duty  to  encourage  him  and  express  his 

approval.    He  went  up  to  him. 

Vronsky  stood  still,  looked  intently  at  him,  recognized  him, 

and  going  a  few  steps  forward  to  meet  him,  shook  hands  with 
him  very  warmly. 

" Possibly  you  didn't  wish  to  see  me,"  said  Sergey  Ivano- 

vitch, ' '  but  couldn  't  I  be  of  use  to  you ?' ' 

" There's  no  one  I  should  less  dislike  seeing  than  you,"  said 

Vronsky.    " Excuse  me;  and  there's  nothing  in  life  for  me  to 

like." 
"I  quite  understand,  and  I  merely  meant  to  offer  you  my 

services,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  scanning  Vronsky 's  face, 

full  of  unmistakable  suffering.  ' '  Wouldn  't  it  be  of  use  to  you 
to  have  a  letter  to  Ristitch— to  Milan  V 

"Oh,  no!"  Vronsky  said,  seeming  to  understand  him  with 

difficulty.  "If  you  don't  mind,  let.'s  walk  on.  It's  so  stuffy 

among  the  carriages.  A  letter?  No,  thank  you ;  to  meet  death 

one  needs  no  letters  of  introduction.  Nor  for  the  Turks
 

."he  said,  with  a  smile  that  was  merely  of  the  lips.  His 

eyes  still  kept  their  look  of  angry  suffering. 

"Yes;  but  you  might  find  it  easier  to  get  into  relations, 

which  are  after  all  essential,  with  any  one  prepared  to  see  you. 

But  that's  as  you  like.    I  was  very  glad  to  hear  of  your  inten- 
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tion.  There  have  been  so  many  attacks  made  on  the  volun- 
teers, and  a  man  like  you  raises  them  in  public  estimation. ' ' 

"My  use  as  a  man,"  said  Vronsky,  "is  that  life's  worth 
nothing  to  me.  And  that  I've  enough  bodily  energy  to  cut my  way  into  their  ranks,  and  to  trample  on  them  or  fall— I 

know  that.  I  'm  glad  there 's  something  to  give  my  life  for,  for 
it's  not  simply  useless  but  loathsome  to  me.  Any  one's  wel- 

come to  it."  And  his  jaw  twitched  impatiently  from  the  in- cessant gnawing  toothache,  that  prevented  him  from  even 
speaking  with  a  natural  expression. 

"You  will  become  another  man,  I  predict,"  said  Sergey Ivanovitch,  feeling  touched.  "To  deliver  one's  brother-men 
from  bondage  is  an  aim  worth  death  and  life.  God  grant  you 
success  outwardly— and  inwardly  peace,"  he  added,  and  he 
held  out  his  hand.  Vronsky  warmly  pressed  his  outstretched hand. 

'Yes,  as  a  weapon  I  may  be  of  some  use.  But  as  a  man, I'm  a  wreck,"  he  jerked  out. 
He  could  hardly  speak  for  the  throbbing  ache  in  his  strong 

teeth,  that  were  like  rows  of  ivory  in  his  mouth.  He  was 
silent,  and  his  eyes  rested  on  the  wheels  of  the  tender,  slowly and  smoothly  rolling  along  the  rails. 
And  all  at  once  a  different  pain,  not  an  ache,  but  an  inner 

trouble,  that  set  his  whole  being  in  anguish,  made  him  for  an 
instant  forget  his  toothache.    As  he  glanced  at  the  tender  and 
the  rails,  under  the  influence  of  the  conversation  with  a  friend 
he  had  not  met  since  his  misfortune,  he  suddenly  recalled  her 
—that  is,  what  was  left  of  her  when  he  had  run  like  one  dis- 

traught into  the  cloak-room  of  the  railway  station— on  the 
table,  shamelessly  sprawling  out  among  strangers,  the  blood- 

stained body  so  lately  full  of  life;  the  head  unhurt  dropping back  with  its  weight  of  hair,  and  the  curling  tresses  about  the 
temples,  and  the  exquisite  face,  with  red,  half-opened  mouth, 
the  strange,  fixed  expression,  piteous  on  the  lips  and  awful  in 
the  still  open  eyes,  that  seemed  to  utter  that  fearful  phrase- 
that  he  would  be  sorry  for  it— that  she  had  said  when  thev were  quarreling. 
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And  he  tried  to  think  of  her  as  she  was  when  he  met  her 

the  first  time,  at  a  railway-station  too,  mysterious,  exquisite, 

loving,  seeking  and  giving  happiness,  and  not  cruelly  revenge- 
ful as  he  remembered  her  on  that  last  moment.  He  tried  to 

recall  his  best  moments  with  her,  but  those  moments  were 

poisoned  forever.  He  could  only  think  of  her  as  triumphant, 

successful  in  her  menace  of  a  wholly  useless  remorse  never  to 

be  effaced.  He  lost  all  consciousness  of  toothache,  and  his  face 
worked  with  sobs. 

Passing  twice  up  and  down  beside  the  baggage  in  silence  and 

regaining  his  self-possession,  he  addressed  Sergey  Ivanovitch 
calmly:  . 

1 '  You  have  had  no  telegrams  since  yesterday 's  ?  Yes,  driven 

back  for  a  third  time,  but  a  decisive  engagement  expected  for 

to-morrow. ' ' 

And  after  talking  a  little  more  of  King  Milan's  proclama- 

tion, and  the  immense  effect  it  might  have,  they  parted,  going 

to  their  carriages  on  hearing  the  second  bell. 

CHAPTER  VI 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  had  not  telegraphed  to  his  brother  to 

send  to  meet  him,  as  he  did  not  know  when  he  should  be  a
ble 

to  leave  Moscow.  Levin  was  not  at  home  when  Katavasov  
and 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  in  a  fly  hired  at  the  station  drove  up  to  th
e 

steps  of  the  Pokrovskoe  house,  as  black  as  niggers  from  t
he 

dust  of  the  road.  Kitty,  sitting  on  the  balcony  with  h
er 

father  and  sister,  recognized  her  brother-in-law,  and  ran  
down 

to  meet  him. 

"What  a  shame  not  to  have  let  us  know,''  she  said,  giving 

her  hand  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  and  putting  her  forehead 
 up 

for  him  to  kiss.  ,, 

"We  drove  here  capitally,  and  have  not  put  you  out, 

answered  Sergey  Ivanovitch.     "I'm  so  dirty,  I
'm  afraid  to 
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touch  you.  I've  been  so  busy,  I  didn't  know  when  I  Should be  able  to  tear  myself  away.  And  so  you're  still  as  ever  en- 
joying your  peaceful,  quiet  happiness,"  he  said,  smiling, 

"out  of  the  reach  of  the  current  in  your  peaceful  backwater.' 
Here's  our  friend  Fyodor  Vassilievitch  has  succeeded  in  get- ting here  at  last." 

"But  I'm  not  a  negro,  I  shall  look  like  a  human  being 
when  I  wash,"  said  Katavasov  in  his  jesting  fashion,  and  he shook  hands  and  smiled,  his  teeth  flashing  white  in  his  black face. 

"Kostya  will  be  delighted.  He  has  gone  to  his  settlement. It 's  time  he  should  be  home. ' ' 

"Busy  as  ever  with  his  farming.  It  really  is  a  peaceful backwater,"  said  Katavasov;  "while  we  in  town  think  of  noth- ing but  the  Servian  war.  Well,  how  does  our  friend  look  at 
it?     He's  sure  not  to  think  like  other  people." 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,  like  everybody  else,"  Kitty  answered,  a little  embarrassed,  looking  round  at  Sergey  Ivanovitch.  "I'll 
send  to  fetch  him.  Papa's  staying  with  us.  He's  only  just come  home  from  abroad." 
And  making  arrangements  to  send  for  Levin  and  for  the 

quests  to  wash,  one  in  his  room  and  the  other  in  what  had 
been  Dolly's,  and  giving  orders  for  their  luncheon,  Kitty  ran out  on  to  the  balcony,  enjoying  the  freedom  and  rapidity  of 
movement,  of  which  she  had  been  deprived  during  the  months of  her  pregnancy. 

"It's  Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  Katavasov,  a  professor  "  she said. 

"Oh,  that's  a  bore  in  this  heat,"  said  the  prince. 
"No,  papa,  he's  very  nice,  and  Kostya's  very  fond  of  him," Kitty  said,  with  a  deprecating  smile,  noticing  the  irony  on  her father's  face. 

'Oh,  I  didn't  say  anything." 
'You  go  to  them,  darling,"  said  Kitty  to  her  sister,  "and mtertain  them.  They  saw  Stiva  at  the  station;  he  was  quite 

veil.  And  I  must  run  to  Mitya.  As  ill-luck  would  have  it, 
haven't  fed  him  since  tea.    He's  awake  now,  and  sure  to  be 
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screaming."    And  feeling  a  rush  of  milk,  she  hurried  to  the 

nursery.  m  . " 
This  was  not  a  mere  guess ;  her  connection  with  the  child 

was  still  so  close,  that  she  could  gauge  by  the  flow  of  her  milk 

his  need  of  food,  and  knew  for  certain  he  was  hungry. 

She  knew  he  was  crying  before  she  reached  the  nursery. 

And  he  was  indeed  crying.  She  heard  him  and  hastened. 

But  the  faster  she  went,  the  louder  he  screamed.  It  was  a  fine 

healthy  scream,  hungry  and  impatient. 

1 'Has  he  been  screaming  long,  nurse,  very  long?"  said  Kitty 

hurriedly,  seating  herself  on  a  chair,  and  preparing  to  give 

the  baby  the  breast.    "But  give  me  him  quickly.    Oh,  nurse,  , 

how  tiresome  you  are!    There,  tie  the  cap  afterwards,  do!" 

The  baby's  greedy  scream  was  passing  into  sobs. 

4 'But  you  can't  manage  so,  ma'am,"  said  Agafea  Mihalovna, 

who  was  almost  always  to  be  found  in  the  nursery.     ' '  He  must
 

be  put  straight.    A-oo!  a-oo!"  she  chanted  over  him,  paying 
no  attention  to  the  mother. 

The    nurse    brought    the    baby    to    his    mother.    Agafea 

Mihalovna  followed  him  with  a  face  dissolving  with  
tender- 

ness. 

"He  knows  me,  he  knows  me.  In  God's  faith,  Katerinaj 

Alexandrovna,  ma'am,  he  knew  me!"  Agafea  Mihalovna  
cried • 

above  the  baby's  screams. 

But  Kitty  did  not  heed  her  words.     Her  impatience  kept! 

growing,  like  the  baby's. 
Their  impatience  hindered  things  for  a  while.  The  babyl 

could  not  get  hold  of  the  breast  right,  and  was  furious. 

At  last,  after  despairing,  breathless  screaming,  and  vainj 

sucking,  things  went  right,  and  mother  and  child  felt  
simul- 

taneously soothed,  and  both  subsided  into  calm. 

"But  poor  darling,  he's  all  in  perspiration ! "  said  Kitty  in  a 
whisper,  touching  the  baby. 

"What  makes  you  think  he  knows  you?"  she  added,  wittt 

a  sidelong  glance  at  the  baby's  eyes,  that  peered  roguishly,  as 

she  fancied,  from  under  his  capi  at  his  rhythmically  puffing 

cheeks,  and  the  little  red-palmed  hand  he  was  waving. 
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"Impossible!  If  he  knew  any  one,  he  would  have  known 
me,"  said  Kitty,  in  response  to  Agafea  Mihalovna 's  statement, and  she  smiled. 

She  smiled  because,  though  she  said  he  could  not  know  her, 
in  her  heart  she  was  sure  that  he  knew  not  merely  Agafea 
Mihalovna,  but  that  he  knew  and  understood  everything,  and 
mew  and  understood  a  great  deal  too  that  no  one  else  knew, 
md  that  she,  his  mother,  had  learned  and  come  to  understand 
>nly  through  him.  To  Agafea  Mihalovna,  to  the  nurse,  to 
lis  grandfather,  to  his  father  even,  Mitya  was  a  living  being, 
squiring  only  material  care,  but  for  his  mother  he  had  long 
>een  a  moral  being,  with  whom  there  had  been  a  whole  series 
)f  spiritual  relations  already. 

■  "When  he  wakes  up,  please  God,  you  shall  see  for  yourself. 
'hen  when  I  do  like  this,  he  simply  beams  on  me,  the  darling! imply  beams  like  a  sunny  day!"  said  Agafea  Mihalovna. 
"Well,  well;  then  we  shall  see,"  whispered  Kitty.    "But 

low  go  away,  he's  going  to  sleep." 

CHAPTER  VII 

Agafea  Mihalovna  went  out  on  tiptoe ;  the  nurse  let  down 
le  blind,  chased  a  fly  out  from  under  the  muslin  canopy  of 
le  crib,  and  a  humblebee  struggling  on  the  window-frame, 
nd  sat  down  waving  a  faded  branch  of  birch  over  the  mother 
id  the  baby. 

'How  hot  it  is!  if  God  would  send  a  drop  of  rain,"  she  said. 
Yes,  yes,  sh— sh— sh   "  was  all  Kitty  answered,  rock- 

lg  a  little,  and  tenderly  squeezing  the  plump  little  arm,  with 
)lls  of  fat  at  the  wrist,  which  Mitya  still  waved  feebly  as  he 
)ened  and  shut  his  eyes.  That  hand  worried  Kitty;  she 
nged  to  kiss  the  little  hand,  but  was  afraid  to  for  fear  of 
aking  the  baby.  At  last  the  little  hand  ceased  waving,  and 
ie  eyes  closed.  Only  from  time  to  time,  as  he  went  on  suck- 
g,  the  baby  raised  his  long,  curly  eyelashes  and  peeped  at 
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hiTmoSerwith  wet  eyes,  that  looked  black  in  the  twili
ght. 

The  nurse  had  left  off  fanning,  and  was  dozing.  From  abo
ve 

came  the  peals  of  the  old  prince's  voice,  and  the  chuckl
e  of 

Katavasov. 

' '  They  have  got  into  talk  without  me, ' '  thought  Kitty,  but 

still  it's  vexing  that  Kostya's  out.  He's  sure  to  have  gone 

to  the  bee-house  again.  Though  it's  a  pity  he's  the
re  so 

often,  still  I'm  glad.  It  distracts  his  mind.  He's
  become 

altogether  happier  and  better  now  than  in  the  spring.  
He 

used  to  be  so  gloomy  and  worried  that  I  felt  frightened 
 for 

him.     And  how  absurd  he  is ! "  she  whispered,  smiling. 

She  knew  what  worried  her  husband.  It  was  his  unbe
lief.' 

Although,  if  she  had  been  asked  whether  she  supposed  th
at  in 

the  future  life,  if  he  did  not  believe,  he  would  be  damne
d, 

she  would  have  had  to  admit  that  he  would  be  damned, 
 his 

unbelief  did  not  cause  her  unhappiness.  And  she,  confessing
 

that  for  an  unbeliever  there  can  be  no  salvation,  and  loving
 

her  husband's  soul  more  than  anything  in  the  world,  thought 

with  a  smile  of  his  unbelief,  and  told  herself  that  he  was 
absurd. 

"What  does  he  keep  reading  philosophy  of  some  sort  tor 

all  this  year?"  she  wondered.  "If  it's  all  written  in  those 

books,  he  can  understand  them.  If  it's  all  wrong,  why  does 
he  read  them?  He  says  himself  that  he  would  like  to  believe. 

Then  why  is  it  he  doesn't  believe?  Surely  from  his  thinking 

so  much?  And  he  thinks  so  much  from  being  solitary.  He's 

always  alone,  alone.  He  can 't  talk  about  it  all  to  us.  I  fancy 

he'll  be  glad  of  these  visitors,  especially  Katavasov.  He  likes 

discussions  with  them,"  she  thought,  and  passed  instantly  to 

the  consideration  of  where  it  would  be  more  convenient  to  put 

Katavasov,  to  sleep  alone  or  to  share  Sergey  Ivanov
itch's 

room.  And  then  an  idea  suddenly  struck  her,  which  made 

her  shudder  and  even  disturb  Mitya,  who  glanced  severely  at 

her.  "I  do  believe  the  laundress  hasn't  sent  the  washing  yet, 

and  all  the  best  sheets  are  in  use.  If  I  don't  see  to  it,  Agafea 

Mihalovna  will  give  Sergey  Ivanovitch  the  wrong  sheets, "  and
 

at  the  very  idea  of  this  the  blood  rushed  to  Kitty's  face. 
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'Yes,  I  will  arrange  it,"  she  decided,  and  going  back  to  her former  thoughts,  she  remembered  that  some  spiritual  question 
of  importance  had  been  interrupted,  and  she  began  to  recall 
what.  "Yes,  Kostya,  an  unbeliever, ' '  she  thought  again  with a  smile. 

"Well,  an  unbeliever  then!  Better  let  him  always  be  one than  like  Madame  Stahl,  or  what  I  tried  to  be  in  those  days 
abroad.    No,  he  won't  ever  sham  anything." 
And  a  recent  instance  of  his  goodness  rose  vividly  to  her 

mind.  A  fortnight  ago  a  penitent  letter  had  come  from 
Stepan  Arkadyevitch  to  Dolly.  He  besought  her  to  save  his 
honor,  to  sell  her  estate  to  pay  his  debts.  Dolly  was  in 
despair,  she  detested  her  husband,  despised  him,  pitied  him, 
resolved  on  a  separation,  resolved  to  refuse,  but  ended  by 
agreeing  to  sell  part  of  her  property.  After  that,  with  an 
irrepressible  smile  of  tenderness,  Kitty  recalled  her  hus- 

band's shamefaced  embarrassment,  his  repeated,  awkward efforts  to  approach  the  subject,  and  how  at  last,  having  thought 
of  the  one  means  of  helping  Dolly  without  wounding  her 
pride,  he  had  suggested  to  Kitty— what  had  not  occurred  to 
her  before— that  she  should  give  up  her  share  of  the  prop- erty. 

"He  an  unbeliever  indeed!  With  his  heart,  his  dread  of 
offending  any  one,  even  a  child!  Everything  for  others, 
nothing  for  himself.  Sergey  Ivanovitch  simply  considers  it 
as  Kostya 's  duty  to  be  his  steward.  And  it's  the  same  with 
his  sister.  Now  Dolly  and  her  children  are  under  his  guard- 

ianship; all  these  peasants  who  come  to  him  every  day,  as 
though  he  were  bound  to  be  at  their  service." 

"Yes,  only  be  like  your  father,  only  like  him,"  she  said, landing  Mitya  over  to  the  nurse,  and  putting  her  lips  to  his sheek. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

Ever  since,  by  his  beloved  brother's  deathbed,  Levin  h
ad 

first  glanced  into  the  questions  of  life  and  death  in  the  light  
of 

these  new  convictions,  as  he  called  them,  which  had  durin
g 

the  period  from  his  twentieth  to  his  thirty-fourth  year  i
mper- 

ceptibly replaced  his  childish  and  youthful  beliefs— he  had 

been  stricken  with  horror,  not  so  much  of  death,  as  of  life, 

without  any  knowledge  of  whence,  and  why,  and  how,  and 

what  it  was.     The  physical  organization,  its  decay,  the  in-
 

destructibility of  matter,  the  law  of  the  conservation  of  energy, 

evolution,  were  the  words  which  usurped  the  place  of  his  old 

belief.     These  words  and  the  ideas  associated  with  them  w
ere 

very  well  for  intellectual  purposes.    But  for  life  they  yield
ed 

nothing,  and  Levin  felt  suddenly  like  a  man  who  has  cha
nged 

his  warm  fur  cloak  for  a  muslin  garment,  and  going  for  th
e 

first  time  into  the  frost  is  immediately  convinced,  not  
by 

reason,  but  by  his  whole  nature,  that  he  is  as  good  as  
naked, 

and  that  he  must  infallibly  perish  miserably. 

From  that  moment,  though  he  did  not  distinctly  fac
e  it, 

and  still  went  on  living  as  before,  Levin  had  never
  lost  this 

sense  of  terror  at  his  lack  of  knowledge.  _ 

He  vaguely  felt,  too,  that  what  he  called  his  ne
w  convictions 

were  not  merely  lack  of  knowledge,  but  that  they  were 
 part  of 

a  whole  order  of  ideas,  in  which  no  knowledge  of  w
hat  he 

needed  was  possible. 

At  first,  marriage,  with  the  new  joys  and  duties  bound
  up 

with  it,  had  completely  crowded  out  these  thoughts
.  But  of 

late,  while  he  was  staying  in  Moscow  after  hi
s  wife's  confine- 

ment, with  nothing  to  do,  the  question  that  clamored  
for  solu- 

tion had  more  and  more  often,  more  and  more  insist
ently, 

haunted  Levin's  mind. 

The  question  was  summed  up  for  him  thus:  If
  I  do  not 

accept  the  answers  Christianity  gives  to  the  probl
ems  of  my 

life,  what  answers  do  I  accept?"  And  in  the
  whole  arsenal 

of  his  convictions,  so  far  from  finding  any  sat
isfactory  an- 
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swers,  he  was  utterly  unable  to  find  anything  at  all  like  an 
answer. 

He  was  in  the  position  of  a  man  seeking  food  in  toy-shops 
and  tooMiops. 

Instinctively,  unconsciously,  with  every  book,  with  every 
conversation,  with  every  man  he  met,  he  was  on  the  lookout 
for  light  on  these  questions  and  their  solution. 

What  puzzled  and  distracted  him  above  everything  was 
that  the  majority  of  men  of  his  age  and  circle  had,  like  him, 
exchanged  their  old  beliefs  for  the  same  new  convictions,  and 
yet  saw  nothing  to  lament  in  this,  and  were  perfectly  satisfied 
and  serene.  So  that,  apart  from  the  principal  question,  Levin 
was  tortured  by  other  questions  too.  Were  these  people  sin- 

cere? he  asked  himself,  or  were  they  playing  a  part?  or  was 
it  that  they  understood  the  answers  science  gave  to  these  prob- 

lems in  some  different,  clearer  sense  than  he  did?  And  he 

assiduously  studied  both  these  men's  opinions  and  the  books 
which  treated  of  these  scientific  explanations. 
One  fact  he  had  found  out  since  these  questions  had 

engrossed  his  mind,  was  that  he  had  been  quite  wrong  in 
supposing  from  the  recollections  of  the  circle  of  his  young 
days  at  college,  that  religion  had  outlived  its  day,  and  that  it 
was  now  practically  non-existent.  All  the  people  nearest  to 
aim  who  were  good  in  their  lives  were  believers.  The  old 
prince,  and  Lvov,  whom  he  liked  so  much,  and  Sergey  Ivano- 
iritch,  and  all  the  women  believed,  and  his  wife  believed  as 
simply  as  he  had  believed  in  his  earliest  childhood,  and  ninety- 
line  hundredths  of  the  Russian  people,  all  the  working-people 
:or  whose  life  he  felt  the  deepest  respect,  believed. 
Another  fact  of  which  he  became  convinced,  after  reading 

nany  scientific  books,  was  that  the  men  who  shared  his  views 
lad  no  other  construction  to  put  on  them,  and  that  they  gave 
10  explanation  of  the  questions  which  he  felt  he  could  not  live 
vithout  answering,  but  simply  ignored  their  existence  and  at- 
empted  to  explain  other  questions  of  no  possible  interest  to 
dm,  such  as  the  evolution  of  organisms,  the  materialistic 
heory  of  consciousness,  etc. 
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Moreover,  during  his  wife's  confinement,  something  had 
happened  that  seemed  extraordinary  to  him.  He,  an  un- 

believer, had  fallen  into  praying,  and  at  the  moment  he 
prayed,  he  believed.  But  that  moment  had  passed,  and  he 
could  not  make  his  state  of  mind  at  that  moment  fit  into  the 
rest  of  his  life. 

He  could  not  admit  that  at  that  moment  he  knew  the  truth, 

and  that  now  he  was  wrong ;  for  as  soon  as  he  began  thinking 

calmly  about  it,  it  all  fell  to  pieces.  He  could  not  admit  that 

he  was  mistaken  then,  for  his  spiritual  condition  then  waaj 
precious  to  him,  and  to  admit  that  it  was  a  proof  of  weakness 
would  have  been  to  desecrate  those  moments.  He  was 

miserably  divided  against  himself,  and  strained  all  his  spiri-| 
tual  forces  to  the  utmost  to  escape  from  this  condition. 

CHAPTER  IX 

These  doubts  fretted  and  harassed  him,  growing  weaker  or 

stronger  from  time  to  time,  but  never  leaving  him.  He  read 

and  thought,  and  the  more  he  read  and  the  more  he  thoughts 
the  further  he  felt  from  the  aim  he  was  pursuing. 

Of  late  in  Moscow  and  in  the  country,  since  he  had  become 

convinced  that  he  would  find  no  solution  in  the  materialists, 

he  had  read  and  reread  thoroughly  Plato,  Spinoza,  Kant, 

Schelling,  Hegel,  and  Schopenhauer,  the  philosophers  who 

gave  a  non-materialistic  explanation  of  life. 

Their  ideas  seemed  to  him  fruitful  when  he  was  reading 

or  was  himself  seeking  arguments  to  refute  other  theories, 

especially  those  of  the  materialists;  but  as  soon  as  he  began 

to  read  or  sought  for  himself  a  solution  of  problems,  the  same 

thing  always  happened.  As  long  as  he  followed  the  fixed 

definition  of  obscure  words  such  as  spirit,  will,  freedom, 

essence,  purposely  letting  himself  go  into  the  snare  of  words 

the  philosophers  set  for  him,  he  seemed  to  comprehend  some-  n 

thing.  But  he  had  only  to  forget  the  artificial  train  of  (ai 

reasoning,  and  to  turn  from  life  itself  to  what  had  satisfied 
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im  while  thinking  in  accordance  with  the  fixed  definitions, 
,nd  all  this  artificial  edifice  fell  to  pieces  at  once  like  a  house 
i  cards,  and  it  became  clear  that  the  edifice  had  been  built 
ip  out  of  those  transposed  words,  apart  from  anything  in  life 
lore  important  than  reason. 

At  one  time,  reading  Schopenhauer,  he  put  in  place  of  his 
vill  the  word  love,  and  for  a  couple  of  days  this  new  philos- 
phy  charmed  him,  till  he  removed  a  little  away  from  it. 
Sut  then,  when  he  turned  from  life  itself  to  glance  at  it  again, 
t  f ell  away  too,  and  proved  to  be  the  same  muslin  garment rith  no  warmth  in  it. 

His  brother  Sergey  Ivanovitch  advised  him  to  read  the 
leological  works  of  Homiakov.  Levin  read  the  second 
olume  of  Homiakov 's  works,  and  in  spite  of  the  elegant, 
pigrammatic,  argumentative  style  which  at  first  repelled  him, 
e  was  impressed  by  the  doctrine  of  the  church  he  found  in 
lem.  He  was  struck  at  first  by  the  idea  that  the  apprchen- 
on  of  divine  truths  has  not  been  vouchsafed  to  man,  but 
)  a  corporation  of  men  bound  together  by  love— to  the  church, 
^hat  delighted  him  was  the  thought  how  much  easier  it  wasl 
d  believe  in  a  still  existing  living  church,  embracing  all  the 
eliefs  of  men,  and  having  God  at  its  head,  and  therefore  holy 
tid  infallible,  and  from  it  to  accept  the  faith  in  God,  in  the 
reation,  the  fall,  the  redemption,  than  to  begin  with  God,  a 
lysterious,  far-away  God,  the  creation,  etc.  But  afterwards, 
n  reading  a  Catholic  writer's  history  of  the  church,  and  then 
Greek  orthodox  writer's  history  of  the  church,  and  seeing lat  the  two  churches,  in  their  very  conception  infallible,  each 
3ny  the  authority  of  the  other,  Homiakov 's  doctrine  of  the 
lurch  lost  all  its  charm  for  him,  and  this  edifice  crumbled  into 
list  like  the  philosophers'  edifices. 
All  that  spring  he  was  not  himself,  and  went  through  fear- iil  moments  of  horror. 

'Without,  knowing  what  T  am  and  why  I  am  here,  life's 
ipossible;  and  that  I  can't  know,  and  so  I  can't  live,"  Levin id  to  himself. 

"In  infinite  time,  in  infinite  matter,  in  infinite  space,  is 
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formed  a  bubble-organism,  and  that  bubble  lasts  a  while  and 

bursts,  and  that  bubble  is  Me." 
It  was  an  agonizing  error,  but  it  was  the  sole  logical  result 

of  ages  of  human  thought  in  that  direction. 

This  was  the  ultimate  belief  on  which  all  the  systems  elab
o- 

rated by  human  thought  in  almost  all  their  ramification
s 

rested.  It  was  the  prevalent  conviction,  and  of  all  o
ther 

explanations  Levin  had  unconsciously,  not  knowing  when
  or 

how,  chosen  it,  as  any  way  the  clearest,  and  made  it  h
is  own 

But  it  was  not  merely  a  falsehood,  it  was  the  cruel  jeer 
 of 

some  wicked  power,  some  evil,  hateful  power,  to  whom
  one 

could  not  submit. 

Hr  mn  it  ̂ QT™  fmn  *™*  ?"""*••  ind  the  menus  of  escap
e 

QyrT  ™*m  hud  in  Tt't  ™™  **"**  He  had  but  to  cut  short 

this  dependence  on  evil.     And  there  was  one  m
eans-death. 

Al1l1  T.»vni,  »  TiRimv  fathexjmdJuis^nd,  m  perfect  health, 

yn«  mm\  timen  iifT  irnr  -mi"™*  fW  hp  hia^li^oxd  
that  he 

might  not  be  tempted  to  hang  himself,  and  was  afr
aid  to  go 

out  with  his  gun  for  fear  of  shooting  himself.  _ 

But  Levin  did  not  shoot  himself,  and  did  not  hang  h
imself; 

he  went  on  living. 

CHAPTER  X 

When  Levin  thought  what  he  was  and  what  
he  was  living 

for  he  could  find  no  answer  to  the  questions  
and  was  reduced 

to  despair,'but  he  left  off  questioning  himsel
f  about  it  it 

seemed  as  though  he  knew  both  what  he  was
  and  for  what  he 

was  living,  for  he  acted  and  lived  resolut
ely  and  without  hesi- 

tation Indeed,  in  these  latter  days  he  was  far  m
ore  decided 

and  unhesitating  in  life  than  he  had  ever  
been. 

When  he  went  back  to  the  country  at  the  
beginning  of  June, 

he  went  back  also  to  his  usual  pursuits.  The 
 managem  J 

of  the  estate,  his  relations  with  the  p
easants  and  the  neigh- 

bors the  care  of  his  household,  the  managemen
t  of  his  sister 
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and  brother's  property,  of  which  he  had  the  direction,  his relations  with  his  wife  and  kindred,  the  care  of  his  child,  and 
the  new  tea-keeping  hobby,  he  had  taken  up  that  spring,  filled 11  his  time. 

These  things  occupied  him  now,  not  because  he  justified  them 
to  himself  by  any  sort  of  general  principles,  as  he  had  done  in 
former  days;  on  the  contrary,  disappointed  by  the  failure  of 
his  former  efforts  for  the  general  welfare,  and  too  much  occu- 

pied with  his  own  thought  and  the  mass  of  business  with  which 
le  was  burdened  from  all  sides,  he  had  completely  given  up 
linking  of  the  general  good,  and  he  busied  himself  with  all 
Jiis  work  simply  because  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  must  do 
what  he  was  doing— that  he  could  not  do  otherwise.    In  former 
Says— almost  from  childhood,  and  increasingly  up  to  full  man- 

hood—when he  had  tried  to  do  anything  that  would  be  good 
tor  all,  for  humanity,  for  Russia,  for  the  whole  village,  he  had 
loticed  that  the  idea  of  it  had  been  pleasant,  but  the  work 
tself  had  always  been  incoherent,  that  then  he  had  never  had 
1  full  conviction  of  its  absolute  necessity,  and  that  the  work 
hat  had  begun  by  seeming  so  great,  had  grown  less  and  less, 
ill  it  vanished  into  nothing.     But  now,  since  his  marriage, 
vhen  he  had  begun  to  confine  himself  more  and  more  to  living 
for  himself,  though  he  experienced  no  delight  at  all  at  the hought  of  the  work  he  was  doing,  he  felt  a  complete  convic- 
lon  of  its  necessity,  saw  that  it  succeeded  far  better  than  in 
Id  days,  and  that  it  kept  on  growing  more  and  more. 
Now,  involuntarily  it  seemed,  he  cut  more  and  more  deeply to  the  soil  like  a  plough,  so  that  he  could  not  be  drawn  out ithout  turning  aside  the  furrow. 
To  live  the  same  family  life  as  his  father  and  forefathers— 

lat  is,  in  the  same  condition  of  culture— and  to  bring  up  his 
hildren  in  the  same,  was  incontestably  necessary.  It  was  as 
ecessary  as  dining  when  one  was  hungry.  And  to  do  this, 
list  as  it  was  necessary  to  cook  dinner,  it  was  necessary  to 
eep  the  mechanism  of  agriculture  at  Pokrovskoe  going  so  as 
k  yield  an  income.     Just  as  incontestably  as  it  was  necessary repay  a  debt  was  it  necessary  to  keep  the  property  in  such 
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a  condition  that  his  son,  when  he  received  it  as  a  heritage,  « 

would  say  ' '  thank  you ' '  to  his  father  as  Levin  had  said  ' '  thank 
you"  to  his  grandfather  for  all  he  built  and  planted.     And  to  I 

do  this  it  was  necessary  to  look  after  the  land  himself,  not  to  I 

let  it,  and  to  breed  cattle,  manure  the  fields,  and  plant  timber. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  look  after  the  affairs  of  Sergey  J 

Ivanovitch,  of  his  sister,  of  the  peasants  who  came  to  him  for  \ 

advice  and  were  accustomed  to  do  so— as  impossible  as  to  fling  I 

down  a  child  one  is  carrying  in  one's  arms.  It  was  necessary 

to  look  after  the  comfort  of  his  sister-in-law  and  her  children, 

and  of  his  wife  and  baby,  and  it  was  impossible  not  to  spend  , 

with  them  at  least  a  short  time  each  day. 

And  all  this,  together  with  shooting  and  his  new  bee-keeping, 

filled  up  the  whole  of  Levin's  life,  which  had  no  meaning 
at  all  for  him,  when  he  began  to  think. 

But  besides  knowing  thoroughly  what  he  had  to  do,  Levin 

knew  in  just  the  same  way  liow  he  had  to  do  it  all,  and  what 

was  more  important  than  the  rest. 

He  knew  he  must  hire  laborers  as  cheaply  as  possible ;  but 

to  hire  men  under  bond,  paying  them  in  advance  at  less  than 

the  current  rate  of  wages,  was  what  he  must  not  do,  even 

though  it  was  very  profitable.  Selling  straw  to  the  peasa
nts 

in  times  of  scarcity  of  provender  was  what  he  might  do,  even 

though  he  felt  sorry  for  them;  but  the  tavern  and  the  
pot- 

house  must  be  put  down,  though  they  were  a  source  
of  in- 

come. Felling  timber  must  be  punished  as  severely  as  pos- 

sible, but  he  could  not  exact  forfeits  for  cattle  being  driven 

on  to  his  fields;  and  though  it  annoyed  the  keeper  and  m
ade 

the  peasants  not  afraid  to  graze  their  cattle  on  his  land,
  he 

could  not  keep  their  cattle  as  a  punishment. 

To  Pyotr,  who  was  paying  a  money-lender  ten  per  ce
nt,  a 

month,  he  must  lend  a  sum  of  money  to  set  him  free
.  But 

he  could  not  let  off  peasants  who  did  not  pay  their  rent,
  nor 

let  them  fall  into  arrears.  It  was  impossible  to  overlo
ok  the 

bailiff's  not  having  mown  the  meadows  and  letting  the  hay 

spoil;  and  it  was  equally  impossible  to  mow  those  acr
es  where 

a  young  copse  had  been  planted.    It  was  impossible  t
o  excuse 
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|a  laborer  who  had  gone  home  in  the  busy  season  because  his 

father  was  dying,  however  sorry  he  might  feel  for  him,  and  he 
must  subtract  from  his  pay  those  costly  months  of  idleness. 
|But  it  was  impossible  not  to  allow  monthly  rations  to  the  old 
servants  who  were  of  no  use  for  anything. 

Levin  knew  that  when  he  got  home  he  must  first  of  all  go 
(to  his  wife,  who  was  unwell,  and  that  the  peasants  who  had 
been  waiting  for  three  hours  to  see  him  could  wait  a  little 
lionger.  He  knew  too  that,  regardless  of  all  the  pleasure  he 
felt  in  taking  a  swarm,  he  must  forego  that  pleasure,  and  leave 
the  old  man  to  see  to  the  bees  alone,  while  he  talked  to  the 
peasants  who  had  come  after  him  to  the  bee-house. 
Whether  he  were  acting  rightly  or  wrongly  he  did  not  know, 

aid  far  from  trying  to  prove  that  he  was,  nowadays  he  avoided 
.11  thought  or  talk  about  it. 

Reasoning  had  brought  Jiirn  la.  dnnht.r  and  prevented  him 
Tom  seeing  what  he  ought  to  do  and  what  he  ought  not. 
When  he  did  not  think,  but  simply  liv.ed,  he  was  continually 

iware  of  the  presence  of  an  infallible  judge  in  his  soul,  de-v termining  which  of  two  possible  courses  of  action  was  the 
Detter  and  which  was  the  worse,  and  as  soon  as  he  did  not  act 
Mghtly,  he  was  at  once  aware  of  it. 

So  he  lived,  not  knowing  and  not  seeing  any  chance  of 
mowing  what  he  was  and  what  he  was  living  for,  and  harassed 
it  this  lack  of  knowledge  to  such  a  point  that  he  was  afraid 
»f  suicide,  and  yet  firmly  laying  down  his  own  individual 
iefinite  path  in  life. 

CHAPTER  XI 

The  day  on  which  Sergey  Ivanovitch  came  to  Pokrovskoe 
ras  one  of  Levin's  most  painful  days.     It  was  the  very  busiest 
orking-time,  when  all  the  peasantry  show  an  extraordinary 
tensity  of  self-sacrifice  in  labor,  such  as  is  never  shown  in 
y  other  conditions  of  life,  and  would  be  highly  esteemed  if 
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the  men  who  showed  these  qualities  themselves  thought  highly 

of  them,  and  if  it  were  not  repeated  every  year,  and  if  the 

results  of  this  intense  labor  were  not  so  simple. 

To  reap  and  bind  the  rye  and  oats  and  to  carry  it,  to  mow 

the  meadows,  turn  over  the  fallows,  thrash  the  seed  and  sow 

the  winter  corn— all  this  seems  so  simple  and  ordinary;  but 

to  succeed  in  getting  through  it  all  every  one  in  the  village, 

from  the  old  man  to  the  young  child,  must  toil  incessantly  for 

three  or  four  weeks,  three  times  as  hard  as  usual,  living  on 

rye-beer,  onions,  and  black  bread,  thrashing  and  carrying  the 

sheaves  at  night,  and  not  giving  more  than  two  or  three  hours 

in  the  twenty-four  to  sleep.     And  every  year  this  is  done  all 
over  Russia. 

Having  lived  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  the  country  and 

in  the  closest  relations  with  the  peasants,  Levin  always  felt  in 

this  busy  time  that  he  was  infected  by  this  general  quickening 
of  energy  in  the  people. 

In  the  early  morning  he  rode  over  to  the  first  sowing  of  the 

rye,  and  to  the  oats,  which  were  being  carried  to  the  stacks, 

and  returning  home  at  the  time  his  wife  and  sister-in-law  were 

getting  up,  he  drank  coffee  with  them  and  walked  to  the  farm, 

where  a  new  threshing-machine  was  to  be  set  working  to  get 

ready  the  seed-corn. 

He  was  standing  in  the  cool  granary,  still  fragrant  with  the 

leaves  of  the  hazel  branches  interlaced  on  the  freshly  peeled 

aspen  beams  of  the  new  thatch  roof.  He  gazed  through  the 

open  door  in  which  the  dry  bitter  dust  of  the  threshing  whirled 

and  played,  at  the  grass  of  the  threshing-floor  in  the  sunlight
 

and  the  fresh  straw  that  had  been  brought  in  from  the  barn, 

then  at  the  speckly-headed,  white-breasted  swallows  that  flew 

chirping  in  under  the  roof  and,  fluttering  their  wings,  settled 

in  the  crevices  of  the  doorway,  then  at  the  peasants  bustling 

in  the  dark,  dusty  barn,  and  he  thought  strange  thoughts. 

"Why  is  it  all  being  done?"  he  thought.  "Why  am  I 

standing  here,  making  them  work?  What  are  they  all  so 

busy  for,  trying  to  show  their  zeal  before  me?  What  is  th
at 

old  Matrona,  my  old  friend,  toiling  for?     (I  doctored  her, 

I 
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when  the  beam  fell  on  her  in  the  fire)  "  he  thought,  lookin^at 
i  thin  old  woman  who  was  raking  up  the  grain,  moving  pain- 

fully with  her  bare,  sun-blackened  feet  over  the  uneven,  rough 
loor.  "Then  she  recovered,  but  to-day  or  to-morrow  or  in 
;en  years  she  won't;  they'll  bury  her,  and  nothing  will  be eft  either  of  her  or  of  that  smart  girl  in  the  red  jacket,  who 
vith  that  skilful,  soft  action  shakes  the  ears  out  of  their 
msks.  They'll  bury  her  and  this  piebald  horse,  and  very 
soon  too,"  he  thought,  gazing  at  the  heavily  moving,  panting lorse  that  kept  walking  up  the  wheel  that  turned  under  him. 
'And  they  will  bury  her  and  Fyodor  the  thresher  with  his ;urly  beard  full  of  chaff  and  his  shirt  torn  on  his  white 
houlders— they  will  bury  him.  He's  untying  the  sheaves, 
aid  giving  orders,  and  shouting  to  the  women,  and  quickly ettmg  straight  the  strap  on  the  moving  wheel.  And  what's 
nore,  it's  not  them  alone— me  they'll  bury  too,  and  nothing nil  be  left.    What  for?" 
He  thought  this,  and  at  the  same  time  looked  at  his  watch 

o  reckon  how  much  they  threshed  in  an  hour.  He  wanted 
o  know  this  so  as  to  judge  by  it  the  task  to  set  for  the ay. 

"It  11  soon  be  one,  and  they're  only  beginning  the  third heaf,"  thought  Levin.  He  went  up  to  the  man  that  was eeding  the  machine,  and  shouting  over  the  roar  of  the 
lactone  he  told  him  to  put  it  in  more  slowly.  "You  put 
i  too  much  at  a  time,  Fyodor.  Do  you  see— it  gets  choked, 
lat  s  why  it  isn't  getting  on.     Do  it  evenly." 
Fyodor,  black  with  the  dust  that  clung  to  his  moist  face 
muted  something  in  response,  but  still  went  on  doing  it  as evm  did  not  want  him  to. 

Levin,  going  up  to  the  machine,  moved  Fyodor  aside,  and 
gan  feeding  the  corn  in  himself.  Working  on  till  the 
asants'  dinner-hour,  which  was  not  long  in  coming,  he  went it  of  the  barn  with  Fyodor  and  fell  into  talk  with  him 
oppmg  beside  a  neat  yellow  sheaf  of  rye  laid  on  the  thresh- g-floor  for  seed. 

Fyodor  came  from  a  village  at  some  distance  from  the  one 
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in  which  Levin  had  once  allotted  land  to  his  cooperative! 

association.     Now  it  had  been  let  to  a  former  house-porter. 

Levin  talked  to  Fyodor  about  this  land  and  asked  whether 

Platon,  a  well-to-do  peasant  of  good  character  belonging  toj 

the  same  village,  would  not  take  the  land  for  the  coming  year 
 J 

"It's  a  high  rent;   it  wouldn't   pay  Platon,   Konstantin 

Dmitrievitch,"  answered  the  peasant,  picking  the  ears  off  his^ 

sweat-drenched  shirt. 

"But  how  does  Kirillov  make  it  pay?" 

"Mituh!"  (so  the  peasant  called  the  house-porter,  in  a  tone 

of  contempt),  "you  may  be  sure  he'll  make  it  pay,
  Konstantin 

Dmitrievitch !  He'll  get  his  share,  however  he  has 
 to  squeeze 

to  get  it'  He's  no  mercy  on  a  Christian.  But
  Uncle  Foka- 

nitch"  (so  he  called  the  old  peasant  Platon),  "do  you  
suppose 

he'd  flay  the  skin  off  a  man?  Where  there's  
debt,  he'll  let 

any  one  off.     And  he'll  not  wring  the  last  penny  out.    
 He  s 

a  man  too." 

1 '  But  why  will  he  let  any  one  off  ? ' 

t  <  Oh  well,  of  course,  folks  are  different.  One  man  live
s  for 

his  own  wants  and  nothing  else,  like  Mituh,  
he  only  thinks 

of  filling  his  belly,  but  Fokanitch  is  a  right
eous  man.  He 

lives  for  his  soul.     He  does  not  forget  Go
d." 

-How  thinks  of  God?     How  does  he  live  f
or  his  soul/ 

Levin  almost  shouted. 
 „ 

-Why,  to  be  sure,  in  truth,  in  God's  wa
y.  Folks  are  dif- 

ferent.    Take  you  now,  you  wouldn't  wrong  a  ma
n  . . 

"Yes  yes  good-bye!"  said  Levin,  breat
hless  with  exc  te- 

ment,  and  turning  round  he  took  his  stick
  and  walked  quick  y 

away  towards  home.  At  the  peasant'
s  words  that  Fotout* 

lived  for  his  soul,  in  truth,  in  God's  way,
  ™Aeto«l  bj 

gnificant  ideas  seemed  to  burst  out  as  though  
they  had £  n 

locked  up,  and  all  striving  towards  one  ̂ f'th^.^0nged 

whirling  through  his  head,  blinding  
him  with  their  light. 
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CHAPTER  XII 

Levin  strode  along  the  highroad,  absorbed  not  so  much  in 
his  thoughts  (he  could  not  yet  disentangle  them)  as  in  his 
spiritual  condition,  unlike  anything  he  had  experienced  be- ore. 

The  words  uttered  by  the  peasant  had  acted  on  his  soul  like 
m  electric  shock,  suddenly  transforming  and  combining  into 

"a  single  whole  the  whole  swarm  of  disjointed,  impotent,  sepa- •ate   thoughts   that   incessantly   occupied   his   mind.     These noughts  had  unconsciously  been  in  his  mind  even  when  he vas  talking  about  the  land. 

He  was  aware  of  something  new  in  his  soul,  and  joyfully 
ested  this  new  thing,  not  yet  knowing  what  it  was. 
"Not,  living  for  his  own  wants_  hnt  fnv  ft^y     por  what od?  And  could  one  say  anything  more  senseless  than  what 

le  said?  He  said  that  one  must  not  live  for  one's  own  wants, 
hat  is,  that  one  must  not  live  for  what  Ave  understand,  what 
ve  are  attracted  by,  what  we  desire,  but  must  live  for  some- 
hing  incomprehensible,  for  God,  whom  no  one  can  understand 
or  even  define.  What  of  it?  Didn't  I  understand  those 
enseless  words  of  Fyodor's?  And  understanding  them,  did 
:  doubt  of  their  truth?  Did  I  think  them  stupid,  obscure, 
nexact?  No,  I  understood  him,  and  exactly  as  he  under- 
tands  the  words.  I  understood  them  more  fully  and  clearly 
han  I  understand  anything  in  life,  and  never  in  my  life  have 
doubted  nor  can  I  doubt  about  it.     And  not  only  I,  but  every 
le,  the  whole  world  understands  nothing  fully  but  this,  and 
bout  this  only  they  have  no  doubt  and  are  always  agreed. 
"And  I  looked  out  for  miracles,  complained  that  I  did  not lee  a  miracle  which  would  convince  me.  A  material  miracle 

/ould  have  persuaded  me.  And  here  is  a  miracle,  the  sole 
liracle  possible,  continually  existing,  surrounding  me  on  all 
ides,  and  I  never  noticed  it ! 

"Fyodor  says  that  Kirillov  lives  for  his  belly.     That's  com- 
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prehensible  and  rational.    All  of  us  as  rational  beings  can't  J
 

do  anything  else  but  live  for  our  belly.     And  all  of  a  sudden  j 

the  same  Fyodor  says  that  one  mustn't  live  for  one's  belly,  but
 

must  live  for  truth,  for  God,  and  at  a  hint  I  understand  him!  j 

And  I  and  millions  of  men,  men  who  lived  ages  ago  and  men  J 

living  now— peasants,  the  poor  in  spirit  and  the  learned,  who  j 

'have  thought  and  written  about  it,  in  their  obscure  words 

saying  the  same  thing— we  are  all  agreed  about  this  one  thing
: 

what  we  must  live  for  and  what  is  good.     I  and  all  men  have  j 

only  one  firm,  incontestable,  clear  knowledge,  and  that  kno
wl- 

edge cannot  be  explained  by  the  reason— it  is  outside  it,  and 

has  no  causes  and  can  have  no  effects. 

"If  goodness  has  causes,  it  is  not  goodness;  if  it  has  effects, 

a  reward,  it  is  not  goodness  either.  So  goodness  is  outside  th
e 

chain  of  cause  and  effect. 

"And  yet  I  know  it,  and  we  all  know  it. 

"What  could  be  a  greater  miracle  than  that? 

'  "Can  I  have  found  the  solution  of  it  all?  can  my  sufferings 

be  over?"  thought  Levin,  striding  along  the  dusty  road,  not 

noticing  the  heat  nor  his  weariness,  and  experiencing  
a  sense 

of  relief  from  prolonged  suffering.  This  feeling  
was  so 

delicious  that  it  seemed  to  him  incredible.  He  was 
 breathless 

with  emotion  and  incapable  of  going  farther;  he  turned 
 off  the 

road  into  the  forest  and  lay  down  in  the  shade  of  an  as
pen  on 

the  uncut  grass.  He  took  his  hat  off  his  hot 
 head  and 

lay  propped  on  his  elbow  in  the  lush,  feathe
ry,  woodland 

"  "Yes  I  must  make  it  clear  to  myself  and  understand,"  he 

thought,  looking  intently  at  the  untrampled  grass  
before  him, 

and  following  the  movements  of  a  green  beetle,  
advancing 

along  a  blade  of  couch-grass  and  lifting  up  in  its  pr
ogress  a 

leaf  of  goat-weed.  ( '  What  have  I  discovered  ? "  h
e  asked  him- 

self, bending  aside  the  leaf  of  goat-weed  out  of  the 
.beetle  s 

way  and  twisting  another  blade  of  grass  above  
for  the  beetle 

to  cross  over  onto  it.  "What  is  it  makes  me  glad
?  What 

have  I  discovered?  - 

"I  have  discovered  nothing.     I  have  only  found  out  wh
at  1 
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knew.  JJllidersland  the  fnree  that  in  tjlf  past  gave  mft  life, 
and  now  toa^eiLmaJrfrx  Xiiare  been  set  frep  frn^  ffl]^ty I  have  found  the  Master. 

"Of  old  I  used  to  say  that  in  my  body,  that  in  the  body  of this  grass  and  of  this  beetle  (there,  she  didn't  care  for  the 
grass,  she's  opened  her  wings  and  flown  away),  there  was  go- ing on  a  transformation  of  matter  in  accordance  with  physical, 
chemical,  and  physiological  laws.  And  in  all  of  us,  as  well  as 
in  the  aspens  and  the  clouds  and  the  misty  patches,  there  was 
a  process  of  evolution.  Evolution  from  what?  into  what?— 
Eternal  evolution  and  struggle.  ...  As  though  there 
could  be  any  sort  of  tendency  and  struggle  in  the  eternal! 
And  I  was  astonished  that  in  spite  of  the  utmost  effort  of 
thought  along  that  road  I  could  not  discover  the  meaning  of 
life,  the  meaning  of  my  impulses  and  yearnings.  Now  I  say 
that  I  know  the  meaning  of  my  life:  'To  live  for  God,  for  my 
soul.'  And  this  meaning,  in  spite  of  its  clearness,  is  mysteri- ous and  marvelous.  Such,  indeed,  is  the  meaning  of  every- 

thing existing.  Yes,  pride,"  he  said  to  himself,  turning  over 
on  his  stomach  and  beginning  to  tie  a  noose  of  blades  of  grass, trying  not  to  break  them. 

"And  not  merely  pride  of  intellect,  but  dulness  of  intellect. And  most  of  all,  the  deceitf ulness ;  yes,  the  deceitf illness  of 
jintellect.  The  cheating  knavishness  of  intellect,  that 's  it, ' '  he said  to  himself. 

:     And  he  briefly  went  through,  mentally,  the  whole  course  of 
this  ideas  during  the  last  two  years,  the  beginning  of  which  was 
the  clear  confronting  of  death  at  the  sight  of  his  dear  brother hopelessly  ill. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  grasping  that  for  every  man,  and 
himself  too,  there  was  nothing  in  store  but  suffering,  death, 
and  forgetfulness,  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  life  was  im- 

possible like  that,  and  that  he  must  either  interprpt  lifo  s„ 
ialit .would not-pcemTit.  itself  to.him  as  the  evil  jest  of  como levil,  or  shoot  himself. 

But  he  had  not  done  either,  but  had  gone  on  living,  think- 
ng,  and  feeling,  and  had  even  at  that  very  time  married,  and 
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had  had  many  joys  and  had  been  happy,  when  he  was  not 

thinking  of  the  meaning  of  his  life. 

What  did  this  mean?  It  meant  that  he  had  been  living 

rightly,  but  thinking  wrongly. 

He  had  lived  (without  being  aware  of  it)  on  those  spiritual 

truths  that  he  had  sucked  in  with  his  mother's  milk,  but  he 

had  thought,  not  merely  without  recognition  of  these  truths, 

but  studiously  ignoring  them. 

Now  it  was  clear  to  him  that  he  could  only  live  by  virtue  of 

the  beliefs  in  which  he  had  been  brought  up.  - 

■ 'What  should  I  have  been,  and  how  should  I  have  spent  my 

life,  if  I  had  not  had  these  beliefs,  if  I  had  not  known  that  I 

must  live  for  God  and  not  for  my  own  desires?  I  should  have 

robbed  and  lied  and  killed.  Nothing  of  what  makes  the  chief 

happiness  of  my  life  would  have  existed  for  me."  And  with 
the  utmost  stretch  of  imagination  he  could  not  conceive  the 

brutal  creature  he  would  have  been  himself,  if  he  had  not 

known  what  he  was  living  for.  j 
"I  looked  for  an  answer  to  my  question.     And  thought 

could  not  give  an  answer  to  my  question— it  is  incommensu- 

rable with  my  question.    The  answer  has  been  given  me  by 

life  itself,  in  my  knowledge  of  what  is  right  and  what  jgLwrong. 

^  >     And  that  knowledgejjjjdj^  ™y'  itf  w-s 

^  -    giy^Tijojne  as  to  all  men,  given,  because  I  could  not  have^ot 

*°  Q    it  from  anywjiexe.  > 
T*  ' '  Where  could  I  have  got  it  ?  By  reason  could  I  have  arrived 

at  knowing  that  I  must  love  my  neighbor  and  not  oppress 

him?  I  was  told  that  in  my  childhood,  and  I  believed  it 

gladly,  for  they  told  me  what  was  already  in  my  soul.  But 

who  discovered  it?  Not  reason.  Reason  discovered  the 

struggle  for  existence,  and  the  law  that  requires  us  to  oppress 

all  who  hinder  the  satisfaction  of  our  desires.  That  is  the 

deduction  of  reason,  pnt.  loving  one's  neighbor  reason  could 

flftypr  discover,  frpfflnsp  it's  irrational" 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

And  Levin  remembered  a  scene  he  had  lately  witnessed  be- 
tween Dolly  and  her  children.  The  children,  left  to  them- 
selves, had  begun  cooking  raspberries  over  the  candles,  and 

squirting  milk  into  each  other's  mouths  with  a  syringe.  Their 
mother,  catching  them  at  these  pranks,  began  reminding  them 

In  Levin's  presence  of  the  trouble  their  mischief  gave  to  the 
grown-up  people,  and  that  this  trouble  was  all  for  their  sake, 
and  that  if  they  smashed  the  cups  they  would  have  nothing  to 
drink  their  tea  out  of,  and  that  if  they  wasted  the  milk,  they 
would  have  nothing  to  eat,  and  die  of  hunger. 

And  Levin  had  been  struck  by  the  passive,  weary  incredulity 
with  which  the  children  heard  what  their  mother  said  to  them. 

They  were  simply  annoyed  that  their  amusing  play  had  been 
interrupted,  and  did  not  believe  a  word  of  what  their  mother 
was  saying.  They  could  not  believe  it  indeed,  for  they  could 
not  take  in  the  immensity  of  all  they  habitually  enjoyed,  and 
so  could  not  conceive  that  what  they  were  destroying  was  the 
very  thing  they  lived  by. 

' 'That  all  comes  of  itself,"  they  thought,  "and  there 's 
nothing  interesting  or  important  about  it  because  it  has  al- 

ways been  so,  and  always  will  be  so.  And  it 's  all  always  the 

same.  "We've  no  need  to  think  about  that,  it's  all  ready. 
But  we  want  to  invent  something  of  our  own,  and  new.  So 
we  thought  of  putting  raspberries  in  a  cup,  and  cooking  them 

over  a  candle,  and  squirting  milk  straight  into  each  other's 
mouths.  That's  fun,  and  something  new,  and  not  a  bit  worse 
than  drinking  out  of  cups. ' ' 

"Isn't  it  just  the  same  that  we  do,  that  I  did,  searching  by 
the  aid  of  reason  for  the  significance  of  the  forces  of  nature 

and  the  meaning  of  the  life  of  man  ? ' '  he  thought. 
"And  don't  all  the  theories  of  philosophy  do  the  same, 

trying  by  the  path  of  thought,  which  is  strange  and  not 
atural  to  man,  to  bring  him  to  a  knowledge  of  what  he  has 

r— 



100±  ANNA  KARENINA 

at  all  without  it?  Isn't  it  distinctly  to  be  seen  in  the  develop- 

ment of  each  philosopher's  theory,  that  he  knows  what  is  the 

chief  significance  of  life  beforehand,  just  as  positively  as  the 

peasant  Fyodor,  and  not  a  bit  more  clearly  than  he,  and  is 

simply  trying  by  a  dubious  intellectual  path  to  come  back  to 

what  every  one  knows? 

"Now  then,  leave  the  children  to  themselves  to  get  things 

alone  and  make  their  crockery,  get  the  milk  from  the  cows, 

and  so  on.  Would  they  be  naughty  then?  Why,  they'd  die 
 , 

of  hunger!  Well,  then,  leave  us  with  our  passions  
and 

thoughts,  without  any  idea  of  the  one  God,  of  the  Creator,  
or 

without  any  idea  of  what  is  right,  without  any  idea  of  mor
al 

evil.  .-,      . 

"Just  try  and  build  up  anything  without  those  ideas! 

"We  only  try  and  destroy  them,  because  we're  spirit
ually 

provided  for.     Exactly  like  the  children! 

"Whence  have  I  that  joyful  knowledge,  shared  with  t
he 

peasant,  that  alone  gives  peace  to  my  soul?    Whenc
e  did  I 

get  it?  .  .    ,    ,.»  I 

r  < '  Brought  up  with  an  idea  of  God,  a  Christian,  my  whole  life 

f  filled  with  the  spiritual  blessings  Christianity  h
as  given  me, 

full  of  them,  and  living  on  these  blessings,  lik
e  the  children 

T  did  not  understand  them,  and  destroy,  that  is  try  
to  destroy, 

what  I  live  by.  And  as  soon  as  an  important  m
oment  of  life 

comes  like  the  children  when  they  are  cold  and  hungry
,  I  turn 

to  Him  and  even  less  than  the  children  whe
n  their  mother 

scolds  them  for  their  childish  mischief,  do  I  f
eel  that  my 

childish  efforts  at  wanton  madness  are  reckoned  
against  me. 

-Yes  what  I  know,  I  know  not  by  reason,  but  it
  has  been 

given  to  me,  revealed  to  me,  and  I  know  it  with
  my  heart,  by 

faith  in  the  chief  thing  taught  by  the  church. 

-The  church!  the  church!"  Levin  repeated  to
  himself.  He 

turned  over  on  the  other  side,  and  leaning  on  his
  elbow,  fell  jo 

gazing  into  the  distance  at  a  herd  of  ca
ttle  crossing  over  to 

th"Butrcan  I  believe  in  all  the  church  teaches?"  he  thought 

drying  himself,  and  thinking  of  everythi
ng  that  could  destioy 
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his  present  peace  of  mind.  Intentionally  he  recalled  all 
those  doctrines  of  the  church  which  had  always  seemed  most 
strange  and  had  always  been  a  stumbling-block  to  him. 

"The  Creation?  But  how  did  I  explain  existence?  By existence?  By  nothing?  The  devil  and  sin.  But  how  do  I 
explain  evil?     ...     The  atonement?     .     . 

"But  I  know  nothing,  nothing,  and  I  can  know  nothing  but what  has  been  told  to  me  and  all  men/' 

J  And  it  seemed  to  him  that  there  was  not  a  single  article  of 
faith  of  the  church  which  could  destroy  the  chief  thing— faith 
in  God,  in  goodness,  as  the  one  goal  of  man's  destiny. 

Under  every  article  of  faith  of  the  church  could  be  put  the 
faith  in  the  service  of  truth  instead  of  one's  desires.  And 
each  doctrine  did  not  simply  leave  that  faith  unshaken,  each 
doctrine  seemed  essential  to  complete  that  great  miracle,  con- 

tinually manifest  upon  earth,  that  made  it  possible  for'  each man  and  millions  of  different  sorts  of  men,  wise  men  and 
imbeciles,  old  men  and  children— all  men,  peasants,  Lvov, 
Kitty,  beggars  and  kings  to  understand  perfectly  the  same 
one  thing,  and  to  build  up  thereby  that  life  of  the  soul  which 
alone  is  worth  living,  and  which  alone  is  precious  to  us. 

Lying  on  his  back,  he  gazed  up  now  into  the  high,  cloudless 
sky.  "Do  I  not  know  that  that  is  infinite  space,  and  that  it is  not  a  round  arch?  But,  however  I  screw  up  my  eyes  and 
strain  my  sight,  I  cannot  see  it  not  round  and  not  bounded, 
and  m  spite  of  my  knowing  about  infinite  space,  I  am  incon- 
testably  right  when  I  see  a  solid  blue  dome,  and  more  right than  when  I  strain  my  eyes  to  see  beyond  it." 
Levin  ceased  thinking,  and  only,  as  it  were,  listened  to 

mysterious  voices  that  seemed  talking  joyfully  and  earnestly within  him. 

"Can  this  be  faith ?"  he  thought,  afraid  to  believe  in  his 
happiness.  '  <  My  God,  I  thank  Thee ! "  he  said,  gulping  down ns  sobs,  and  with  both  hands  brushing  away  the  tears  that illed  his  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

Levin  looked  before  him  and  saw  a  herd  of  cattle,  then  he 

caught  sight  of  his  trap  with  Raven  in  the  shafts,  and  the 

coachman,  who,  driving  up  to  the  herd,  said  something  to  the 

herdsman.  Then  he  heard  the  rattle  of  the  wheels  and  the 

snort  of  the  sleek  horse  close  by  him.  But  he  was  so  buried 

in  his  thoughts  that  he  did  not  even  wonder  why  the  coach- 
man had  come  for  him. 

He  only  thought  of  that  when  the  coachman  had  driven 

quite  up  to  him  and  shouted  to  him.  "The  mistress  sent  me. 

Your  brother  has  come,  and  some  gentleman  with  him." 
Levin  got  into  the  trap  and  took  the  reins.  As  though 

just  roused  out  of  sleep,  for  a  long  while  Levin  could  not 

collect  his  faculties.  He  stared  at  the  sleek  horse,  flecked  with 

lather  between  his  haunches  and  on  his  neck,  where  the  har- 

ness rubbed,  stared  at  Ivan  the  coachman  sitting  beside  him, 

and  remembered  that  he  was  expecting  his  brother,  thought 

that  his  wife  was  most  likely  uneasy  at  his  long  absence,  and 

tried  to  guess  who  was  the  visitor  who  had  come  with  his 

brother.  And  his  brother  and  his  wife  and  the  unknown 

guest  seemed  to  him  now  quite  different  from  before.  He 
fancied  that  now  his  relations  with  all  men  would  be  different. 

"  With  my  brother  there  will  be  none  of  that  aloofness  there* 
always  used  to  be  between  us,  there  will  be  no  disputes ;  with 

Kitty  there  shall  never  be  quarrels ;  with  the  visitor,  whoever 

he  may  be.  I  will  be  friendly  and  nice ;  with  the  servants,  with 

Ivan,  it  will  all  be  different." 
Pulling  the  stiff  rein  and  holding  in  the  good  horse  that 

snorted  with  impatience  and  seemed  begging  to  be  let  go, 

Levin  looked  round  at  Ivan  sitting  beside  him,  not  knowing 

what  to  do  with  his  unoccupied  hand,  continually  pressing 

down  his  shirt  as  it  puffed  out,  and  he  tried  to  find  something 

to  start  a  conversation  about  with  him.  He  would  have  said 

that  Ivan  had  pulled  the  saddle-girth  up  too  high,  but  that 

J 
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was  like  blame,  and  he  longed  for  friendly,  warm  talk.    Noth- ing else  occurred  to  him. 

"Your  honor  must  keep  to  the  right  and  mind  that  stump/' said  the  coachman,  pulling  the  rein  Levin  held. 
"Please  don't  touch  and  don't  teach  me!"  said  Levin angered  by  this  interference.  Now,  as  always,  interference 

made  him  angry,  and  he  felt  sorrowfully  at  once  how  mistaken 
had  been  his  supposition  that  his  spiritual  condition  could  im- 

mediately change  him  in  contact  with  reality. 
He  was  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  home  when  he  saw Grisha  and  Tanya  running  to  meet  him. 

"Uncle  Kostya!  mamma's  coming,  and  grandfather,  and Sergey  Ivanovitch,  and  some  one  else,"  they  said,  clambering up  into  the  trap. 
"Who  is  he?" 

"An  awfully  terrible  person!  And  he  does  like  this  with 
his  arms,"  said  Tanya,  getting  up  in  the  trap  and  mimicking Katavasov. 

"Old  or  young?"  asked  Levin,  laughing,  reminded  of  some one,  he  did  not  know  whom,  by  Tanya's  performance. 
"Oh,  I  hope  it's  not  a  tiresome  person!"  thought  Levin. As  soon  as  he  turned,  at  a  bend  in  the  road,  and  saw  the 

party  coming,  Levin  recognized  Katavasov  in  a  straw  hat, 
walking  along  swinging  his  arms  just  as  Tanya  had  shown  him' Katavasov  was  very  fond  of  discussing  metaphysics,  having derived  his  notions  from  natural  science  writers  who  had 
never  studied  metaphysics,  and  in  Moscow  Levin  had  had many  arguments  with  him  of  late. 
And  one  of  these  arguments,  in  which  Katavasov  had 

obviously  considered  that  he  came  off  victorious,  was  the  first 
thing  Levin  thought  of  as  he  recognized  him. 

"No,  whatever  I  do,  I  won't  argue  and  give  utterance  to my  ideas  lightly,"  he  thought. 
Getting  out  of  the  trap  and  greeting  his  brother  and  Kata- vasov, Levin  asked  about  his  wife. 

"She  has  taken  Mitya  to  Kolok"  (a  copse  near  the  house). 
1  She  meant  to  have  him  out  there  because  it's  so  hot  indoors," 
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said  Dolly.    Levin  had  always  advised  his  wife  not  to  take  the 

baby  to  the  wood,  thinking  it  unsafe,  and  he  was  not  pleased 
to  hear  this. 

"She  rushes  about  from  place  to  place  with  him,,,  said  the 

prince,  smiling.    "I  advised  her  to  try  putting  him  in  the  ice 

cellar." 
"She  meant  to  come  to  the  bee-house.  She  thought  you 

would  be  there.    We  are  going  there, ' '  said  Dolly. 

"Well,  and  what  are  you  doing?"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch, 

falling  back  from  the  rest  and  walking  beside  him. 

"Oh,  nothing  special.  Busy  as  usual  with  the  land,"  an- 
swered Levin.  ' '  Well,  and  what  about  you  1  Come  for  long  ? 

We  have  been  expecting  you  for  such  a  long  time." 

' '  Only  for  a  fortnight.     I  've  a  great  deal  to  do  in  Moscow. 

At  these  words  the  brothers'  eyes  met,  and  Levin,  in  spite 

of  the  desire  he  always  had,  stronger  than  ever  just  now,  to 

be  on  affectionate  and  still  more  open  terms  with  his  brother, 

felt  an  awkwardness  in  looking  at  him.  He  dropped  his  eyes 

and  did  not  know  what  to  say. 

Casting  over  the  subjects  of  conversation  that  would  be 

pleasant  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  and  would  keep  him  off  t
he 

subject  of  the  Servian  war  and  the  Slavonic  question,  at  whic
h 

he  had  hinted  by  the  allusion  to  what  he  had  to  do  in  Moscow, 

Levin  began  to  talk  of  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  book 

"Well,  have  there  been  reviews  of  your  book?"  he  asked. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  smiled  at  the  intentional  character  
of 

the  question.  n 
"No  one  is  interested  in  that  now,  and  I  less  than  any  one, 

he  said.     "  Just  look,  Darya  Alexandrovna,  we  shall  have  a 

shower,"  he  added,  pointing  with  a  sunshade  at  the  white 

rain-clouds  that  showed  above  the  aspen  tree-tops. 

And  these  words  were  enough  to  reestablish  again  between 

the  brothers  that  tone— hardly  hostile,  but  chilly— which
 

Levin  had  been  so  longing  to  avoid. 

Levin  went  up  to  Katavasov. 

"It  was  jolly  of  you  to  make  up  your  mind  to  come,"  he *aid  to  him. 
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"I've  been  meaning  to  a  long  while.  Now  we  shall  have 
some  discussion,  we'll  see  to  that.  Ha,ve  you  been  reading 
Spencer  ? ' ' 

"No,  I've  not  finished  reading  him,"  said  Levin.     "But  I don't  need  him  now." 

"How's  that?  that's  interesting.     Why  so?" 
"I  mean  that  I'm  fully  convinced  that  the  snlntinn  nf  ̂ 9 Problems  that,  interest  me  T  sha]]  never  finri  jn  h\m  pnrl   hic 

.like.    Now    .    .    ." 

But  Katavasov's  serene  and  good-humored  expression  sud- denly struck  him,  and  he  felt  such  tenderness  for  his  own 
happy  mood,  which  he  was  unmistakably  disturbing  by  this 
conversation,  that  he  remembered  his  resolution  and  stopped short. 

"But  we'll  talk  later  on,"  he  added.     "If  we're  going  to the  bee-house,  it's  this  way,  along  this  little  path,"  he  said addressing  them  all. 

Going  along  the  narrow  path  to  a  little  uncut  meadow 
covered  on  one  side  with  thick  clumps  of  brilliant  heart 's-ease 
among  which  stood  up  here  and  there  tall,  dark  green  tufts  of 
hellebore,  Levin  settled  his  guests  in  the  dense,  cool  shade  of 
the  young  aspens  on  a  bench  and  some  stumps  purposely  put there  for  visitors  to  the  bee-house  who  might  be  afraid  of  the 
bees,  and  he  went  off  himself  to  the  hut  to  get  bread,  cucum- bers, and  fresh  honey,  to  regale  them  with. 

Trying  to  make  his  movements  as  deliberate  as  possible,  and 
listening  to  the  bees  that  buzzed  more  and  more  frequently past  him,  he  walked  along  the  little  path  to  the  hut  In  the 
very  entry  one  bee  hummed  angrily,  caught  in  his  beard,  but 
he  carefully  extricated  it.  Going  into  the  shady  outer  room, he  took  down  from  the  wall  his  veil,  that  hung  on  a  peg  and putting  it  on,  and  thrusting  his  hands  into  his  pockets  he 
went  into  the  fenced-in  bee-garden,  where  there  stood  in' the nudst  of  a  closely  mown  space  in  regular  rows,  fastened  with 
bast  on  posts,  all  the  hives  he  knew  so  well,  the  old  stocks 
each  with  its  own  history,  and  along  the  fences  the  younger swarms  hived  that  year.     In  front  of  the  openings  of  the 
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hives  it  made  his  eyes  giddy  to  watch  the  bees 
 and  drones 

whirling  round  and  found  about  the  same  spot,  whi
le  among 

them  the  working  bees  new  in  and  out  with  spoils  or
  m  search 

of  them,  always  in  the  same  direction  into  the  w
ood  to  the 

flowering  lime-trees  and  back  to  the  hives. 

His  ears  were  filled  with  the  incessant  hum  in  various
  notes, 

now  the  busy  hum  of  the  working  bee  flying  quickly 
 off,  then 

the  blaring  of  the  lazy  drone,  and  the  excited  buzz 
 of  the  bees 

on  guard  protecting  their  property  from  the  enem
y  and  pre- 

paring to  sting.  On  the  farther  side  of  the  fence  th
e  old 

bee-keeper  was  shaving  a  hoop  for  a  tub,  and  he  did
  not  see 

Levin.    Levin  stood  still  in  the  midst  of  the  beehive
s  and  did 

not  call  him. 

He  was  glad  of  a  chance  to  be  alone  to  recove
r  from  the 

influence  of  ordinary  actual  life,  which  had  alrea
dy  depressed 

his  happy  mood.  He  thought  that  he  had  a
lready  had  time 

to  lose  his  temper  with  Ivan,  to  show  coolness 
 to  his  brother, 

and  to  talk  flippantly  with  Katavasov. 

"Can  it  have  been  only  a  momentary  mood,  and  will
  it  pass  . 

and  leave  no  trace  V '  he  thought.     But  the  same  
instant,  going 

back  to  his  mood,  he  felt  with  delight  that  so
mething  new  and 

important  had  happened  to  him.     Real  life
  had  only  for  a 

time  overcast  the  spiritual  peace  he  had  found, 
 but  it  was| 

still  untouched  within  him.  . 

Just  as  the  bees,  whirling  round  him,  now 
 menacing  him 

and  distracting  his  attention,  prevented  hi
m  from  enjoying 

complete  physical  peace,  forced  him  to  r
estrain  his  movements 

to  avoid  them,  so  had  the  petty  cares  that  
had  swarmed  about 

him  from  the  moment  he  got  into  the  tr
ap,  restricted  his 

spiritual  freedom;  but  that  lasted  only  so 
 long  as  he  was 

among  them.  Just  as  his  bodily  strength  wa
s  still  ̂ affected, 

in  spite  of  the  bees,  so  too  was  the  spiritual
  strength  that  he 

had  just  become  aware  of. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

"Do  you  know,  Kostya,  with  whom  Sergey  Ivanovitch traveled  on  his  way  here!"  said  Dolly,  doling  out  cucumbers 
and  honey  to  the  children;  "with  Vronsky!  He's  going  to Servia. ' ' 

"And  not  alone ;  he's  taking  a  squadron  out  with  him  at  his own  expense,"  said  Katavasov. 

That 's  the  right  thing  for  him, ' '  said  Levin.  <  <  Are  volun- 
teers still  going  out  then?"  he  added,  glancing  at  Sergev Ivanovitch.  

J 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  did  not  answer.  He  was  carefully  with  a 
blunt  knife  getting  a  live  bee  covered  with  sticky  honey  out  of a  cup  full  of  white  honeycomb. 

; '  I  should  think  so !  You  should  have  seen  what  was  going on  at  the  station  yesterday!"  said  Katavasov,  biting  with  a juicy  sound  into  a  cucumber. 

"Well,  what  is  one  to  make  of  it?  For  mercy's  sake  do explain  to  me,  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  where  are  all  those  volun- 
teers going,  whom  are  they  fighting  with,"  asked  the  old 

prince,  unmistakably  taking  up  a  conversation  that  had  sprung up  in  Levin's  absence. 

"With  the  Turks,"  Sergey  Ivanovitch  answered,  smiling serene  y,  as  he  extricated  the  bee,  dark  with  honey  and  help- 
lessly kicking,  and  put  it  with  the  knife  on  a  stout  aspen  leaf. But  who  has  declared  war  on  the  Turks?— Ivan  Ivano- 
vitch Ragozov  and  Countess  Lidia  Ivanovna,  assisted  by Madame  Stahl?" 

;No  one  has  declared  war,  but  people  sympathize  with 
their  neighbors'  sufferings  and  are  eager  to  help  them,"  said bergey  Ivanovitch. 

>  "But  the  prince  is  not  speaking  of  help,"  said  Levin,  com- ing to  the  assistance  of  his  father-in-law,  "but  of  war.  The 
prince  says  that  private  persons  cannot  take  part  in  war  with- out the  permission  of  the  government." 
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"Kostya,  mind,  that's  a  bee!  Really,  they'll  sting  us!" 
said  Dolly,  waving  away  a  wasp. 

"But  that's  not  a  bee,  it's  a  wasp,"  said  Levin. 

"Well  now,  well,  what's  your  own  theory?"  Katavasov  said 

to  Levin  with  a  smile,  distinctly  challenging  him  to  a  discus- 

sion.    "Why  have  not  private  persons  the  right  to  do  so?" 

"Oh,  my  theory's  this:  war  is  on  one  side  such  a  beastly, 

cruel,  and  awful  thing,  that  no  one  man,  not  to  speak  of  a 

Christian,  can  individually  take  upon  himself  the  respon- 

sibility of  beginning  wars;  that  can  only  be  done  by  a  gov- 

ernment, which  is  called  upon  to  do  this,  and  is  driven  inevi- 

tably into  war.  On  the  other  hand,  both  political  science  and 

common  sense  teach  us  that  in  matters  of  state,  and  especially 

in  the  matter  of  war,  private  citizens  must  forego  their  per- 

sonal individual  will. ' ' 

Sergey  Ivanovitch  and  Katavasov  had  their  replies  ready, 

and  both  began  speaking  at  the  same  time. 

"But  the  point  is,  my  dear  fellow,  that  there  may  be  cases 

when  the  government  does  not  carry  out  the  will  of  the  citi- 

zens and  then  the  public  asserts  its  will, ' '  said  Katavasov. 

But  evidently  Sergey  Ivanovitch  did  not  approve  of  this 

answer.  His..brows  contracted  at  Katavasov 's  words  and  he 
said  something  else. 

"You  don't  put  the  matter  in  its  true  light.     There  is  no 

question  here  of  a  declaration  of  war,  but  simply  the  expres- 

sion of  a  human  Christian  feeling.     Our  brothers,  one  with 

us  in  religion  and  in  race,  are  being  massacred.     Even  sup- 

posing they  were  not  our  brothers  nor  fellow-Christians,  but 

simply  children,  women,  old  people,  feeling  is  aroused  
and 

Russians   go   eagerly   to  help   in   stopping  these   atroci
ties. 

Fancy,  if  you  were  going  along  the  street  and  saw  
drunken 

men  beating  a  woman  or  a  child— I  imagine  you  would  
not 

stop  to  inquire  whether  war  had  been  declared  on  the  men,
  but 

would  throw  yourself  on  them  and  protect  the  victi
m." 

"But  I  should  not  kill  them,"  said  Levin. 

"Yes,  you  would  kill  them." 
"I  don't  know.    If  I  saw  that,  I  might  give  way  to  my 
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impulse  of  the  moment,  but  I  can't  say  beforehandT~Andrach a  momentary  impulse  there  is  not,  and  there  cannot  be,  in  the 
case  of  the  oppression  of  the  Slavonic  peoples. " 

Possibly  for  you  there  is  not ;  but  for  others  there  is,  ' '  said 
Sergey  Ivanovitch,  frowning  with  displeasure.  "There  are 
traditions  still  extant  among  the  people  of  Slavs  of  the  true 
faith  suffering  under  the  yoke  of  the  '  unclean  sons  of  Hagar.' The  people  have  heard  of  the  sufferings  of  their  brethren  and 
have  spoken.' ' 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  Levin  evasively;  "but  I  don't  see  it. 
I'm  one  of  the  people  myself,  and  I  don't  feel  it." 

'  'Here  am  I  too,"  said  the  old  prince.  "I've  been  staying abroad  and  reading  the  papers,  and  I  must  own,  up  to  the 
time  of  the  Bulgarian  atrocities,  I  couldn't  make  out  why  it was  all  the  Russians  were  all  of  a  sudden  so  fond  of  their 
Slavonic  brethren,  while  I  didn't  feel  the  slightest  affection  for 
them.  I  was  very  much  upset,  thought  I  was  a  monster,  or 
that  it  was  the  influence  of  Carlsbad  on  me.  But  since  I  have 
been  here,  my  mind's  been  set  at  rest.  I  see  that  there  are 
people  besides  me  who 're  only  interested  in  Russia,  and  not  in their  Slavonic  brethren.     Here's  Konstantin  too." 
"Personal  opinions  mean  nothing  in  such  a  case,"  said Sergey  Ivanovitch;  "it's  not  a  matter  of  personal  opinions when  all  Russia— the  whole  people— has  expressed  its  will." 
"But  excuse  me,  I  don't  see  that.  The  people  don't  know anything  about  it,  if  you  come  to  that,"  said  the  old  prince. 
"Oh,  papa!  .  .  .  how  can  you  say  that?  And  last 

Sunday  in  church?"  said  Dolly,  listening  to  the  conversation. 
"Please  give  me  a  cloth,"  she  said  to  the  old  man,  who  was (looking  at  the  children  with  a  smile.  "Why,  it's  not  possible [that  all    ..." 

"But  what  was  it  in  church  on  Sunday?  The  priest  had been  told  to  read  that.  He  read  it.  They  didn't  understand 
la  word  of  it.  Then  they  were  told  that  there  was  to  be  a 
3olleetion  for  a  pious  object  in  church ;  well,  they  pulled  out 
their  halfpence  and  gave  them,  but  what  for  they  couldn't 
say." 
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"The  people  cannot  help  knowing;  the  sense  of  their 
 own 

destinies  is  always  in  the  people,  and  at  such  moment
s  as  the 

present  that  sense  finds  utterance,' '  said  Sergey 
 Ivanovitch 

with  conviction,  glancing  at  the  old  bee-keeper. 

The  handsome  old  man,  with  black  grizzled  beard  and  
thick 

silvery  hair,  stood  motionless,  holding  a  cup  of  honey,  loo
king 

down  from  the  height  of  his  tall  figure  with  friendly  ser
enity 

at  the  gentlefolk,  obviously  understanding  nothing  of
  their 

conversation  and  not  caring  to  understand  it. 

" That's  so,  no  doubt,"  he  said,  with  a  significant  shake  of 

his  head  at  Sergey  Ivanovitch 's  words. 

"Here,  then,  ask  him.  He  knows  nothing  about  it  and 

thinks  nothing,"  said  Levin.  "Have  you  heard  about  the 

war,  Mihalitch?  "  he  said,  turning  to  him.  "What  they  read 
in  the  church?  What  do  you  think  about  it?  Ought  we  to 

fight  for  the  Christians?" 
"What    should    we  *  think?     Alexander    Nikolaevitch    our 

•  Emperor  has  thought  for  us;  he  thinks  for  us  indeed  in  all
 

things.     It's  clearer  for  him  to  see.     Shall  I  bring  a  bit  more 

bread?     Give  the  little  lad  some  more?"  he  said  addres
sing  , 

Darya  Alexandrovna  and  pointing  to  Grisha,  who  had 
 finished  : 

his  crust 

"I  don't  need  to  ask,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch,  "we  have 

seen  and  are  seeing  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  people  who
  give 

up  everything  to  serve  a  just  cause,  come  from  every  
part  of 

Russia,  and  directly  and  clearly  express  their  thought  
and  aim. 

They  bring  their  halfpence  or  go  themselves  and  say  d
irectly 

what  for.     What  does  it  mean  ? ' ' 

"It  means,  to  my  thinking,"  said  Levin,  who  was  beginning 

to  get  warm,  "that  among  eighty  millions  of  people  there 
 can 

always  be  found  not  hundreds,  as  now,  but  tens  of  th
ousands 

of  people  who  have  lost  caste,  ne'er-do-weels,  who  are 
 always 

ready  to  go  anywhere— to  Pogatchev's  bands,  to  Khiva,
  to 

Servia    ..."  _ 

"I  tell  you  that  it's  not  a  case  of  hundreds  or  of  ne  er-do- 

weels,  but  the  best  representatives  of  the  people!"  said  Sergey 

Ivanovitch,  with  as  much  irritation  as  if  he  were  defending 
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the  last  penny  of  his  fortune.  "Ancf^hat  of  the  subscrip- tions? In  this  case  it  is  a  whole  people  directly  expressing their  will."  
° 

"That  word  'people'  is  so  vague,"  said  Levin.  "Parish clerks,  teachers,  and  one  in  a  thousand  of  the  peasants,  maybe 
know  what  it's  all  about.  The  rest  of  the  eighty  millions,  like Mihahtch,  far  from  expressing  their  will,  haven't  the  faintest 
idea  what  there  is  for  them  to  express  their  will  about  What right  have  we  to  say  that  this  is  the  people's  will!" 

CHAPTER  XVI 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  being  practised  in  argument,  did  not 
reply,  but  at  once  turned  the  conversation  to  another  aspect of  the  subject.  

r 

"Oh,  if  you  want  to  learn  the  spirit  of  the  people  by arithmetical  computation,  of  course  it's  very  difficult  to  arrive 
at  it.  And  voting  has  not  been  introduced  among  us  and cannot  be  introduced,  for  it  does  not  express  the  will  of  the people;  but  there  are  other  ways  of  reaching  that  It  is  felt 
m  the  air,  it  is  felt  by  the  heart.  I  won't  speak  of  those  deep currents  which  are  astir  in  the  still  ocean  of  the  people,  and which  are  evident  to  every  unprejudiced  man;  let  us  look  at society  in  the  narrow  sense.  All  the  most  diverse  sections  of 
the  educated  public,  hostile  before,  are  merged  in  one  Every division  is  at  an  end,  all  the  public  organs  say  the  same  thing over  and  over  again,  all  feel  the  mighty  torrent  that  has  over- taken them  and  is  carrying  them  in  one  direction." 
"Yes,  all  the  newspapers  do  say  the  same  thing,"  said  the prince.    "That's  true.    But  so  it  is  the  same  thing  that  all 

them  "      °  bef°re  a  St°rm'     °ne  Can  hear  nothing  for 

"Progs  or  no  frogs,  I'm  not  the  editor  of  a  paper  and  I don  t  want  to  defend  them;  but  I  am  speaking  of  the  una- 
nimity m  the  intellectual  world,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch, 
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addressing  his  brother.    Levin  would  have  answer
ed,  but  the 

old  prince  interrupted  him. 

"Well,  about  that  unanimity,  that's  another  thing,  one 
 may 

say  "  said  the  prince.  "There's  my  son-m-law,
  Stepan 

Arkadyevitch,  you  know  him.  He's  got  a  p
lace  now  on  the 

committee  of  a  commission  and  something  or  other^ 
 I  don  t 

remember.  Only  there's  nothing  to  do  in  it— why,
  Dolly  it  s 

no  secret  !-and  a  salary  of  eight  thousand.  Y
ou  try  asking 

him  whether  his  post  is  of  use,  he'll  prove  to  you  
that  it  s  most 

necessary.  And  he's  a  truthful  man  too,  bu
t  there 

fusing  to  believe  in  the  utility  of  eight  tho
usand  roubles. 

"Yes  he  asked  me  to  give  a  message  to  Darya
  Alexandrovna 

about  the  post,"  said  Sergey  Ivanovitch  re
luctantly,  feeling 

the  prince's  remark  to  be  ill-timed. 

"So  it  is  with  the  unanimity  of  the  press.  Tha
t  s  been 

explained  to  me:  as  soon  as  there's  war 
 their  incomes  are 

doubled.  How  can  they  help  believing  in  t
he  destinies  of  the 

people  and  the  Slavonic  races    .    .    .    a
nd  all  thaW 

"I  don't  care  for  many  of  the  papers,  but  that  s  u
njust, 

said  Sergey  Ivanovitch. 

"I  would  only  make  one  condition,"  pursued  t
he  old  prince. 

"Alphonse  Karr  said  a  capital  thing  before
  the  war  with 

Prussia-  'You  consider  war  to  be  inevitable?
  Very  good 

Let  every  one  who  advocates  war  be  enr
olled  in  a  special 

regiment  of  advanee^uards,  tothe  front 
 of  every  storm,  of 

everv  attack,  to  lead  them  all ! ' 

"A  nice  lot  the  editors  would  make!"  said
  Katavasov,  with 

a  loud  roar,  as  he  pictured  the  editors  he
  knew  in  this  picked 

10  "But  they'd  run,"  said  Dolly,  "they'd  only  be  in  the  way." 

"Oh  if  they  ran  away,  then  we'd  ha
ve  grape-shot  or 

Cossacks  with  whips  behind  them,"  said  ̂
  Prmce 

"But  that's  a  joke,  and  a  poor  one  too,  if 
 you  11  excuse  me 

saying  so,  prince,"  said  Sergey  Iva
novitch. 

"I  don't  see  that  it  was  a  joke,  that  .
  .  ."  Levm  wasbe- 

ghining,  but  Sergey  Ivanovitch  inte
rrupted  him. 

"Every  member  of  society  is  called  upon
  to  do  his  o*n 
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special  work, ' '  said  he.  ' '  And  men  of  thought Tare  doing  their work  when  they  express  public  opinion.  And  the  single- hearted  and  full  expression  of  public  opinion  is  the  service  of 
the  press  and  a  phenomenon  to  rejoice  us  at  the  same  time. 

Twenty  years  ago  we  should  have  been  silent,  but  now  we* have  heard  the  voice  of  the  Russian  people,  which  is  ready  to 
rise  as  one  man  and  ready  to  sacrifice  itself  for  its  oppressed 
brethren;  that  is  a  great  step  and  a  proof  of  strength." 

''But  it's  not  only  making  a  sacrifice,  but  killing  Turks  " said  Levin  timidly.  "The  people  make  sacrifices  and  are 
ready  to  make  sacrifices  for  their  soul,  but  not  for  murder/' 
he  added,  instinctively  connecting  the  conversation  with  the ideas  that  had  been  absorbing  his  mind. 

"For  their  soul?  That's  a  most  puzzling  expression  for  a natural  science  man,  do  you  understand  ?  What  sort  of  thincr 
is  the  soul?"  said  Katavasov,  smiling.  & 

"Oh,  you  know!" 

"No  by  God,  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea!"  said  Katavasov with  a  loud  roar  of  laughter. 

4  'I  bring  not  peace,  but  a  sword,'  says  Christ,"  Sergey Ivanovitch  rejoined  for  his  part,  quoting  as  simply  as  though it  were  the  easiest  thing  to  understand  the  very  passage  that had  always  puzzled  Levin  most. 

"That's  so,  no  doubt,"  the  old  man  repeated  again  He was  standing  near  them  and  responded  to  a  chance  glance turned  in  his  direction. 

"Ah  my  dear  fellow,  you're  defeated,  utterly  defeated »" cried  Katavasov  good-humoredly. 
Levin  reddened  with  vexation,  not  at  being  defeated,  but at  having  failed  to  control  himself  and  being  drawn  into argument. 

.  "MoJ~iml.aiauft  with  them."  h*  tJmnght.:  "iw  wcar impenetrable  armor,  wHIp  T>™  naked." 
He  saw  that  it  was  impossible  to  convince  his  brother  and 

w?tw7V'  ̂ w^^  "YPT1 1PSS  ̂ '™>  nf  hinnrir  freeing P1^.  thp™  What  they  ad  von  ted  w_as  the  v^rv  31  ̂  
Intellect  that,  had  almjisLfreen  his  rnin.    He  could  not  admit 
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that  some  dozens  of  men,  among  them  his  brother,  had
  the 

right,  on  the  ground  of  what  they  were  told  by  some  
hundreds 

of°  glib  volunteers  swarming  to  the  capital,  to  say  that  they 
and  the  newspapers  were  expressing  the  will  and  feel

ing  of 

the  people,  and  a  feeling  which  was  expressed  in 
 vengeance 

and  murder.     He  could  not  admit  this,  because  he  neither
  saw 

the  expression  of  such  feelings  in  the  people  among  whom 
 he 

was  living,  nor  found  them  in  himself  (and  he  could  no
t  but 

consider  himself  one  of  the  persons  making  up  the  Rus
sian 

people),  and  jaoatjoljIL.hPp.ansfi  he,  likej&o  people,  di
d  not 

fcnow  ™a  "-mild  not  friii™  "***■  ™  *"?  the  general  good^though 

he  knew  frpyrrH  »  a™**  thRt  this  general  good  couldJae
 

attained  only  *>y  t-hft  strict  observance,  of  that  iaw-of-Xight 

and  wrong  wh^  W  Wn  revealed  t.n  e^rry  man,  and  ther
e- 

fore he  could  not  wish  for  war  or  advocate  war  for  any  general 

objects  whatever.     He  said  as  Mihalitch  did  and  the  peop
le, 

who  had  expressed  their  feeling  in  the  traditional  in
vitations 

of  the  Varyagi:  "Be  princes  and  rule  over  us.     Gladly  we 

promise  complete  submission.    All  the  labor,  all  humiliat
ions, 

all  sacrifices  we  take  upon  ourselves ;  but  we  will  not  judge 

and  decide.' '    And  now,  according  to  Sergey  Ivanovitch's 

account,   the  people  had  foregone   this  privilege  they   had 

bought  at  such  a  costly  price. 

He  wanted  to  say  too  that  if  public  opinion  were  an 

infallible  guide,  then  why  were  not  revolutions  and  t
he- 

commune  as  lawful  as  the  movement  in  favor  of  the  Slavonic
 

peoples?  But  these  were  merely  thoughts  that  could  
settle 

nothing.  Qnx  thing  cnnld  ̂ °  **™  bpymid  donbt— that  was 

that  »+  rtin  nrtnnl  m^™™+  **^  Hi«»nwinn  was  irritating  Sftrpey 

Ivanovitch,  ,nnd  S"  *+  ™*  wrong  to  continue  iL  And  Levin 

ceased  speaking  and  then  called  the  attention  of  his  guests  t
o 

the  fact  that  the  storm-clouds  were  gathering,  and  that  they 

had  better  be  going  home  before  it  rained. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

The  old  prince  and  Sergey  Ivanoviteh  got  into  the  tnm  and 
drove  off;  the  rest  of  the  party  hastened  iLewards  on "o'ot   " But  the  s  onn-clouds,  turning  white  and  then  black,  moved down  so  quickly  that  they  had  to  quicken  their  pace  to  get home  before  the  rain.  The  foremost  clouds,  lowering  aS 
black  as  soot-laden  smoke,  rushed  with  extraordinary  *wift ncss  over  the  sky.  They  were  still  two  hundred  paces  Z, home  and  a  gust  of  wind  had  already  blown  up,  and  eveX second  the  downpour  might  be  looked  for  7 

Dal-™  tS'Z  ra"  ah6ad  wUh  friShtened  and  gleeful  shrieks. Daiya  Alexandrovna,  struggling  painfully  with  her  skirts  that dung  round  her  legs,  was  not  walking,  but  running,  her  yes fixed  on  the  children.  The  men  of  the  party,  holding  the  r hats  on,  strode  with  long  steps  beside  her  They  werelust Z the  steps  when  a  big  drop  fell  splashing  on  tlfe  edge  of  th 
Into  TTT  ?f  °hildren  Md  their  eIders  ««"•  them  ran into  the  shelter  of  the  house,  talking  merrily 
"Katerina  Alexandrovna?"  Levin  asked  of  Agafea  Mihal- ovua  who  met  them  with  kerchiefs  and  rugs  in  the  hall. We  thought  she  was  with  you,"  she  said. 
And  Mitya?" 

''In  the  copse,  he  must  be,  and  the  nurse  with  him  " Levin  snatched  up  the  rugs  and  ran  towards  the  copse In  that  brief  interval  of  time  the  storm-clouds  had  moved 

e°clinCrelTn      T  S°  comP,ete,y  that  it  was  dark  as  an S   i    St"bTb0mly'  as  thou^  insisting  on  its  rights,  the J|md  stopped  Levin,  and  tearing  the  leaves  and  flowers  off  the 
lime-trees  and  stripping  the  white  birch  branches  into  strange unseemly  nakedness,   it   twisted   everything  on   one  side! acacias,  flowers,  burdocks,  long  grass,  and  tall  tree-tops.    The peasant   girls   working   in   the   garden   ran   shrieking  into shelter  m  the  servants'  quarters.    The  streaming  rain  had already  flung  its  white  veil  over  all  the  distant  forest  and  half 
tlie  fields  close  by,  and  was  rapidly  swooping  down  upon  the 
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copse7~Th7~wet  of  the  rain  spirting  up  in  tiny  drops  could be  smelt  in  the  air. 

Holding  his  head  bent  down  before  him,  and  strugg
ling 

with  the  wind  that  strove  to  tear  the  wraps  away  from  h
im, 

Levin  was  moving  up  to  the  copse  and  had  just  caught
  sight 

of  something  white  behind  the  oak-tree,  when  there  
was  a 

sudden  flash,  the  whole  earth  seemed  on  fire,  and  th
e  vault 

of  heaven  seemed  crashing  overhead.     Opening  his 
 blinded 

eyes,  Levin  gazed  through  the  thick  veil  of  rain  tha
t  separated 

him  now  from  the  copse,  and  to  his  horror  the  first  thi
ng  he 

saw  was  the  green  crest  of  the  familiar  oak-tree  in  t
he  middle 

of  the  copse  uncannily  changing  its  position.     "Can
  it  have 

been  struck?"    Levin  hardly  had  time  to  think  when,  movi
ng 

more  and  more  rapidly,  the  oak-tree  vanished  behind 
 the  other 

trees,  and  he  heard  the  crash  of  the  great  tree  falling 
 upon  the 

others.  ,  ,     , 

The  flash  of  lightning,  the  crash  of  thunder, 
 and  the 

instantaneous  chill  that  ran  through  him  were  
all  merged 

for  Levin  in  one  sense  of  terror. 

' 'My  God!  my  God!  not  on  them'/'  he  said. 

And  though  he  thought  at  once  how  senseless  was
  his  prayer 

that  they  should  not  have  been  killed  by  the 
 oak  which  had 

fallen  now,  he  repeated  it,  knowing  that  he  co
uld  do  nothing 

better  than  utter  this  senseless  prayer. 

Running  up  to  the  place  where  they  usually  w
ent,  he  did 

not  find  them  there. 

They  were  at  the  other  end  of  the  copse  under
  an  old  lime- 

tree  ;  they  were  calling  him.  Two  figures 
 in  dark  dresses 

(they  had  been  light  summer  dresses  when  th
ey  started  out) 

were  standing  bending  over  something.  It  wa
s  Kitty  with 

the  nurse  The  rain  was  already  ceasing,  and  it  w
as  beginning 

to  get  light  when  Levin  reached  them.  The  nurs
e  was  not  wet 

on  the  lower  part  of  her  dress,  but  Kitt
y  was  drenched 

through,  and  her  soaked  clothes  clung  to  he
r.  Though  the 

rain  was  over,  they  still  stood  in  the  same  pos
ition  m  which 

they  had  been  standing  when  the  storm  brok
e.  Both  stood 

bending  over  a  perambulator  with  a  green  um
brella. 
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_'*AKve»   tWmrt*  Thank  QodV  to  said,  ̂ mg~wUh Jm  soaked  boots  through  the  standing  water  and  runnhig  Up 

Kitty's  rosy  wet  face  was  turned  towards  him    and  she smiled  timidly  under  her  shapeless  sopped  hat 
Aren't  you  ashamed  of  yourself?    I  can't  think  how  you can  be  so  reckless!"  he  said  angrily  to  his  wife 

w.,"11^3811^  my  ̂Ult'  really-     We  were  ̂   meaning  to  go when  he  made  such  a  to-do  that  we  had  to  change  him     We" 
were  just    .    .    ."  Kitty  began  defending  herself         ' 

Mitya  was  unharmed,  dry,  and  still  fast  asleep. ' Well,  thank  God!    I  don't  know  what  I'm  saying  I" 

Picked  unatth^dhUP  ̂   baby'S  "'et  bel0»^;   the'  nurse 
picked  up  the  baby  and  carried  it.    Levin  walked  beside  his 
Z 5  "V  '  !,e"Itent  f01'  haviug  been  a"^  he  squeezed  her hand  when  thp  ,M|m,  wag  n<ff  1Hfj 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

During  the  whole  of  that  day,  in  the  extremely  different conversations  in  which  he  took  part,  only  as  it  were  with he  top  layer  of  his  mind,  in  spite  of  the  disappointment  of not  finding  the  change  he  expected  in  himself,  Levin  had 

heart  W        i0yfU"y  conseious  of  the  ̂ ess  of  his 

After  the  rain  it  was  too  wet  to  go  for  a  walk;  besides,  the storm-clouds  still  hung  about  the  horizon,  and  gathered  here and  there,  black  and  thundery,  on  the  rim  of  the  sky  The whole  party  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  in  the  house. 
No  more  discussions  sprang  up;  on  the  contrary,  after dinner  every  one  was  in  the  most  amiable  frame  of  mind 
At  first  Katavasov  amused  the  ladies  by  his  original  jokes 

winch  always  pleased  people  on  their  first  acquaintance  with liim.  Then  Sergey  Ivanovitch  induced  him  to  tell  them  about 
the  very  interesting  observations  he  had  made  on  the  habits 
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aad.  dumwteristics  of  common  house-fli
es,   and  their  life. 

Sergey  Ivanovitch,  too,  was  in  good  spir
its,  and  at  tea  his 

brother  drew  him  on  to  explain  his  views  of  t
he  f  utnre  of   he 

Eastern  question,  and  he  spoke  so  simply  
and  so  well,  that 

every  one  listened  eagerly. 

Kitty  was  the  only  one  who  did  not  he
ar  it  all-she  was 

summoned  to  give  Mitya  his  bath. 

A  few  minutes  after  Kitty  had  left  the  roo
m  she  sent  for 

Levin  to  come  to  the  nursery.  ; 

Leaving  his  tea,  and  regretfully  interru
ptmg  the  interesting 

conversation,  and  at  the  same  time  unea
sily  wondering  why 

he  had  been  sent  for,  as  this  only  hap
pened  on  important 

occasions,  Levin  went  to  the  nursery. 

Although  he  had  been  much  interested
  by  Sergey  Ivano- 

vitch 's  views  of  the  new  epoch  in  history  that  wou
ld  be  created 

by  the  emancipation  of  forty  millions 
 of  men  of  Slavonic  race 

acting  with  Itussia,  a  conception  quite
  new  to  him,  and  al- 

though he  was  disturbed  by  uneasy  wonder  at
  being  sent  for 

by  Kitty,  as  soon  as  he  came  out  of  t
he  drawing-room  and  was 

alone  his  mind  reverted  at  once  to  
the  thoughts  o  the  moim- 

ine     AndallJha-theanr"  nf  thr  ̂ uifirnnre  ni-ihc  Slnv  rie- 

^XXXT^^  in  hi.  own  mL  ̂ "^ 
forgot  it  all  and  dropped  back  into  the  

same  frame  of  mmd  j 

that  he  had  been  in  that  morning. 

m did  not,  as  he  had  done  at  other
  times ,  reca  1 he 

whole  train  of  thought-that  he  did 
 not  need  He  fel t  back 

Tt  once  H  the  feeling  which  had
  guided  him,  which  was 

nnec  ed  with  those  thoughts,  and  h
e  found  that  feehng  m 

his  soul  even  stronger  and  more  de
finite  than  be ore.  He did 

not,  as  he  had  had  to  do  with  previ
ous  att emp s  to  find  com 

for  ing  arguments,  need  to  revive  
a  whole  cham  of  thought  to 

find  the  feeling.  Now,  on  the  contrary  the 
 **°*«™°£ 

peace  was  keener  than  ever,  and  th
ought  could  not  keep  pace 

W ̂ walked  across  the  terrace  and  looked 
 at  two  stars  that 

had  eoTne  out  in  the  darkening  sky,  and 
 suddenly  he  remem^ 
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bered  -Yes,  looking  at  the  sky,  I  thought  that  the  dome that  I  see  is  not  a  deception,  and  then  I  thought  something, I  shirked  facing  something/'  he  mused.  "But  whatever  it was,  there  can  be  no  disproving  it!     I  have  but  to  think  and all  will  come  clear!" 

Just  as  he  was  going  into  the  nursery  he  remembered  what 
it  was  he  had  shirked  facing.     It  was  that  if  the  chief  proof of  the  Divinity  was  His  revelation  of  what  is  right,  iow  is  it. *M*  revelation  is  confined   to  the  rhrhthn  ..nhiirrfT  *wV 
What   relation   to   this   revelation   have   the   beliefs  of  the 
Buddhists,  Mohammedans,  who  preached  and  did  good  too? 

It  seemejl  to  him  that  he  had  an  answer  to  this  question  • 
but  he  had  not  time  to  formulate  it  to  himself  before  he  went into  the  nursery. 

Kitty  was  standing  with  her  sleeves  tucked  up  over  the 
baby  m  the  bath.  Hearing  her  husband  h  footstep,  she  turned 
towards  him,  summoning  him  to  her  with  her  smile  With 
one  hand  she  was  supporting  the  fat  baby  that  lay  floating 
and  sprawling  on  its  back,  while  with  the  other  she  squeezed tne  sponge  over  him. 

"Come,  look,  look!"  she  said,  when  her  husband  came  up  to her.       Agafea  Mihalovna's  right.    He  knows  us'" 
Mitya  had  on  that  day  given  unmistakable,  incontestable signs  of  recognizing  all  his  friends. 
As  soon  as  Levin  approached  the  bath,  the  experiment  was tried  and  it  was  completely  successful.  The  cook,  sent  for with  this  object,  bent  over  the  baby.  He  frowned  and  shook 

his  head  disapprovingly.  Kitty  bent  down  to  him,  he  gave her  a  beaming  smile,  propped  his  little  hands  on  the  sponge and  chirruped  making  such  a  queer  little  contented  sound 
with  his  lips,  that  Kitty  and  the  nurse  were  not  alone  in  their 
Admiration.    Levin,  too,  was  surprised  and  delighted. I  he  baby  was  taken  out  of  the  hath,  drenched  with  water 
trapped  m  towels,  dried,  and  after  a  piercing  scream,  handed o  his  mother. 

"Well,  I  am  glad  you  are  beginning  to  love  him, »  said  Kitty o  her  husband,  when  she  had  settled  herself  comfortably  in 



1024  ANNA  KARENINA   

heTusual  place,  with  the  baby  at  her  breast.    "lam  so  glad
! 

It  had  begun  to  distress  me.     You  said  you  had  no  feeling  for 

him. ' ' 

"No;  did  I  say  that?     I  only  said  I  was  disappointed."
 

"What!  disappointed  in  him!" 

"Not  disappointed  in  him,  but  in  my  own  feeling;  I  had 

expected  more.  I  had  expected  a  rush  of  new  
delightful 

emotion  to  come  as  a  surprise.     And  then  instead  
of  that— 

disgust,  pity    .     .     ." 
She  listened  attentively,  looking  at  him  over  the  baby,  w

hile 

she  put  back  on  her  slender  fingers  the  rings  she  had  t
aken  off 

while  giving  Mitya  his  bath.       *  . 

"And  most  of  all,  at  there  being  far  more  apprehension 
 and 

pity  than  pleasure.  To-day,  after  that  fright
  during  the 

storm,  I  understand  how  I  love  him." 
Kitty's  smile  was  radiant. 

"Were  you  very  much  frightened?"  she  said.  So  w
as  1 

too,  but  I  feel  it  more  now  that  it's  over.  I'm  
going  to  look 

at  the  oak  How  nice  Katavasov  is!  And  what  a  happ
y  day 

we've  had  altogether.  And  you're  so  nice  with
  Sergey 

Ivanovitch,  when  you  care  to  be.  .  .  .  Well,
  go  back  to 

them.    It's  always  so  hot  and  steamy  here  after  t
he  bath. 

CHAPTER  XIX 

Going  out  of  the  nursery  and  being  again  a
lone,  Levin  went 

back  at  once  to  the  thought,  in  which  
there  was  something! 

not  clear.  .         ,      1  «„«^1 

Instead  of  going  into  the  drawing-room
,  where  he  heard 

voices,  he'stopped  on  the  terrace,  and  lea
ning  his  elbows  on 

the  parapet,  he  gazed  up  at  the  sky
.  I 

It  was  quite  dark  now,  and  in  the  sout
h  where ,he  was  look- 

ing,  there  were  no  clouds.  The  storm 
 had  drifted  on  to  the 

opposite  side  of  the  sky,  and  there  
were  flashes  of  lightning 

and  distant  thunder  from  that  quarter.     L
evin  listened  to  th^j 
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7TtrZ^PJT  ̂   'r^*  in  ̂  ̂de»>  ̂ looked at    he  triangle  of  stars  he  knew  so  well,  and  the  Milky  Way wift  its  branches  that  ran  through  its  midst.    At  eac    flash  of .ghtn,ng  the  Milky  Way,  and  even  the  brightftars  vani  led 
but  as  soon  as  the  lightning  died  away,  Ly  "ap»  fn 

^z as  ough  some  hand  had  fluiig  themrcakeWith 
"Well  what  is  it  perplexes  me?"  Levin  said  to  himself feeling  beforehand  that  the  solution  of  his  difficult^  wis 

ready  m  Ins  soul,  though  he  did  not  know  it  yet  "Yes,  f" 
.  xi,"  J'  "V  .  '  ■  ■comestanie  manifestation  of  th^Diyinitv £lho  law ^ighLand  wroj^  which  has  come  into  tie  3. 

to^3dudSm»t  make  myself,  jiuTwW^gE: Bofc-I  am  made  one  with  other  men  in  one  body  of  believers. 

mSs1S^tTdlUI^   WC]1'  bUt  the  ̂  «- 

ouestimiino.9"  i,„      -ixi-      clLU  nimseit.        But  what  am  I questioning/     he  said  to  himself.     "I  am  ailPstinnW  tfc« 
lation  to  Divinity  of  ill  ih»  Mm*,     *  •  questl0nm£  the  re- 

I  am  Question    it  J  f    °lU  rell^10ns  of  all  mankind. 

ivords  g         XPreSS  that  knowledge  in  reason  and 

!elf,Dg°"inJn1TtritnaVhe,StarS  ̂   m0Ve?"  he  a^d  h™- 7;    15  e  bnght  p,anet  whieh  had  shifted  its  nositirm 
JP  to  the  topmost  twig  of  the  birch  tree      '  <  r„V  i  P0Sltlon 
novements  of  th*  <,t        t        Dlrcn-tree.       But  looking  at  the 

■f  the  earth  Ld  Tt5'  IT  '  P  ̂   t0  m)'Self  the  rotati™ 
"And ulu  ft      ♦    g,t '"  Saying  that  the  stars  move. 

Vfc^£T2?r^  h3Ve  UnderSt°°d  and  calCTlat^ 
nd  vS2„ J1.5SSS1  rst Bnmtherp,ieated lltn  -     AJJ  the  marvelous  conclu- 
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sions  they  have  reached  about  the  distances,  weights,  move- 
ments, and  deflections  of  the  heavenly  bodies  are  only  founded 

on  the  apparent  motions  of  the  heavenly  bodies  about  a 
stationary  earth,  on  that  very  motion  I  see  before  me  now, 
which  has  been  so  for  millions  of  men  during  long  ages,  and 
was  and  will  be  always  alike,  and  can  always  be  trusted.  And 
just  as  the  conclusions  of  the  astronomers  would  have  been 
vain  and  uncertain  if  not  founded  on  observations  of  the  seen 
heavens,  in  relation  to  a  single  meridian  and  a  single  horizon, 
so  would  my  conclusions  be  vain  and  uncertain  if  not  founded 
on  that  conception  of  right,  which  has  been  and  will  be  always 
alike  for  all  men,  which  has  been  revealed  to  me  as  a  Christian, 
and  which  can  always  be  trusted  in  my  soul.  The  question  of 
other  religions  and  their  relations  to  Divinity  I  have  no  right 

to  decide,  and  no  possibility  of  deciding. ' ' 
''Oh,  you  haven't  gone  in  then?"  he  heard  Kitty's  voice  all 

at  once,  as  she  came  by  the  same  way  to  the  drawing-room. 

"What  is  it?  you're  not  worried  about  anything?"  she  said, 
looking  intently  at  his  face  in  the  starlight. 

But  she  could  not  have  seen  his  face  if  a  flash  of  lightning 
had  not  hidden  the  stars  and  revealed  it.  In  that  flash  she 

saw  his  face  distinctly,  and  seeing  him  calm  and  happy,  she 
smiled  at  him. 

"She  understands,"  he  thought;  "she  knows  what  I'm 
thinking  about.  Shall  I  tell  her  or  not?  Yes,  I'll  tell  her." 
But  at  the  moment  he  was  about  to  speak,  she  began  speaking. 

"Kostya!  do  something  for  me,"  she  said;  "go  into  the 
corner  room  and  see  if  they've  made  it  all  right  for  Sergey 
Ivanovitch.  I  can't  very  well.  See  if  they've  put  the  new 
wash-stand  in  it." 

"Very  well,  I'll  go  directly,"  said  Levin,  standing  up  and kissing  her. 

"No,  I'd  better  not  speak  of  it,"  he  thought,  when  she  had 
gone  in  before  him.  "It  is  a  secret  for  me  alone,  of  vital 
importance  for  me,  and  not  to  be  put  into  words. 

"This  new  feeling  has  not  changed  me,  has  hot  made  me 
happy  and  enlightened  all  of  a  sudden,  as  I  had  dreamed, 
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just  like  the  feeling  for  my  child.  There  was  no  surprise  in 
this  either.  Faith — or  not  faith — I  don't  know  what  it  is — 
but  this  feeling  has  come  just  as  imperceptibly  through  suffer- 

ing, and  has  taken  firm  root  in  my  soul. 

' '  I  shall  go  on  in  the  same  way,  losing  my  temper  with  Ivan 
the  coachman,  falling  into  angry  discussions,  expressing  my 
opinions  tactlessly;  there  will  be  still  the  same  wall  between 
the  holy  of  holies  of  my  soul  and  other  people,  even  my  wife ; 
I  shall  still  go  on  scolding  her  for  my  own  terror,  and  being 
remorseful  for  it ;  I  shall  still  be  as  unable  to  understand  with 
my  reason  why  I  pray,  and  I  shall  still  go  on  praying;  but 
my  life  now,  my  whole  life  apart  from  anything  that  can 
happen  to  me,  every  minute  of  it  is  no  more  meaningless,  as  it 
was  before,  but  it  has  the  positive  meaning  of  goodness,  which 
I  have  the  power  to  put  into  it. ' ' 

THE  END 
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